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Chapter 1: Welcome to My Life

Over the last few days, my life has taken a drastic turn. At first, I didn’t even know what was happening. It all started out so small, but quickly transformed my life. I’m writing this to suss out my thoughts, and hopefully come to an understanding of what just happened and what I am going to do now that I just crossed a line I never thought I would cross. To better understand my situation, I need to go back to where this started.
I’ve had my own apartment for the last few years and have worked at a breakfast diner for most of that time. I didn’t exactly love working as a waiter, but it paid the bills. After getting home in the late afternoon, I would finally tear off my disgusting work clothes and slide into something much more comfortable, but I’m getting ahead of myself.
A few days ago at the diner, a woman came in and sat in my section. She had a light complexion and brown hair. I brought her a water to start and asked if she was ready to order. She responded with a thick eastern European accent.
“Oh yes, I have the breakfast special with two eggs sunny side up.”
“Ok I’ll put that in right away.”
I went to the kitchen and put the order in for her, just as I normally would. As I came back to check on the food ten minutes later, I saw the chef finishing up the order and bringing it over to the counter. Just before he handed me the plate, he let out a muffled sneeze that sprayed across the dish in his hand. He looked over my shoulder to see if anyone noticed. With the coast clear, he handed me the plate and told me the food was ready. 
“No, it’s not.” I said back abruptly.
“I said the food is ready.” He answered back.
“I said, no it’s not. That’s disgusting. Make a new plate and throw that out.”
He reluctantly pulled back the plate and tossed the food in the garbage. I ran back over to some of my other tables and attended them as I waited for the food to be completed again. Seeing the woman still waiting patiently, I went back and checked for her food again. The chef had just finished remaking the plate of food and handed it off to me aggressively. I picked up the plate and marched over to the table. As I approached the table, the lady had disappeared and left a note behind with some cash to cover her plate. I set down the plate at the table and picked up the note.
‘I saw what happened between you and your coworker. Not everyone is as kind as you are, and for that, I would like to do you a favor. Starting now, all of your dreams will come true. But I warn you, be careful what you dream of.’
The cash left behind was enough to cover the meal and leave a generous tip. I couldn’t figure out how she saw around the corner and what had happened in the kitchen, but with her food paid for and a nice tip, I didn’t question it.
As the day progressed, I finished my shift at 4 as usual. Arriving back home in my apartment, I rushed to the bedroom and began stripping off my work clothes. They could not come off fast enough. I slinked into the bathtub and washed away the smells of the diner. After feeling adequately cleaned, I went into my closet and grabbed a matching pair of bra and panties in pink. Sliding the panties up my legs and clasping the bra still brought me chills. I grabbed a pair of opaque black stockings and took my time sliding each on. Picking from my selection of high heels, I grabbed a pair of 4.5 inch black pumps and slid them on. Looking through my clothes, I picked out a neon pink body-con dress that came down to the upper thigh. It was form fitting and went up to the neckline. Finally, I strutted into the bathroom and began working on my makeup.
Starting with primer, I took my time spreading it around and getting my face ready. I moved on to a nice coat of foundation and blended it in. With my blush, I lightly coated my cheek bones. Moving on to my eyes, I took one of my eye liners and encircled my eyes with a wing at the end. Next, fake lashes were set on with glue to hold them in place. Finishing my eyes, I used a wand of extra volume mascara to make my lashes really pop. My eyebrows were plucked as far as possible to make them look more androgynous than masculine. I used some eyebrow pencil to draw them in to my satisfaction. Using lip liner, I gently ran around my lips before picking up my favorite lip stain in a matching pink color to my dress. With precision, I coated my lips before checking my makeup in the mirror.
In the bathroom mirror, I turned my face to each side to make sure my makeup was even, then puckered my lips and made my cutest kissy face. I was finally in my happy place after a day of running around in my gross work clothes. I left the bathroom and began doing some of my daily chores around the apartment. As usual, it did not take long before I was done and able to relax.
Although I dressed en fem often, I had not grown the courage to step out of my apartment when dressed. Something inside of me would not let me leave despite how well I felt I passed. Most nights, I would lounge in front of the TV for a few hours before using one of my toys. At the end of the night, I would remove my makeup, wash my clothes and wait for the next day when I could do it all again. Today was no different.
I wasn’t feeling particularly ready for penetration that night, so I grabbed the vibrator. I could not take much before reaching my climax and soiling my panties. After letting the pulses finish, I removed my clothes and put them in the washer. Using makeup remover wipes, I cleaned my face and got ready for bed. As I laid down and closed my eyes, all I wished for was my day off where I wouldn’t need to end the playtime so soon. In a few minutes, I was drifting off to sleep.




Chapter 2: Am I Dreaming?

As I walked down the sidewalk in a familiar feeling town, I couldn’t escape the haziness all around me. Although everything around me felt familiar, it also felt distant and obscure. As I continued walking, not knowing where I was heading to, I looked down and noticed I was in my dress, stockings, and high heels while walking down the street. I began to panic as I had never walked out of my apartment in my feminine attire. Looking around, I saw people from the diner where I work walking right by me, paying no attention to what I was wearing. After claiming down, I realized that no one was paying any attention to me.
I smoothed out my dress and continued walking down the sidewalk, doing my best hip sway. I had practiced for countless hours in my apartment, but in front of other people, it felt awkward at first. Once I became more confident, the awkwardness faded, and I was in the zone.
As I continued down the street, I noticed a salon that seemed oddly familiar. I turned and stepped inside. Once through the door, I recognized the lady behind the counter as the one from the diner the day before. She came over and greeted me immediately.
“Hi there! My name is Tami. You look so much more beautiful than the last time I saw you. I have great special for you. ManiPedi half off. Come sit.”
Tami led me over to one of the chairs and sat me down. I was in bliss as she worked on my feet, massaging them before letting them soak in warm water. She moved onto my hands, where she continued massaging before prepping my nails.
“I love the pink dress, should I match your nails to your dress, it would look so beautiful.”
For some reason, I could not speak in my dream and struggled to get any words out. All I could manage was a nod of my head to tell her ok. Tami smiled and began smoothing my nails before painting them a neon pink color. As she let them dry, she moved on to my toenails and painted them a matching pink color. As I sat in the chair waiting for my nails to dry, Tami stood up and gave a bow before walking away. I laid my head back and closed my eyes, enjoying the new experience.
My blissful state ended abruptly as my alarm on my phone went off at full volume. I opened my eyes to reveal my small apartment. Rubbing my eyes, I sat up in my bed and reached for my phone. As I was holding my phone, I realized I was having trouble pressing the END button for some reason. As my eyes adjusted, I used my thumb to end the horrible sound. Still a bit groggy, I notice pink on my thumb nail which was now much longer as well. Dropping my phone, I brought my hand up closer to my face to reveal long neon pink nails, just like I had in my dream. I began to panic as I examined both hands that had been neatly groomed and painted identically. Remembering my dream, I lifted the sheets of my bed to reveal my toenails painted the same pink color. I stood up out of my bed and began jumping up and down, hoping I was still dreaming. Slapping myself across my face only left a stinging pain as I kept panicking.
“What the hell just happened, I didn’t paint my nails last night did I? I don’t even remember right now? I just remember getting dressed up, doing my makeup, then finishing up and putting everything away, how could this have happened?”
I began pacing back and forth across the room, trying to figure out what to do. 
“I can’t go into work like this, they’ll all laugh at me. But I’ve already used up all my sick days and might get fired if I take off again. Oh my god I need to figure something out.”
I went into my closet and pulled out a pair of leather gloves. With my long nails, they barely fit.
“It is kind of cold out, maybe I can just wear these today while I figure something out? At least my toenails will be easy to hide.”
Without much choice, I got dressed for work and kept my gloves on.
A couple of the other waiters and waitresses gave me strange looks for wearing my gloves inside the restaurant, but none of them said anything about it. A couple of customers asked why I was wearing gloves inside, but I just told them that I have bad circulation and my hands get cold very easily. It seemed to be enough of an answer because no one pressed too much. The work day seemed to drag on forever, but eventually, 4 o’clock rolled around and I was on my way home. I stopped by a drugstore and picked up some nail polish remover. 
Finally arriving back home. I ran to the bathroom and whipped out the nail polish remover. But, before I could bring myself to use it, I thought to myself.
‘Ive already come this far today. I might as well dress up and enjoy it first, right? I do have the day off tomorrow as well. I'll just deal with it later.’
I put down the nail polish remover in my bathroom and went into my closet. Grabbing my matching pink panties and bra, along with my stockings and pink dress that matched my nails perfectly, I began getting dressed. Doing my makeup in front of the mirror felt much more difficult with the long nails getting in the way constantly, but with some added effort, my makeup was flawless again. I had never done my nails before, but with the bright pink polish and neat grooming, I felt like a well put together woman. As I stared at myself in the mirror, I began to question if I wanted to remove the nail polish tomorrow. But that was to be decided later. Tonight, I was going to enjoy myself.





Chapter 3: What is Happening to my Body?

With the day off the next day, I kept my dress and stockings on as I sat in bed. I kicked off my high heels so I didn’t put any holes in my mattress and laid down for some rest. In no time, I was drifting off into a deep slumber.
Awaking in the familiar feeling town from the night before, I was still in my dress and stockings I fell asleep in, but I was now wearing my high heel pumps again. I had a sinking feeling in my stomach for a couple of seconds as I looked around and saw people walking everywhere. But, the sinking feeling passed quickly as I realized that still no one cared that I was dressed as a woman, or maybe they thought I was a one. Either way, I began walking down the street, enjoying myself as I did. The freedom of wearing my tight dress and heels in public was all I ever wanted. As I passed by the salon I had apparently been to previously, the doors were wide open, with Tami standing behind the counter. I walked in and waved hello. 
“Nice to see you. I am so happy you have returned. Please come in, I have a special for you.”
I followed Tami as she led me into the back room.
“Please, remove your clothes and put on this towel, then lay on the table.”
I shrugged my shoulders and agreed. After she left the room, I began to undress myself, starting with my high heels. In no time, I was completely undressed with just a towel covering myself. I laid on the massage table face down and waited for Tami to return.
“Lets get started.” Tami said as she entered the room.
Pulling out a tube of gel, she began applying it to my legs and massaging as she went. I could not afford massages very often, so this was a big treat for me. She used the gel generously from my feet to the upper thighs and rubbed it in firmly. My muscles relaxed and let go of the tension as my skin felt smoother and more supple. She moved up to my upper body and continued massaging in the gel around every inch of my body. Rubbing it in my armpits, as well as up my neck and around my face. She continued massaging my scalp and rubbing my head. She finally came to my middle, where she lifted the towel and looked for my approval. With a nod from me, she rubbed the gel firmly into every area of my body. I winced as it felt like she entered me with her finger while she finished rubbing me down. She bowed before leaving the room and gesturing for me to get dressed.
As I stood up and reached for my clothes, I noticed that all of my arm hair had disappeared. Checking up and down my body, I could not find one hair left from my feet to the top of my head. There were no mirrors in the room, but using my hands, I felt up and down my head where my eyebrows and my hair had completely vanished. Looking down at the ground, there was no hair in sight. I quickly slid on my bra, panties, stockings, dress, and heels before marching out to the front to find Tami. She had disappeared with my hair and left only the tube of gel behind. Picking it up, I read the label.
“Magic Hair Eraser, make hair disappear permanently!”
I dropped the gel to the floor as my mouth fell wide open.
As the bottle hit the floor, my alarm began to buzz in my apartment. In a moment, I awoke back in my apartment and turned off my alarm. Still groggy, I looked down at my arms. I screamed as I saw my dream had come to fruition again. My hair had completely disappeared off my body overnight. With my long pink nails and soft hairless body, I had never felt so feminine. I jumped out of bed and raced to the bathroom. I was wearing my dress, stockings, and heels and nearly fell over as I ran to the bathroom mirror. Pulling down my stockings, I discovered my legs were now completely hairless in real life. Looking in the mirror, I inspected my face to find every bit of hair removed, except for my eyelashes. What really freaked me out was that I was still wearing my makeup from the night before and that my eyebrows had been completely removed underneath the eyebrow pencil that I used. Feeling the top of my head, I was now completely bald. I brought my hands up to my face and rubbed my eyes, hoping to wake back up again. But this was not the dream anymore. I began pacing back and forth in my bedroom in my heels as I tried to figure out what was happening to me.
‘First, I go to sleep and wake up with painted fingernails and toenails, now I go to bed and wake up without any body hair whatsoever. What the hell is going to happen if I go to sleep again? I know I’ve already used all of my sick days, but there is no way I can go in to work tomorrow like this. I can probably call and switch my shift with someone else and go in the next day, but that’s only a temporary fix. I need to figure something out.’
Before wasting too much time, I called into work and told them I really needed to switch my shift. They didn’t push back much and made it happen. With tomorrow off my mind, I shifted my focus back to the situation at hand.
I ran to the bathroom and began pouring the nail polish remover on my fingernails. I began scrubbing and hoping that the polish would come off. After an hour of hard scrubbing and looking up different ways of removing nail polish, they looked no different from when I started. Getting frustrated, I stomped my foot and let out a scream.
“Ok, calm down. Let’s see, every time I go to sleep, I wake up and something is different. I could wait until I go to sleep again tonight, or would if I take a nap and try to reverse something in my dream? I don’t know what else I can do?”
I ran back over to my bed and laid my head down. For the next hour, I laid in bed with eyes closed. With the anxiety I was feeling, I didn’t know if I would ever fall back asleep.




Chapter 4: I Can’t Hair You

Opening my eyes, I was back in my dream state. The cloudiness of my thoughts returned as I walked back down the main street of the town I had begun to frequent. Being on a mission while hazy and unclear of what it was, I marched down the sidewalk in my 4.5 inch black high heel pumps. With each click of the heels, I moved closer to my target.
Arriving at the salon, I marched to the counter and confronted Tami.
“OH Hi, you early!”
I opened my mouth but struggled to get anything out. I was completely incapable of uttering a word inside my dream. My eyes misted as I clenched my fists. The long pink nails that I had forgotten about dug into my skin, which made me want to scream even more. I threw my arms up and down as I stomped my feet like a school girl throwing a temper tantrum. Tami watched as I let out my frustration.
“Oh you seem upset, you want me to put some hair back, is that it?”
I looked at Tami in relief and eagerly shook my head yes.
“Ok, come in back, I give you beautiful hair.”
I was so relieved; I didn’t pay attention to what she said and followed behind her. Tami showed me a salon chair they used for doing women’s hair and gestured for me to sit. 
“You so upset,” Tami brought her hands up and let out a deep breath as she continued,“we need to relax”.
I sat in the chair and did my best to calm myself. My calm did not last long as she pulled out another tube of gel. I stood up and put my hands out for her to keep it away.
“No no no, don’t worry honey. This is to grow hair back!” She handed me the bottle that I read to myself. ‘Hair growth, for long luscious hair that will make the boys go wild.’
Tami grabbed the tube back and sat me back into the chair. I reluctantly sat back down and allowed her to start rubbing the gel into my scalp. Sitting back in the chair, I began to relax as she massaged my scalp and released some tension. I slinked back in my chair and enjoyed the next ten minutes as she rubbed away my worry.
A ding at the front door alerted Tami as she stood over me.
“Hold on, I will be right back.”
I opened my eyes and watched as she ran back to the front. Looking back in front of me to the mirror, I could see that I had been wearing a full face of makeup this whole time. My foundation was immaculate and my eyes were extra dark with a smokey eye. I had always had trouble with my eye makeup and had stuck to more simple looks, but this was flawless. I was so taken in with my makeup that I didn’t notice my hair growing before my eyes. As I took in my eyes in the mirror, I suddenly noticed hair coming down over my face. I pushed the hair to the side and continued watching as my hair grew down to my shoulders. None of my body hair appeared to be coming back, but the hair on the top of my head had grown down past my shoulders in a matter of minutes. As I grabbed my head, it appeared to stop growing, leaving the long blonde hair running down to my upper back. I felt the top of my head and tugged on a few hairs to discover it was definitely mine. I stood up and looked around to find Tami. Marching up to the front, I discovered the entire salon was empty. I walked back over to the chair I had been sitting in and stared straight ahead in the mirror. Putting my hands over my face, I closed my eyes tightly.
Opening my eyes back up, I was in my bedroom, laying in bed. I ran to the bathroom to investigate what had happened now. As in my previous dreams, I woke up to discover it became reality. My hair ran down well past my shoulders in blonde curls and parted on my right side. Also to my surprise, my makeup was a perfect match to my dream as well. My eye makeup was done in a dark smokey eye, my foundation was applied immaculately, and my lips were painted bright neon pink matching my dress and nails.
I had lost all resemblance of a man with my hairless body, drawn on eyebrows, long blonde hair, and extremely feminine clothes. I was both terrified of what was happening and drooling over my new look. With the rest of the day off and tomorrow still to figure out what to do, I couldn’t help but release the tension building up below. Grabbing my favorite toy, I laid on my bed and moaned as I stretched myself out.
I usually had a hard time climaxing more than once in a day, but today I felt like old faithful. Working the toy in and out of my behind, I brought myself to multiple climaxes. I began to tire myself out and slouched into my couch in the living room. Turning on the TV, I fell into a daze in front of the glow from it. After a few shows, I was lulled back to sleep for the night.




Chapter 5: You Talk Like a Girl

Walking down the sidewalk in my dream again, I felt a calmness that I hadn’t previously. In my makeup, hair, and nails, I felt confident in my dress, heels, and stockings. As people’s eyes began to linger on me longer, I felt empowered walking past them. I had become an objectively attractive woman and lost all my anxiety about walking down the street as one.
I started to feel like I knew the town after visiting it the past couple of nights and headed straight for the salon. In my cloudy dream state, I was struggling to remember the questions I had for Tami when I was awake. Walking up to Tami, I waved hello. Tami nodded back and smiled.
“You look so beautiful today! What can I do for you?”
I opened my mouth, but had forgotten I could not speak in my dream. I pointed to my throat and rubbed it.
“Oh you want to talk? Why didn’t you say so?”
Tami brought me back to the salon chair and sat me down.
“This one may take a while, just lay back and relax.”
I laid back and closed my eyes as she pulled out another tube and began squirting liquid into her hands. Rubbing her hands together above me, she looked down and asked, “Ready?”
I nodded my head.
Tami began rubbing in the gel on my throat. I was uncomfortable at first, but after a couple of minutes, the massaging started to feel nice. Tami continued for another ten minutes, gently going up and down my throat and smoothing it out.
“Ok, this will need 30 more minutes, I’ll give you facial while we wait.”
In my blissful state, I just sat motionless as she pulled out more creams and began massaging my face. Paying extra special attention to my lips and cheekbones, she meticulously rubbed every inch of each lip and cheek bone. I couldn’t help but moan as I enjoyed the sensations running through my head.
“Ok, we're all done, how do you feel?”
I sat up in my chair and looked Tami in the eyes. Opening my mouth, I struggled to speak, “Did…It…Work?”
Tami smiled and clapped, “YES. It was getting so quiet. I’m glad you finally talk now.”
I sat up in my chair and blurted out, “I’m soooo like stoked right now.”
I become startled as I noticed my voice had jumped up two octaves and sounded ditzy.
“I am so happy for you. Please come again soon.” Tami said as she gestured for me to leave.
“Wait, I like totally have a bunch of questions right now. Like, what is this place?” I said in my unfamiliar voice.
“Come again next time we talk about it. I’m very busy, ok.”
Tami walked back up to the front of the salon as I stood waiting for my answer. After realizing she wasn’t coming back, I walked up to the front, “Can’t you like, just tell me what’s like…” the salon was now empty again. I sighed loudly and walked back to the salon chair. Sitting in the chair, I checked myself out to make sure nothing else had changed. To my surprise, my lips had now appeared much more plump. Bringing my finger up to my lips, I felt them to see that they were twice as large as they previously were. Bringing my hand up to my cheekbones, they felt much more defined and extremely feminine. I had completely lost my Adam’s apple and now had a long slender neck. I stood up from my chair and brought my hand over my mouth. Letting out a gasp, I was suddenly transported back to my apartment.
Jumping up from my couch, I stumbled in the heels I forgot I was wearing and fell down to the ground. 
“Like Ow!”
I gasped and brought my hand over my mouth as I recognized my voice from my dream. I brought my hand down and tried speaking again, “This is like sooo…like weird.”
My high, breathy voice was unrecognizable to my normal voice. Remembering more than my voice changed in the dream, I ran to the bathroom and checked my reflection in the mirror. My lips had been plumped, my Adam's apple was gone, and my cheekbones were now extremely feminine in real life. As I brought my hand up to my face that I hardly recognized under all the makeup and facial reconstruction, I poked at the cheek bones feeling that this was very real. I took a step back from the mirror and tried to process what was happening.
‘The nails I could hide. The body hair I could hide with long sleeves and pants. The hair I could put up and hide under a hat. But I can’t hide my face, head or especially my voice. I’m so feminine now, and I don’t even know what’s coming out of my mouth when I speak. It’s like when I open my mouth, someone else speaks for me. I don’t think I can call into work to switch shifts again. They won’t even recognize my voice. I'll just have to text my boss and see if he can move my shift back one more day to hopefully go back into my dream and reverse everything that has been happening.’
I grabbed my phone and wrote a text. Explaining that I wasn’t feeling well, I told the boss I might need one or two more days off. Responding back rather quickly, my boss was not happy to hear my request.
“Look, you’ve already taken a couple of days off. The weekend is our busiest time and we need all hands on deck. Either you come in tomorrow, or you look for another job. We have to fill the position with someone who will actually show up.”
Fuming with frustration, I threw my phone and jumped on my bed face first. I closed my eyes and waited to return to my dreams.




Chapter 6: You Want to bE a Woman

Awaking back in my dream, I spared no time in marching straight to the salon. It seemed as though the longer I dreamt, the less I remembered what I was there to do. As usual, Tami was at the front counter, ready to great me.
“Oh HI! You early again. You’ve been coming here a lot lately. You must love my service?”
“Hi, look, I like totally love the work you’ve been doing, and I like really love how friendly you are, but this just isn’t working for me.”
“Why not? What is wrong?”
“I like just don’t know how my work is going to take all these changes. And I like need to do something about them so I don’t like totally lose my job. I like really need to pay my rent.”
“Don’t worry, I know exactly what you need. Come in back and let me work on you.”
“Look, I like totally love you and what you’re doing, but I don’t like want to go back there again. I like really need to do something about this like right now.”
“Honey, I don’t need to take you in back. I can do whatever I want right here.” Tami’s smile faded, and she lost the accent she had spoken with, “I was making this relaxing by massaging you, but if you don’t care, we can cut the crap right now.”
“Like, what are you talking about?”
“I know what you want. You want to be a beautiful woman, but you are too afraid to do it all at once. So I made the changes slowly. But if you are finally ready, I’ll finish the job.”
Tami snapped her fingers and disappeared from in front of me. Looking around the store, there was no trace of her anywhere. As I turned my body back to the counter, I felt an extra jiggle and weight from my chest. As I brought my hand up, I could feel a rapidly expanding breast growing.
Bringing my other hand to my left breast, I held each of them as they continued to grow. My small bra could not take the stress and snapped under the pressure. Spilling out of my hands, my breasts had grown to an E cup in a matter of seconds. Bringing my hands up to my face, I let out the highest pitch scream of my life. As the vibrations of my voice radiated through the salon and my newly formed breasts, the full weight of the E cups set in. I couldn’t help but bring my arms up to my chest and hold back some of the weight that was pulling down in front of me.
“Tami! You can’t do this to me!” I screamed.
Tami’s voice echoed in my ear, “I’m not doing anything. This is your dream, honey. You can change whenever you want. I am just fulfilling your wish.”
“I like didn’t wish to have giant boobs!.”
“We both know that’s not true, honey. I’ll be nice and set you up with a new wardrobe, but don’t forget who wanted this.”
As Tami’s voice disappeared, I felt the bra that had just snapped, expand and re-snap behind my back. The cups grew five sizes and now provided excellent support for my newly acquired assets.
“Like, what am I supposed to do for a job?”
I didn’t hear a response. 
“Tami!”
Still nothing.
“TAMI!”




Chapter 7: Do You Recognize Me?

Awaking face down, I could feel my chest sunken into the bed. Bringing my hands up, I pushed myself out of bed and walked over to the bathroom. With a sinking feeling in my stomach, I stepped in front of the mirror to gaze upon what I had already known had happened. Protruding in front of me, my breasts had grown to a healthy E cup. My dress looked like it was about to rip in front of me, as it was designed for someone with much smaller breasts. Feeling the discomfort, I slipped off the body con dress and dropped it beneath me. Taking in my new body in the mirror, I ran my hands up and down my newly formed breasts. Feeling extra sensitive, I caressed each bosom slowly, taking in the sensations. Tingles ran down my body as I continued caressing and exploring.
After a few minutes, I began to notice that more than my breasts had changed during my nap. My arms had become very slender and my waist had shrunk dramatically. In my bra, panties, stockings and heels, I realized my body shape had become the classic hourglass figure underneath all the clothes. My hips and butt had grown dramatically, but I was so distracted with my breasts that I hadn’t even noticed until now. With my legs together standing in front of the mirror, I could not see any sign pointing to me being a man. This brought my attention to my panties, that looked extra smooth in the front. I brought my hand down and reached inside.
To my relief, everything was still inside my panties. However, it felt like it had shrunk quite a bit. I was never very large in this department, but now it had shrunk to a point that it could be tucked between my legs easily without any bump or sign showing that it was there. Looking from my blonde haired head to my neatly painted pink toes, I was no longer recognizable as a man.
I stood in front of the mirror and stared for thirty minutes before snapping out of my daze. Snapping back to, I walked out of the bathroom to my closet to find something to wear. As I stepped into my closet, I noticed that everything was changed. I previously had formal menswear, shirts, shorts, pants, shoes, and a few feminine articles of clothing, but everything had been removed from my closet and replaced. My closet was now bursting at the seams with dresses of all lengths, skirts, cute tops, panties, bras, tights, stockings, and dozens of high heels. None of the heels were of less than 4 inches. They were in an array of colors and styles to go with any outfit in the closet.
Looking through the clothes, I tried to find something I could throw on while I thought about what I was going to do tomorrow. Finding a pink skirt and white low cut top, I got dressed and headed into the kitchen for lunch. Having been home for the last couple of days, I was running dangerously low on food. I knew I could stretch what I had through tomorrow, but after that I would need to go shopping. Adding yet another problem to my list of things to deal with, I sat down and enjoyed a bowl of cereal.
As I leaned forward to take a bite, my breasts knocked my bowl onto the floor and spilled milk everywhere. Letting out a sigh, I leaned over and picked up the bowl. I grabbed a towel and cleaned my shirt the best I could. With the smell of milk all over me, I decided to freshen myself up.
Filling up the tub and adding some bubble bath, I slid in. I laid back and tried to relax as I soaked in the smells and the warmth. Letting go of the tension building in my back and neck, I closed my eyes.
Almost immediately, my relaxation was broken by a knock at the door. I laid still, hoping they would leave. The knocking continued. I stood up out of the bath and dried myself. As I continued wiping the water off me and drying my hair, the stranger at the door did not give up on knocking and shouting. I grabbed a pink furry robe that was hanging in my closet and threw it on. Making my way to the door, the voice became audible. It was my landlord.
“I know you’re in there. You were supposed to drop off the rent yesterday!”
I stepped over to the door quietly and peeked through the eyehole. It was being covered.
“I hate when he does that.” I said to myself.
“I can hear you in there. Open up the door and give me my rent!”
“Um, one second!” I yelled at the door.
I ran over to my dresser, where I kept my cash, and started searching. My drawer was empty.
‘Oh no, I was supposed to get my payday yesterday.’
“Hey! I know you’re in there, if you’re late on your rent again, I’m kicking you out!”
Without any idea of what to do, I walked back over to the door.
“Open up the door right now or I’ll have you evicted!”
Out of options, I brought my hand to the door. I was so flustered that I forgot what I looked like as I swung the door open. My stomach sank as I was face to face with my landlord.
My landlord took a step back as he saw me appear in the doorway. His demeanor changed as he slowly looked up and down my body. My bright pink toe nails and smooth supple legs ran up to a blush pink furry robe. The tie in the front of my robe barely held back my breasts that were doing their best to burst right through. Although I just stepped out of the shower, my foundation, eye shadow, eyebrow makeup and lip stain were all still perfectly done. From the top of my head, wet curly blonde hair draped down over my shoulders.
“Oh, I’m sorry to catch you stepping out of the shower miss, is anyone else home?”
“Um, I’m like the only one here right now.” I answered back.
“Oh, well…the tenant here owes me some rent. Do you think you can relay the message to him?”
“I’ll like totally make sure he gets the message.”
Taking my voice and appearance as flirtatious, he grinned at me.
“If he’s having trouble coming up with the money, you can tell him I will accept other forms of payment,” the landlord winked as he turned and walked away.
Feeling disgusted, I closed the door. He hadn’t even recognized me with my altered voice and sexualized body in the doorway. I leaned against the door for a few seconds before locking it. After walking back to my room, I laid in bed. 
As the afternoon passed to night, I laid without any idea of what I was going to do tomorrow. They told me that if I miss another day of work I would be fired, but I don’t think they would even recognize me like this. Not to mention, I didn’t even know where my work clothes had gone. All I knew was I had better find some way to make my rent payment.





Chapter 8: Was I Always a Woman?

Swept away in my dream world, I began to strut down the street I had appeared on yet again. I was back in my 4.5 inch black high heel pumps, stockings, and now a new pink latex dress. This dress barely covered my ass and was cut low between my breasts. Feeling confident in my body, I cut through the crowd and headed straight for the salon to have a word with Tami again. Bursting through the door, I marched straight to the counter to have a word.
“I don’t know like how you’re doing this, but this has to stop like right now. My landlord just came by asking for rent and I like have no idea how I’ll pay for it. He like totally came on to me too. I mean, he is kinda hot, but that’s like not the point. I can’t go into the diner, and I like have no money to pay my rent. You need to fix this, like now.”
Tami smiled as she answered me, “Oh honey, you’re so upset. Pretty girls like you shouldn’t get so upset.”
“Like, of course I’m upset! I don’t know what the hell has been going on. So like, fix this right now or I’m going to like beat your ass.”
“Oh honey, you couldn’t if you tried.”
“Like, what the hell did you say?”
“You do as I say, honey.”
“Shut the hell up bitch, I’m totally warning you right now.”
“I tried to do you a favor by letting you keep your little appendage between your legs. But I think it’s just confusing you and making you believe you are still a man and can fight. I think it’s time it says goodbye.”
Tami lifted her hand up and snapped her fingers. Immediately, I could feel a pinch in my middle. I grabbed my crotch as it ached in pain. Falling to the ground, I could feel the bump in my panties disappearing. As the pain receded, I frantically felt around, trying to figure out what had just happened. A small opening had appeared where my manhood once hung. I was now completely feminized as a beautiful woman.
As I laid on the salon floor, I went over everything that had happened in my head. My toenails and fingernails were made a permanent pink color. My hair had been completely removed from my body permanently. The hair on top of my head was now long and blonde. My cheekbones were feminized and defined. My lips were sexualized and plumped for being put around something. My makeup appeared on my face every time I awoke now and would not come off. And my breasts were made so large that they were constantly getting in the way. Now, the only thing left that marked me as a man was removed and replaced with something aching to be filled. All of this was too much for me. I picked myself up off the floor and lunged toward Tami.
As I flew through the air toward Tami with my nails out, I felt something tug my leg. Just before I could reach her, I was yanked backwards to the floor again. Checking my leg, I could see that a rope had wrapped itself around my left leg tightly. Seeing that the rope wasn’t attached to anything, I stood back up and attempted to walk toward Tami. The rope had come to life and wrapped itself around my other leg as well. Coiling around my legs like a snake, the rope brought my legs together snuggly. I grabbed onto the counter before falling to the ground.
“You bitch! Stop it! I’ll like kill you!” I shouted while raising my fist.
Another rope appeared from behind the counter and perched like a snake. Frightened by the inanimate objects coming to life, I pushed away from the counter and tried crawling away. The rope slithered toward me and began wrapping around my wrists. Unable to fight it, the rope coiled around my wrists and tied itself off behind my back as it did around my legs. A third rope slithered in and tied itself from my hands to my feet, leaving me completely helpless on the salon floor. 
“You can’t do this! You’re going to totally pay for this!”
Tami walked around the counter. “When are you going to realize that I own you? I can do whatever I want with you in here and out there. I’m going to leave you like this until you calm down and realize I am in complete control.”
Tami reached down to my face and lifted it higher from the ground. She stuffed a ball gag in my mouth and fasted it behind my head. I screamed into the gag but could only get out muffled moans through the large rubber ball.
“I’ll check on you again later, honey. Don’t act like you don’t enjoy this.” Tami blew a kiss as she went into the back of the salon and disappeared. I laid on the floor wiggling in my restraints, trying to get out. I was irate and could not calm down. I was being controlled and manipulated by this figment of my dream. But I still didn’t know where her power ended in the real world. I spent the next twenty minutes pulling as hard as I could against the rope, leaving marks on my wrists and ankles. Finally feeling defeated, I laid my head down on the tile floor and closed my eyes.




Chapter 9: I am the Damsel in Distress

As I opened my eyes, now back in my apartment, I looked over at the alarm clock next to my bed to discover it was already 8 o’clock. I was already an hour late to work. As I lifted my head, I felt my jaw aching as I realized it had been secured in a ball gag for hours already. Looking down at my body laying sideways on the bed, my wrists and ankles had been tied up in a hogtie just as they were in my dream. I threw my head back on my pillow as I realized I was stuck with no one to come untie me.
Looking around my bedroom, I swiveled my head back and forth, hoping there was something to cut me loose. The only thing I could think of sharp enough to cut the ropes were the knives in the drawers in my kitchen. Tensing up, I yanked my arms and legs and gave my best effort to escape. The more I fought, the tighter the rope felt against my sensitive skin. My hands started to tingle before I gave up and laid in my bed.
With the large ball gag propping open my mouth, drool began to pool next to my head. I moaned with frustration as another drip ran down my cheek to the wet sheet below. I had never felt so helpless as I laid in bed, waiting for someone to come rescue me. Without many options, I closed my eyes and tried to force myself back to sleep. My dreaming seemed to keep making things worse, but there wasn’t much else I could do at this point. 
I pinched my eyes shut and did my best to fall back asleep. Having just woken up, I wasn’t even close to feeling tired yet. I laid in bed for an hour, closing my eyes and wishing to be anywhere else but there. With my arms and legs tied tightly behind me in a hogtie, it was difficult to get comfortable and fall back asleep.
Adding to the things keeping me awake was my phone ringing and alerting me to texts coming in. I couldn’t pull myself over to the nightstand to see what was happening. My phone continued ringing several times through the morning with dozens of texts coming in sporadically. I clenched my fists and struggled in my restraints, as I could only imagine what my boss was texting me. I knew my days of working at that diner were sure to be over.
My eyes misted as I looked over at the alarm clock and could see that it was already noon. I had been tied up in my bed all morning, and still wasn’t feeling even faintly tired. As I closed my eyes and did my best to calm down, banging started echoing from my front door. In my bedroom, I could barely make out what was being shouted through the door. 
“I know you’re in there…”
“If you don’t…I’m coming in there…”
“No rent…8 o’clock tomorrow…I’m coming in!”
My landlord had a copy of a key to my lock. I moaned as loud as I could through the ball gag to try to get his attention, but after a few minutes, the knocking and shouting disappeared. The one time I was hoping to see my landlord, he gave up early. This was not a good sign.
It was now coming up on 1 in the afternoon, and I hadn’t moved from my bed the whole day. My stomach started to growl and my jaw could not take being propped open another minute. Despite how uncomfortable I was feeling, I closed my eyes and took deep breaths to relax myself. After a half hour of deep breathing and focus, my eyes felt heavier. One more text message rang through to my phone, which brought my attention back over to the nightstand. But, after a few more minutes, I was falling into a nap.
With all my frustration, I just wanted to march into the salon with Tami and grab her by the neck. She had been playing games with me and using me as her little toy. I felt so emasculated and used by this small woman, but she held all the power. I knew that If I wanted my freedom back, I needed to apologize and beg her for forgiveness. I wanted my old body back, but I couldn’t take being tied up for one more minute. I really needed to tend to my bodily functions. It felt like my bladder had shrunk after the last transformation and was about to explode. I could feel myself leaking into my panties as I relaxed my muscles and dozed back to sleep.




Chapter 10: I’m totally not a Whore

Appearing back in my dream, my arms and legs were free as I walked down the main street. Walking by the passerby’s, I was long past feeling nervous in my high heels, stockings, pink dress, hair and makeup. I was no longer worried about passing as a woman because I had become one.
Walking up to the salon, I noticed that the doors were closed and no one was inside. I looked through the glass windows, hoping to find Tami.
“Hi Honey.” Tami said behind me.
I turned around to see Tami standing on the sidewalk.
“Hi, like when did you start standing out here?”
“I’ve done everything I need to turn you into a beautiful woman. Now you need to learn to act like one.”
“Act like one?”
“Yes, you look so pretty, but you act like a bratty little teenager. Come with me.” Tami said as she began walking down the sidewalk. Looking around, I proceeded to follow her.
I hadn’t walked any further than the salon in all of my dreams. With the hazy and cloudy feeling, I didn’t even notice what was further down the street. As we walked, I began to notice the downtown area turn into a neighborhood with run down homes and yards. As we approached a corner, I saw a few other women standing next to the street watching cars as they passed.
“This is where you stand. You will wait for someone to come, and do whatever they ask. You do not charge for the first one, just do whatever they ask.”
“Do you mean, like, sleep with them?”
“You’re so smart, honey.” Tami says with a wide smile.
“What?” I said confused, “You want me to be like a prostitute?”
“No, that is what you want.”
“I never said that!”
“You didn’t have to. I know what you watch and what you want. You want to be a common street whore, don’t you?”
“Like listen, I never said that…I don’t know what you think you like know about me, but I’m like not doing this right now.”
“Ok, you need more time. I understand. The next time I see you, I know you will be ready.”
Tami walked away, leaving me at the street corner. Feeling anxious, I began to follow her as she walked back to the salon.
“Tami. Look, I’m like really sorry. I just don’t want to suck some random guy off.”
Tami walked into her salon and stepped behind the counter.
“Tami, I’m like really sorry, and I know I can’t do anything to fight back. I just want to be left alone.”
“You will have plenty of alone time today. We will try again later, ok?”
“Ok, so that’s it.”
“Almost.”
Ropes began slithering from behind the counter and attacked my legs. Losing my balance, I fell over as they wrapped around my legs and tied themselves off.
“Tami, I said I was like totally sorry!”
“That’s good, but you still have to behave like the woman you want to be. When I tell you to suck and swallow…You suck and swallow.”
The ropes continued coiling around my wrists as I was tied on the floor. 
“I’m sorry! Please, just let me go!”
“In due time, honey.”
Another rope slithered from behind the counter and wrapped around my chest. It ran around each breast, accentuating them and forming knots around my torso. Another rope came and attached itself to the rope around my torso and went up to the ceiling. I was left with my knees on the ground and my torso dangling above the floor. Tami walked around the counter with another gag and approached me.
“You will practice for a few hours, then we will try again. We will do this until you submit. Understand?”
“Please, just let me go. I’ll do whatever you want.”
“We both know that isn’t true…Yet.”
Tami shoved the gag into my mouth and fastened it tightly. The gag was made of a large ring that allowed phallic items to slide in and out of my mouth. Tami wheeled over a machine with a dildo attached and placed it in front of me. Unable to move, she moved the machine forward until the dildo was resting in my mouth.
Tami turned on the machine which forced the dildo deep down my throat, and back out rhythmically. I began gagging as the dildo continued penetrating my mouth over and over. My eyes misted as I looked at Tami and pleaded with her. Ignoring my pleas, she wheeled over another identical machine behind me. She lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. The dildo was moved forward until it was just inside me. Turning on the machine behind me, I was penetrated from front and back at the same time. I felt like I was being compressed between the two machines as they both moved forward at the same time. I was completely stuck and at the mercy of this dominating woman.
“You are so stubborn. You’re just lucky I’m so kind and patient with you. I know you’re nothing but a little slut, aching to be used. Until you start acting like the whore you are, I’ll keep you like this forever. Get used to your new life, honey. We both know it’s what you’ve always dreamed of.”




Chapter 11: A New Way to Go

My dream felt like it lasted an eternity. The constant penetration felt so real, but distant at the same time. Eventually, I snapped out of my dream and awoke back in my apartment. It must’ve been later in the afternoon from the way the sun shined through the blinds.
In my living room, the distant feeling of being penetrated became more intense again. As I became fully alert, I could feel a large dildo sliding in and out of my throat. I began gagging as I realized what was happening to me. I tried to pull away, but ropes were keeping me in place. They had been tied as they were in my dream, around my torso and wrapped tightly around my breasts before connecting to the ceiling. My wrists were tightly secured behind my back, and my legs were stuck together. As I pulled backward away from what was penetrating my mouth, I began to notice the object behind me.
My ass ached as the dildo behind me was being thrust in and back out repeatedly. The sensations started pouring into my consciousness as I noticed how deep it was pushing. I pulled and yanked at the ropes confining me, but it was no use. I was stuck in an even worse place than before I had taken a nap.
As the machines continued pounding me in front and behind, my gag reflex started to wane. I was still feeling some gagging, but my eyes stopped watering after a few minutes and my throat stopped tensing. I hadn’t practiced much with my mouth, but I had with my behind. After a few minutes, I started to enjoy the feeling coming behind me. As it moved in and out, sensations began running up my body.
The object penetrating me was much larger than my other toys. The pushing and pressure it created was almost too intense for me. I involuntarily started moaning as I rocked back and forth with the rhythm of the machine.
The building happening inside me was now very close. My moans became louder and louder until I was almost screaming. I had tried to emulate the women I saw in porn videos previously, but now I had become one of those women. My high pitch voice whimpered and whined as I drew closer to a climax. I was now without what usually exploded and had no idea what to expect as I was driven to the edge. New feelings started running through my middle as my body contracted and began pulsating.
I let out a loud moaning scream as I was washed away with an orgasm. My behind was being thrust forward and back with the machine, but my crotch was creating its own pulsating as I began to drip from my middle. As the machine continued pounding me, my orgasm continued. In my experiences orgasming, it was a start and stop within thirty seconds. Once all the juice was expelled, I would be done. In my new body, I experienced a brand new way of orgasming. With each thrust of the machine, my climax persisted. It was no longer as intense as when it first started, but it was still present. I continued moaning and whimpering as the machine kept my orgasm from ending.
I was blissfully shocked when I finally opened my eyes and looked at the clock in my kitchen. It had been at least a half hour and I was still going. My abs contracted as another orgasmic wave came over me. I felt my lower abdomen reeling with sensations as the latest wave took my breath away. I closed my eyes again and focused on the objects penetrating me.
The cock sliding in and out of my throat had turned from an annoyance to pleasure. As I sat and wallowed in my orgasms, the dildo began to push me further. The deep penetration from both ends kept my focus shifting back and forth. As I began to get used to the feeling behind me, the cock would start bringing my attention forward. As I focused on the dick in front of me, the cock behind me brought my attention behind me again. It was a never-ending cycle of orgasmic bliss. I lost track of time as I rocked back and forth in my apartment. Completely losing track of time, I was surprised when night eventually came. As the night turned dark, the machines stopped mid thrust.
I was stuck in my living room with two cocks deep inside both ends. I whimpered as my hours long orgasm finally ended. I felt like my brains had been fucked out, because all I could think about was getting pounded again. 




Chapter 12: No Going Back

After a long, hard day, I finally fell back asleep. As I appeared on main street, I had some trouble making my usual strut down the sidewalk. My ass had become extremely sore, and I was having a hard time keeping my legs together as I took one step in front of the other. Pedestrians walking by looked me up and down, no doubt thinking I was just plowed. I honestly didn’t care what these random people thought anymore. I was who I was, and I knew what I wanted. I marched straight to the salon to meet Tami.
“Hi hunny, you enjoy yourself?”
“Like so much. My ass is like so sore, but it’s aching for more.”
“I’m glad you’re starting to enjoy your body.”
“I like had no idea I could cum for that long. I was like totally orgasming from just sucking that cock for a while.”
“I think you are finally ready. But to be safe, we’ll start you off with something easy. Just go down to the corner and suck the first person who asks. Ask for $50 and bring it straight back to me.”
“Yes Tami.” I said disappointed, “But would if they want something extra?”
“You know what to do.”
I walked out of the salon and down the street where I had been earlier. I stopped at the intersection with the other whores and waited my turn. After a few went, I stepped up to the curb and anxiously waited for the next car to pull up. A yellow Honda pulled up and rolled down the window. As I stepped up to the car and leaned over to look through the window, I recognized the man in the driver’s seat.
“Get in!” My landlord said aggressively.
I looked at him, dumbfounded. He was wearing just a pair of white underwear, revealing almost everything. My mouth was wide open as I stared at his hairy body.
“That’s it. Get in here and put that thing to use.”
I closed my mouth and stood back up. Taking a deep breath, I opened the door and slid into the passenger seat.
“Let’s make this quick. I’ve got to be somewhere in ten minutes.”
I kept staring at him in disbelief.
“Well, are you going to suck it or not?”
“Um yes,” I stuttered, “It’s just like my first time.”
“With those cocksucker lips, I don’t even believe you. But I’ll help you out anyway.” He brought his hand behind my head and guided it down toward him. Sliding down his underwear, there was nothing between me and him.
As my lips pressed against him, I could feel warm liquid drip into my mouth. The unmistakeable smell and taste of pre-cum squished around my mouth as he moved my head up and down. Using his hand, he began pushing and pulling my head faster and faster. I began to moan as I felt the pressure building up in my mouth. All at once, hot sticky liquid flooded into my mouth. The sour taste moved all around my mouth as he continued pushing and pulling my head up and down through the pulses. At last, it stopped leaking and he pulled my head away. Sitting back in the seat, the liquid pooled in the back of my throat.
“That wasn’t so bad, was it?”
Feeling the urge to answer him, I took a big gulp and swallowed the liquid.
“It was like so quick!”
“Those lips were so hot sliding up and down. I usually take a little longer the second time.”
“Do you like have time to fuck some more?”
“Not right now dear, here’s your money. Enjoy.”
I stepped out of the car and fixed my dress. Feeling some liquid on my lip, I wiped it off and began walking back to Tami. She was smiling from ear to ear as I walked into her salon with her money.
“Here you go.” I said, handing her the fifty-dollar bill.
“I think you are finally ready.”
“Yeah, that was like way easier than I thought. With these big cocksucker lips you gave me, he said it was like super quick.”
“That was the point, honey. I don’t think you need me anymore.”
“What do you mean?”
“You have become the woman of your dreams. This will be the last time we meet.”
“Wait, but would if I change my mind?”
“Trust me honey, there is no going back now.”





Chapter 13: Fulfilling Dreams

As I awoke in my bed, I looked over at my alarm clock to see that it was 7:30 in the morning. I reached over to grab my phone and see what I had missed yesterday. My work had called 7 times and my boss had sent numerous texts asking where I was and if I was coming. I scrolled down to the last text that read, “YOU’RE DONE. DON’T EVER COME BACK HERE AGAIN.”
Bringing my hand up to my face, I rubbed my eyes and sat up on my bed. My hands and legs were finally free, but I was still in my Pink latex dress along with my high heel pumps and stockings. I walked over to the bathroom and checked my face. My makeup was still immaculate. I adjusted my boobs and made a kissy face to the mirror. After not eating the last day, I headed to the kitchen and fixed myself a bowl of cereal. As I sat down at the table, I felt a hair in my mouth. I brought my fingers up and pulled out a pubic hair. The smell and taste of cum flooded my mouth as I stared at the brown hair that could not have come from my hairless body. I shrugged my shoulders and began eating my cereal.
I had grown into my body and felt much more confident as I ate and did my dishes. Just as I finished up, I heard a knock on my door. I cleaned my hands and answered it. Standing in front of me was my landlord.
“Hi there, miss. Is it just you again today?”
“Why yes, it totally is cutie.” I said, crossing my arms with my boobs lifted in-between. 
“Is anyone coming back anytime soon?”
“It’s just me…all morning long.” I said, leaning against the door. 
“So, does this mean you are interested in my offer?”
“And like what offer was that?”
“The one where I bend you over that table.”
My panties became wet hearing the offer laid out again. I shifted my weight off of the door and stepped forward. My pink painted lips were inches from his chest. 
“That sounds hot. But, will you like, tie me up too?”
He lifted an eyebrow. “Sure, if that’s what you’re into. Come back to my apartment. I’ll show you some of my toys.”
He started walking down the hall, assuming I would follow him like a loyal pet. I scurried behind him, having a hard time keeping up with his pace in my heels. Coming down to the first floor, he unlocked his apartment and showed me in. I had never been inside of his apartment or really talked to him about more than rent. His apartment was at least twice the size of my apartment, with a few bedrooms in it.
“Come with me. This is my favorite room.”
He showed me down the hall to one of the bedrooms. Inside was what I could only describe as a BDSM dungeon. Whips and chains hung off the wall with dildos and many other phallic shaped objects spread across a dresser. I stood next to the dresser as he opened some of the drawers to reveal handcuffs, ropes, and ball gags neatly sorted in each drawer. I swallowed the saliva building up in my mouth as I looked behind me to get a better look at some of the contraptions in the room. In one corner was a cage just big enough for one person to fit inside. In another corner was a contraption that looked like it bent someone forward on their hands and knees and locked them in place. In another corner of the room was a bed with handcuffs on each corner of the frame. As I was taking in the contraptions, he grabbed my wrist and started fastening a hand cuff on.
“Do you like it rough or gentle?”
“Uh, I like don’t know?” I said as I let him hand cuff both my wrists behind my back.
“We’ll start gentle and work our way up. How does that sound?”
“So hot.” I said, as he led me over to the bed.
He put me face down onto the bed and began fastening my legs to each post. Once my legs were secured, he brought over a collar and tightened it around my neck. He ran a chain from my collar to the top of the bed so that I could not wiggle or move off of the bed. He jumped on the bed and came over by my head with a ring gag.
“Are you ready?”
“Just do me already.”
He plunged the ring gag into my mouth and secured it. Within seconds, all of his clothes were off and there was nothing between my open mouth and his growing member. 




Chapter 14: Starting a New Life

After thirty minutes in my landlord’s apartment, I had earned a free month of rent. I guess I shouldn’t say free, because my “cocksucker lips”, as he called them, worked diligently until the job was finished. Working as a waiter, my rent would eat up at least one paycheck and part of another. I felt like I could never get ahead. Now with a little head, I was in the clear for a month and could go start earning some real money.
I was so exhausted after my session with the landlord that I came back to my apartment and sunk into my bed for another nap. As I laid and slept, there were no more dreams of Tami. I awoke a couple hours later exactly how I fell asleep and could not recall having any dream at all. After the last few days of constant transformations and teasing in my dreams, I was happy to fall asleep and finally rest.
When I woke back up, I ran over to the mirror, as usual, and checked myself. My makeup was still immaculate, my breasts were still trying to burst through my dress, my nails were painted a pretty pink, my cheekbones were defined so femininely, my hair was luscious and beautiful, and my lips were plump and covered with a thin layer of white goo. I was apparently so tired, I forgot to clean my lips and face after satisfying my landlord. Licking my lips, I could taste him again immediately. It felt like he was back in my mouth, forcing himself deeper and deeper without any say from me.
The thought of that morning began getting me wet. I was now getting aroused just from the thought of sucking someone off. I had never experienced feelings like these before. I had been a chronic crossdresser and played with a lot of toys, but something had changed, and a line had definitely been crossed.
Having thought through the last few days in detail, I realize now what Tami had done for me. I was stuck in a dead-end job with no way out. My landlord was always out for me, and all I wanted to do was come home to my fantasies. Tami changed everything. I’m no longer a crossdresser because I am the woman of my dreams. I’m not afraid of my landlord anymore. In fact, I’ll probably go visit him again if he has anything left. And instead of going back to the diner, I’m going to go out and satisfy myself while making some real money. There are a couple parts of town where ladies hang out on the street corner. I think I’m going to take a walk over there tonight and see where the night goes.
I knew using my mouth could be fun, but until yesterday, I had no idea how arousing it could be for me. I’m still aching to use my other end and I might even give someone a discount to go all the way so I can just fill myself already. I’m getting so wet just thinking about it. I’m still frustrated after coming so close to a climax earlier. Maybe if I read out loud what happened in my landlord’s apartment, I’ll get myself there.




Epilogue: Let Me Pleasure You

Laying in my landlord’s extra bed, I am head to head with him. With the ring gag in my mouth propping it open, I had no say as to what happened next. He gently guided himself inside and rested himself on my tongue. I could feel a flinch as my tongue began to explore.
“Oh, you’ve done this before, haven’t you?”
With a mouthful, it was clear he wasn’t expecting me to reply. I just kept licking and moving up and down. He brought his hand behind my head and began guiding me deeper. I did my best to close my lips around the ring gag and his member.
“Ohhhh, those cocksucker lips are really, really nice.”
I moaned as I was used while tied on the bed. Having a little fun, I started wiggling in my restraints, seeing if I could get out. The handcuffs and leg restraints were tight and would not budge a bit. I cooed as he worked his way in and out of my mouth at the top of the bed.
“That’s it, take it like a slut.”
“Mmmm.”
All I could do was moan as he used his hands to pull my head back and forth. With my hands tied behind my back and my legs tied to bedposts, he was in complete control.
“You like that, you dirty whore?”
“MMMMHHHMM!”
I was beginning to become wet as I was used for pleasure.
“It’s almost there!”
‘I am too’ I began thinking to myself as I was thrust forward and backward.
I could feel the pre-cum leaking out and pressure building inside of my mouth. I moaned louder as I knew what was about to happen.
“Keep Sucking!”
“MMMMM.”
I was getting so close to the edge, I could taste it. My panties felt so wet as I arched my back and stuck my ass in the air. I was on the cusp of a massive explosion of pleasure.
“Thats it, that’s it…AHHHHH!”
Everything tensed inside my mouth as pulses shot a massive load down my throat. He was so deep when he went, it just slid right down. My breathing became heavy as I sucked and swallowed everything coming out. As he released all of his juices, my climax faded. All the tingles and sensations building inside of me began to fade away without the thrusting inside of me. I was so frustrated, I kept my head latched onto him and would not let go. I spent the next several minutes licking and sucking as he laid there watching me.
“You really are a bit of a slut. How about we try again later?”
I looked up and gleefully shook my head yes. 





Books By This Author

My Body Swap With Candi
 
Do you wish that you could shed your male body and experience lovemaking as a beautiful, sensual woman?
In ‘My Body Swap with Candi’, we follow a young man who is a frequent visitor at a local motel that prostitutes use as a meetup location. Having had many sessions with several ladies at the establishment, he has become well acquainted with everyone there except for one woman named Candi. While paying Candi a visit, he is surprised by her demeanor and unusual comments throughout their session. By the end, he is told that he has made a huge mistake and that he must pay for it. After running out and back to his home, he receives a call from a mysterious woman named Pixi. She informs him that because of his actions, he will inhabit the body of the woman he just slept with. However, while he inhabits the body for one week, he will be required to fulfill her duties or be stuck in the body forever. Thinking that the call is a joke, he dismisses the assertions made by Pixi and tells her where she can stick it. Before hanging up the phone, Pixi gives one last instruction. If he reaches an orgasm at any point during the week, he will live the rest of his life in Candi’s body. After hanging up the phone, he slips into the deepest sleep of his life. Waking up the next morning, he thinks he is dreaming when he looks down at a set of his very own DD breasts. Running to the bathroom, he looks into the mirror and discovers that what Pixi said was true. Stuck in Candi’s body with only one way out, he must fulfill Candi’s responsibilities while being careful to not have a release. After meeting with his first few clients, he quickly discovers how sensitive his new body is and just how hard it will be to keep himself from orgasming. Does the young man have what it takes to keep his new body under control, or will he be stuck as Candi forever?
Maid to be Mine
 
Have you ever dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Do you wish that your significant other would help you begin a new career as a full time sissy maid?
‘Maid to be mine’ explores the sissy maid lifestyle from the perspective of a woman who is learning about it for the first time. After the protagonist’s boyfriend loses his job and goes on unemployment, she allows him to move into her apartment to save some money. When she comes home to dirty dishes, an unmade bed, and crumbs all over the carpet, she decides that something needs to change. While discussing the chores around the house, her boyfriend confides that he has a fantasy about becoming a sissy maid that cooks and cleans for his mistress. Being brand new to the subject of sissies and forced feminization, she begins doing some research and reading stories on the web. Intrigued by the idea, she gives the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns that her sissy needs a set of rules to follow so that he fulfills his duties properly. On her way home from work, she purchases new panties and bras to replace his dirty old male underwear. To test if he is serious about the new dynamic in their relationship, she orders the new sissy maid to shave all of his body hair. After throwing away all of his old male underwear and replacing it with panties and bras, she provides a maid’s uniform that he must wear at all times around the house. While locked up in chastity and under the tight control of his new mistress, the sissy maid excels in his new role. When she tells her girlfriend about her new sissy maid, her girlfriend jokingly asks to have him clean her house to make some extra money. She happily agrees and begins sending her new sissy maid to cook and clean for her friends a few days a week. As you read along, it becomes clear how much attention a sissy requires and why they need an attentive and dominating mistress. 
His New Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing everyday for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his inner most desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, He must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 
His Favorite Toy
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be the sissy lover to a rich, powerful, and sexy man? Have you ever fantasized about being a submissive sissy and crossdressing every day for the man of your dreams? 
Let me introduce you to a young man that is about to explore every sissy's dream in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with women, Ray decides to finally branch out and look for a man that will allow him to explore his innermost desires. After coming in contact with a man named Conner Wellington on the internet, Ray is invited to Conner’s home to live as his sissy lover. Ray can’t believe he isn’t dreaming when he hears the three requirements in the proposition. He must submit to complete feminization of his body and appearance. Ray must act as femininely as possible at all times. And lastly, he must follow any and all of Conner’s instructions. If he agrees to the proposal, everything he would ever need would be provided for him. After agreeing to move in with Conner, he is given a room with a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras, panties, and all the lingerie he could dream of. Ray is in sissy heaven as he transforms into the woman of his dreams through breast augmentation and facial reconstructive surgeries. The new sissy becomes fixated on Conner and finding ways to win his heart. As they explore their new relationship, the sissy is introduced to a part of the BDSM world that she didn’t know existed. The sissy must learn to accept a chastity cage while remaining plugged at all times. While experiencing tie ups and gags, every button is pressed to make the sissy squeal. Enjoy the spicy romance as this sissy gets what she deserves. 
Their New Doll
 
Have you ever fantasied about being trained as a proper sissy? Do you wish that two beautiful and strong mistresses would force you into submission as they explore their BDSM fantasies with you?
In ‘Their New Doll’, we see the world through the eyes of Conner Wellington, a billionaire who owns homes in New York City and the Caribbean. Using his wealth and power, Conner has devoted his life to seeking out submissive sissies and helping them feminize themselves. Providing the best treatment that money can buy, Conner invites young men to come and live with him, while they transition into the person they always dreamed of becoming. When they complete their transition, he either finds them a new home, or provides them with enough money that they can begin their new life anywhere in the world.
After years of philanthropic work, Conner can’t help but feel like there is something missing in his life. As he is discussing his mental health with his long-time friend, Jennifer, he realizes that it is time to finally care for himself. Instead of living as the dominant man over his two sissy companions, Rachel and Bridget, they decide to switch roles and give Conner the same treatment he gave to his sissies. With the high heel on the other foot, he quickly realizes that the sissy lifestyle isn’t as easy as he expected. As his body transitions, Conner experiences the BDSM lifestyle as a submissive and must learn to accept that his mistresses are now in complete control of every aspect of his life. When Rachel and Bridget begin to disagree about how they should treat their submissive servant, Conner finds himself in a love triangle, where both are competing for his love and affection. This steamy romance will keep you on the edge as you explore tie-ups, gags, sex doll suits, plugs, strap-ons, submissive training and much, much more.
It's Hard Being a Sissy Housewife
 
Do you wish that you were married to a loving, understanding, and open-minded woman who would allow you to become a sissy housewife while they support both of you?
In ‘It’s Hard Being a Sissy Housewife’, we meet a young couple with an unconventional love life. The husband enjoys crossdressing and playing the role of a submissive sissy while his wife takes on a dominating and aggressive persona. During their role playing, his outfits include high heels, short skirts or dresses, and plenty of makeup while his wife dresses in alluring lingerie and high heel stilettos of her own. As she shouts orders to her “little sissy”, she makes sure that he acts girly and provocatively throughout their roleplaying. Once they have their fun and have both fulfilled their urges, they return to their heteronormative roles until the next week, when they will role play again. Although the protagonist enjoys crossdressing on the weekends and feels fulfillment from their love life, there is always a desire for more. After an eventful week where he finds himself out of a job and in possession of a small fortune, he decides to take some time off and become a sissy housewife for an entire week. On the very first day, instead of his wife returning to a clean home, the sink is full of dirty dishes, the floors need vacuuming, and the bed is still unmade. Frustrated with her lazy sissy housewife, she begins using a mistress manual that gives explicit instructions on how to train an unruly sissy. Following the first rule of the book, she requires him to wear a chastity cage full time and forbids him from removing it. With his manhood locked away, a strong desire is planted in his consciousness to please his mistress at all costs. As the week progresses, he begins to slip deeper and deeper into the sissy housewife role and starts to question if he can ever turn back. Find out who enjoys the new power structure in their relationship more while experiencing how hard it is when you are a sissy housewife.
Coming Out as Amber
 
Have you ever thought about coming out as a crossdresser? Would your family and friends embrace and accept you or try to hide from who you really are?
Every crossdresser’s coming out story is incredibly personal and significant for them. It can be filled with anxiety, excitement, and even terror when thinking about telling your loved ones. ‘Coming Out as Amber’ explores the coming out story of a young man who is afraid to show the world who he truly is. Because of his family’s beliefs, he has kept his crossdressing a secret and has only explored this side of himself when he is alone. When his family leaves for the weekend to visit his relatives, he pretends to be sick so that he can stay home and have some time for himself. Unfortunately, his plans are disrupted when his sister’s friend, Emily, makes a surprise visit to check on him. Confronted with the reality that he can’t keep this secret forever, David is forced to reconcile these two sides of himself. His day takes one twist and turn after another until he is finally face to face with his sister, mother, and father. This emotional journey explores how difficult it is to find the right time and place to finally come out. Eventually, it becomes more difficult to keep part of himself a secret, rather than coming out as Amber.
Black(E)Mail
 
Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? How far would you go to keep your friends and family from knowing you’re a closeted crossdresser?
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, we meet a young man who still lives with his very conservative parents. Forced to keep the sissy side of himself a secret, he spends many late nights browsing videos and stories involving forced feminization. When a mysterious email pops up in his mailbox stating that they know his secret, he deletes it and brushes it off. When another identical email pops up again, he becomes agitated and deletes it a second time. Within a few moments, his computer is spammed with thousands of emails from the same address. He restarts his computer and powers it back up to find emails popping up by the thousands. After accidentally clicking on one of the messages pouring in, he finds a video from his webcam showing him pleasuring himself to a forced feminization video. The message informs him that if he doesn’t follow their orders, the video will be messaged to everyone on his contact list. Not wanting his secret exposed, he follows their first order to remove all of his underwear from his drawer and throw it out the window to the front yard. Once he completes the task, they inform him that his next task will be given in the morning. When he wakes up to discover that all of his belongings disappeared from the front yard, he begins to get anxious and believes that he is being watched. As tasks continue being given to the young man, he is ordered to gather the supplies that he will need to cross-dress as a woman. After collecting his own pair of panties and bra, he must purchase a red dress and matching high heels. With each task he is given, it becomes increasingly difficult to turn back or quit. Along the way, the young sissy is made to have his nails, hair, and makeup done professionally at a studio. Enjoy this fast-paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a reluctant feminized sissy.
Past the Point of No Return
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be turned into a real life sissy whore? To be completely feminized, chastised, and made to serve a mistress and master?
In the story ‘Past the Point of No Return’, we meet a young man who is curious to explore his sissy tendencies. Although he enjoys dressing and acting feminine when given the opportunity, he has never stepped out while en fem until one fateful night. After receiving a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix, he is asked to meet up at a local motel. Thinking with his other head, he decides to drive to the location given while dressed and made up as he was requested. While wearing a little black dress, high-heeled pumps, fishnet stockings, and a matching set of bra and panties, he meets the gorgeous woman who invited him. The woman informs him that she would like to tie him up during their session and he agrees promptly. Once he is bound, gagged, and unable to escape, the woman milks the sissy until he is completely dry. After locking the sissy into a steel chastity cage, the woman calls for two burly men who come and kidnap the scared sissy. The young man is taken to a facility where he is given a breast enhancement and facial reconstructive surgery. When he is transported to his new home, he is trained and hypnotized to be a submissive sissy slut that is eager to serve. Throughout the story, elements of forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, and bondage are all explored. If you are still reading this and haven’t been scared off, this may be the book for you.
Cat and Mouse
 
Have you ever fantasied about becoming a personal sissy pet for a beautiful young woman?
In the story ‘Cat and Mouse’, we meet a young man named Bona who is down on his luck. After being unfairly accused of ratting on the mob family he works for, he comes within seconds of losing his life. When the mob boss’s daughter steps in and asks to have Bona as her personal toy, Bona believes he has dodged a bullet. As he is stripped of his clothes, shaved, painted with makeup, and forced to wear a short latex dress and ballet heels, Bona begins to wonder if becoming Elaina’s new pet is better than the other scenario that he escaped. After being fitted for his new collar, leash, and chastity cage, he is locked in a small dark room with Elaina’s other sissy pet. Bona is teased and tormented by his new roommate as he is trained and feminized by his 19-year-old mistress. To cement his new role, Bona is given a full feminization surgery complete with a set of DD breasts and facial reconstructive surgery. He is humiliated and paraded in front of his old coworkers while completely feminized as a sissy pet. Will the sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they’re told, or will they try to fight and run away?
Sissy Maid Camp
 
Have you ever fantasied about going to a camp where you would be trained to be a proper sissy maid? Do you wish a place existed where sissies are made to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’, our protagonist finds out exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friends from work, the couple learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to be a proper sissy maid. Being a curious closeted sissy, he is intrigued by the camp and decides to try it out. While at camp, they are taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. Along with their new beauty regimen, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules is instilled in the sissies, which requires them to stay quiet, curtsey, wear chastity, and act as girly as possible at all times. If a sissy disobeys or strays from the rules, they are punished swiftly. Although feminization surgery is not a requirement for camp, most of the sissies find themselves longing for a breast augmentation of their own. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will continue to live as a sissy maid for their mistress permanently. Enjoy the tale as you witness the complete feminization of a young man into a sissy house maid eager to serve.
Life in Her Heels
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to experience life as women have experienced throughout human history? To be told what you can wear, where you can go, and what you are allowed to do with your body?
In ‘Life in Her Heels’, the patriarchy is turned upside down when a charismatic female leader is voted into the White House. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, the new leader of the country is voted into office, with a large majority in both chambers of Congress. To right the wrongs of human history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have endured throughout the history of the world. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment and must adhere to the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must follow the new federal dress codes by turning in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. He and his wife are assigned new jobs that greatly alter the power structure in their home and finances. When his new job requires him to alter his body, he struggles with the changes that are occurring and how to express what is happening to him. As he slowly changes from a man to a feminized sissy, it starts to become impossible to hide his growing “assets”. After an incident where he is unfairly blamed for initiating an encounter with someone in his apartment building, he is put on house arrest and required to wear a chastity belt at all times. Eventually, the protagonist becomes unrecognizable to the man he once was and must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to his wife who now owns him.
The Doll Designer
 
Have you ever wondered how it would feel to become a real life sissy doll? Does the thought of wearing a latex bodysuit and high heels excite you?

In ‘The Doll Designer’, we follow a young man who is getting to know a woman he just started dating. He can’t help but feel inadequate, as this rich, beautiful woman would typically be out of his league. As he gets to know her, he finds out that she is a ‘consultant’ and lives in one of the wealthier neighborhoods in town. After one of their dates, she invites the young man back to her house to take their relationship to the next level. Once the young man steps into her house, he falls into a world he never knew existed. The naïve young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking for long enough, they will eventually make love. As he is painted with makeup, dressed in high heels and lingerie, and bound, he starts to realize that she may have other plans for him. While tied up and unable to fight back, she marches him to her basement, where she uses sissy hypnosis to mold his brain to her desires. The sissy tries to fight back as she punishes him and uses everything in her power to break his will. But, once the sissy is stuffed into his latex doll bodysuit, escape will become near impossible. Will the sissy accept his role as a mindless sissy doll or try to fight back and break free at any opportunity that presents itself?
Paying Lip Service
 
Have you ever wondered what it would be like to become a real life sissy prostitute?
In the story ‘Paying Lip Service’, we witness the complete transformation of Billie Jean, the mattress king, to the BJ queen. After becoming indebted to a pimp in town with no way to pay him back, Billie is given a makeover and dressed as one of the prostitutes that works the streets. Knowing that they can’t trust Billie to not run away, he is tied up and forced to pay lip service to the clients who visit them. Realizing how long it will take to pay off his debts, Billie asks if there is anything he can do to charge more and be finished sooner. The girls grant his request and have him brought in for a breast augmentation and lip fillers. Now further in debt, Billie will have to service even more clients before he has paid back what he owes. Billie’s journey takes one twist after another as he is led down a path he may never return from. Will he ever be able to reclaim his old life or be stuck as the BJ queen forever?
Sissy in Training
 
Does the thought of wearing latex and being trained as a submissive sissy excite you? Do you wish you could find someone to tie you up and make you feel like a real submissive?

In ‘Sissy in Training’, we meet a young sissy crossdresser named Demi and her best friend who goes by the name Brandi. While they are out at their favorite bar one evening, they meet a devilishly handsome man and his partner. The couple self describes as a master and dominatrix who “like to show girls like them a good time.” Although Brandi is turned off by their proposal, Demi finds herself curious and excited about spending the night with the alluring man. Upon arrival at the power couple’s home, Demi experiences the BDSM world in a way that she never knew existed. Over the course of the evening, Demi finds herself being pushed to her limits as she is dominated, controlled, and trained by the master and dominatrix. As it becomes later in the evening, Demi starts to wonder when or if they ever plan on letting her go. With a gag in her mouth and her arms tied tightly behind her, she is at the complete mercy of these two aggressive and sensual people. Feeling a mixture of excitement, fear, arousal, and anxiety, Demi can’t seem to figure out what will come next. Take a journey with Demi as she is dominated and becomes a ‘Sissy in Training’.
How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)
 
Are you an experienced sissy looking for ways to spend your day while crossdressing? Are you new to the sissy lifestyle or just curious about what a sissy might do all day?
In ‘How to Spend a Day as a Sissy (A Crash Course in the Sissy life)’, we take an hour by hour approach in instructing exactly how a sissy should conduct themself for a day. Starting at the break of dawn and continuing until the sissy is ready for bed, instructions are given at every hour on how they should dress, what tasks they should perform, and how they should think. Depending on the comfort level of the sissy, the guide can be molded to their specific needs. Beware, if you follow the instructions exactly as they are written, you may experience what sissy’s call a sissygasm. Once you taste this lifestyle, you may spend many more days as a real life sissy crossdresser.
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