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Part One: My Misunderstanding

Standing in a hotel hallway, I checked my phone to be sure I was at the correct room. The last time I visited this hotel, I walked into the wrong room as two people were grinding each other. They screamed at me, I screamed back, then I ran out without visiting who I was supposed to. When I texted for a hookup this time, I made sure they texted me the room number twice before I showed up. I took a deep breath before bringing my hand up to the door and knocking.
A woman with long blonde hair answered wearing a red push-up bra and matching lace panties. Her DD breasts hung out of a leather jacket she wore over her underwear. Her long smooth legs were standing on a pair of 5 inch black strappy heels. I had met at least a dozen prostitutes before, but this one stunned me.              
“Hey there, big boy.” She said while playing with her hair.
“Candi?” I said back.
“You’ve got it. Do you want to come inside?”
“Um…Of course!”
Candi giggled and walked over to the bed. I didn’t hesitate to step through the door and close it behind us.
“So, are you ready for the blow job of your life?” Candi asked seductively.
“Uh, I was thinking about going all the way now.” I said as I undid my pants.
“Oh, um. I thought you just wanted head. You know I’m like really good at that.” Candi said while twirling her hair.
“Thats alright.” I said as I moved in close to Candi.
She reached for my middle and began rubbing me in front of her.
“You have a lot built up. You know, I’d be happy to take care of that for you.” Candi said, smiling. 
“I’m counting on that.” I said as I took her shoulders and spun her around in front of me. I moved my middle to her butt and pressed against her. Candi squealed as she fell on the bed face first.
“Whoa, slow down there, dude?” She said while pushing herself up with her hands and looking backwards. “Can you just, like, wait a sec while I call Pixi?” 
“Why would you need to call her?” I said, as I undid my pants and pulled them down. Candi’s eyes went wide as she stared at my naked middle. 
“Uhhh, I really need to talk to her because she said I was only supposed to give head and I don’t want to get in trouble.”
“Don’t worry, I’ll pay you the difference.” I said as I pulled down her panties and tore off her leather jacket. 
“Uh wait! Are you sure you don’t want me to blow you? You will totally hate having sex with me. I’m just like totally awful at it.”
I stared at Candi while trying to figure out why she was acting so weird. As I searched my brain for an answer, I remembered a couple of hookups at this hotel where the girls would pretend to fight me while we screwed on the bed. I didn’t understand why the girls liked to role play, but I just went along with it.
“Shut up and bend over!” I yelled while trying to hold back from laughing.
“Ah! Wait, just wait a minute.” She said back while trying to pull away on the bed. I grabbed her hips and held her in place. Moving my body closer, I guided myself in.
“Don’t move until I’m done, understand?” I said, while trying to get into character.
Candi let out a squeal as I began moving back and forth behind her. From how wet she was, I knew she had to be enjoying herself. I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate as Candi moaned.
“Ahhh…wait…Please just wait… Please don’t make me cum.”
I played along with her game and slapped her behind before thrusting harder.
“Please…AH…I wasn’t supposed to do this…Pixi told me I’d be stuck forever…AHHH!”
After just a few minutes of thrusting, Candi and I both climaxed simultaneously. I let out a long moan as the pulsating came to an end.
Candi jerked her abdomen and clawed at the bed as she moaned loudly underneath me. I pulled myself out and stepped away from the bed. As I pulled up my pants, I could hear Candi’s moaning turn to sobbing.
‘Well, this is new?’ I thought to myself. She seemed to enjoy herself as she orgasmed, so I tried to pretend everything was ok. “Should I leave the money on the desk like usual?”
Candi laid sobbing and didn’t respond. I tilted my head and looked around as I tried to figure out what was going on with this girl. 
“Hey, are you going to be alright?” I asked.
“You made me cum. I wasn’t supposed to do that.” She responded while still crying.
“You don’t have to feel guilty about that. I’m sure it happens all the time.”
“You don’t understand. Pixi told me that if I…If I…I…” Candi fainted before she could finish her sentence.
I nudged her body to see if she was still playing, but she laid completely still. I put my head next to hers to check her breathing. After I felt her breath, I stood up and looked around the room. Sitting on the desk against the back wall, a small black purse sat open. I walked over and started looking inside.
Pushing aside make up, condoms, a room key, and cash, I dug to the bottom of the bag to find Candi’s flip phone. I scrolled to her favorites and called the only name on the list, Pixi.
“Hey Candi, how are you doing?” The voice answered.
I opened my mouth to speak, but panicked when I didn’t know what to say.
“Hello, Candi?” The voice asked.
“Um, Candi is…unconscious…right now?” I stuttered.
“What? Who is this?”
“No one, I just wanted you to come check on her, that’s all.”
“What did you do to Candi?” The voice said sternly.
“Nothing!” I said back defensively.
“Don’t lie to me. I know you did something or you wouldn’t be so nervous. If you hurt that poor girl…”
“I didn’t touch the fucking whore!”
“…You’re going to pay for this, you creep.”
As she finished speaking, I heard a knock at the door. I sat silent and stared at it. 
“Aren’t you going to answer it?” Pixi asked.
“Who’s at the door?”
“Why don’t you just open it and make this easier on yourself?”
I stood next to the bed and watched the door as the knocking continued to get louder.
“You have three seconds to do as you’re told, understand?” Pixi said.
“One…” Each pound on the door sounded heavier and deeper as they continued.
“Two…” The door began shaking from the hard, heavy hits. It sounded like it could break down at any second.
“Three…”
The room fell silent. I stared at the door with Candi’s phone to my ear. I was shocked that she was still passed out on the bed after all the excessive noise.
Pixi’s voice cut through the silence.
“You men are all the same. You don’t care about anyone else’s feelings, you just want to blow your load and run. Well, you blew your load in the wrong girl. It’s time you learn what it’s like to be treated like a fucking whore.” 
“What? What are you talking about?” I asked. I checked the phone and saw that the call was ended. I sat down next to Candi and took a deep breath. 
After a few minutes, I decided I couldn’t spend the whole night locked in a hotel room with an unconscious stripper. I set the phone next to Candi’s head and checked again to make sure she was breathing. Feeling that Candi was ok, I walked to the door and checked the peephole. As far as I could tell, no one was outside the room. I cracked the door and peeked my head outside. Looking down the hall both ways, I saw that the coast was clear. Feeling a wave of relief, I left the hotel quietly.
I felt haunted as I made my way back to my apartment. I’d met up with dozens of women in that hotel and nothing like that had ever happened. I couldn’t help but check behind me periodically to see if I was being followed. With no sign of anyone pursuing me, I tried to put my mind at rest as I pulled into my apartment building a few blocks away.
I walked up the stairs of my building and down the hall to my apartment door. As I put my key in the hole, my phone began ringing. It was an unknown caller, so I ignored it and walked inside. My phone began ringing again as I closed my door and locked it. I ignored the unknown caller a second time. As I walked to my bedroom, my phone rang a third time. I exhaled deeply as I was getting frustrated and decided to answer the call. 
“Who is this?” I said, annoyed.
“You know, you really fucked up tonight.”
“Why are you calling me?” I could tell from her voice that it was Pixi.
“Because you fucked someone you weren’t supposed to.”
“Look, I just thought we were playing a game. I didn’t mean to hurt her or anything.”
“You still don’t get it, do you?”
“Get what?”
“You thick headed male. Let me tell you a story.” Pixi said as I sat on my bed, “There was this man, Chris, who was a lot like you. He thought he could treat girls however he wanted and use them however he pleased. But one day, he raped the wrong girl and met me. To teach him a lesson, I switched his body with the girl he abused. She took over his life as a prominent businessman while he was required to live her life as a prostitute for one whole week.”
I laid down on my bed and did my best to pay attention as she continued
“However, as a part of his lesson, he was not allowed to orgasm during the whole week. He was to experience what she did, sex without any pleasure. If he had an orgasm while in her body, he would be stuck in it forever.”
“What are you talking about? Are you saying you’re like a witch or something?” I asked.
“The only thing you need to worry about right now is what I’m about to tell you.” Pixi said calmly. “As long as you follow these three rules, you will return to your body after exactly one week. One, you will report to me and fulfill all of Candi’s duties over the next week. Two, you will not refuse any request made of you. And three, you will not orgasm during the next week. If you break any of these rules, the switch will remain permanent.”
I opened my eyes as I heard she was finished.
“Are you done?” I asked abruptly. “Because the story was scary and all, but I just don’t believe you. So, good luck fooling someone else.”
The phone sat silent for a few seconds before the call was ended by Pixi. I pulled the phone away from my head and looked at it.
“That was weird?” I said, confused. I set my phone down on my nightstand and shook my head. Curling up in my bed, I closed my eyes again, hoping to put this night behind me. But little did I know, I would remember this night for the rest of my life.




Part Two: My New Body

I fell into the deepest sleep of my life after my conversation with Pixi. My eyes felt heavy as my eyelids fluttered open. The sun was shining on my face through a window across the room, so I buried my head between two white fluffy pillows. As I started to feel more awake, I noticed something felt off.
I shifted my head to my right side and opened my eyes again. Strands of long blonde hair were draped across my face as I stared at the white wall beside me. I brought my hand up to my face and pushed the hair aside.
‘That’s weird? I don’t remember falling asleep with anyone?’ I thought as I turned to the other side to check whose hair was draped across my head. I was surprised that I was alone.
‘That’s weird?’ I thought as I felt around the top of my head. My fingers ran through the long, luscious hair that came down past my shoulders. I held a clump of hair out in front of me as I realized it was attached to my head. This brought me to my next discovery.
‘Why are my hands so dainty? And why are my fingernails so long and painted red?’
I pulled the sheets off of me and sat up on the bed. As soon as I lifted my torso off of the bed, I could feel weight on my chest like I had never experienced before. I looked down in front of me to see two DD breasts attached to my body. I brought my hands up and began squeezing and pulling at them. My new and very sensitive boobs let me know that they were real, and in fact, mine. I began feeling anxiety as I ran my hands around my large, round breasts. I pushed them up and felt them jiggle as they fell back into place in my red push-up bra. The sensations felt completely new to me as I began pulling them up and letting them fall repeatedly. I started looking down over the rest of my body as I continued toying with my boobs.
My eyes scanned my long smooth legs that were laying atop of the sheets. My toenails were painted red to match my fingernails and were on display in my black strappy five inch high heels. I wiggled my toes and rubbed my legs against each other to confirm again that this was my body. I shuttered as I felt the sensations coming from my smooth legs caressing each other. I spread my legs and let go of my breasts before moving to the edge of the bed.
I lost my balance as I took my first step off of the bed and fell to the floor. I had never walked in high heels before, so this was a crash course for me. I reached down to my feet as I sat on the floor and began trying to pull my shoes off. With my long nails, I was having a difficult time with the clasp holding them on around my ankles. With some concentration, I managed to undo my heels and pull them off of me.
Standing up and looking around the room, I recognized that I was in the hotel room from the previous night. I ran over to the bathroom and flipped on the lights. Staring in the mirror, I gazed at the woman looking back at me. 
I was dumbfounded as I saw Candi’s reflection in the mirror. I moved my hands up and down and shook my head to be sure it was actually me. I kept looking at the mirror, then back at myself, then back at the mirror as I took in my appearance.
I was standing in the bathroom in matching lace red panties and push-up bra. My legs were long and smooth, while my arms were hairless and slender. My hips and ass felt as large as my breasts as I studied the way they jutted out behind me. With my slim waist, I was staring at the perfect hourglass figure in the mirror.
I leaned in to the mirror and gazed at my face. My eyebrows were tweezed to the point of nonexistence, but were done with eyebrow pencil to give them a defining look. My eyelashes were long and dark, with plenty of mascara. I rubbed my fingers on my face and felt just a thin layer of foundation applied. I started feeling aroused as I stared at my painted red lips.
I could feel moisture collecting between my legs as I stood in front of the mirror. I took a deep breath and stared straight ahead at myself in the mirror as I brought my hand down to my panties and slid my fingers inside. My eyes opened wider as I felt the moist folds of skin in my panties. My arousal intensified as my flingers slid down and back up between my legs. I started breathing heavier as my index finger wandered its way through the opening. My knees began shaking as I felt sensations running through my body. As my finger slid all the way inside of me, I experienced pleasure in a completely new way. But shortly after, I came back to reality.
Shaking my head, I pulled my hand away. 
"If I’m in Candi’s body, that would mean she’s in my apartment in my body?”
As I stood in the bathroom staring at myself, I realized that Candi would be waking up in my apartment across town at any moment. Not wanting to waste any time, I ran out of the bathroom to the hotel room door. When I brought my hand to the doorknob, I looked down and realized what I was wearing, or more importantly, what I wasn’t wearing. I stepped over to the closet and looked for some pants, a shirt, and shoes. I found something to wear, but not what I was hoping.
Looking in the hotel closet, Candi had a small selection of revealing dresses, low cut tops, and miniskirts.
‘Oh my god why did it have to be a stripper?’ I thought to myself as I looked at her five pairs of high heels on the floor. Each heel was at least 5 inches, while a couple of pairs were much higher with a platform.
I bent over and tried to find the easiest pair of shoes to walk in. I ended up settling on a pair of 5 inch black pumps with a pointed toe. Looking through the closet, I found a little black dress that came to the upper thigh. The dress was form fitting and slid right on over my head. As I adjusted my boobs, I could feel how exposed they wear from the low cut top. I tried to ignore my discomfort and slid my high heels on. I felt wobbly at first, but after taking a few steps, I began to feel Candi’s muscle memory kicking in. I walked in front of the mirror again and checked myself out.
If I was in my male body, I would’ve jumped all over the image in the mirror. My pouty red lips and full breasts were all I could stare at in the mirror. I could feel arousal building between my legs again as I looked my body up and down. My fingers started wandering up my skirt before I stopped myself and took a step back. I felt like I couldn’t control my body or the sensations it was aching for.
I walked out of the bathroom and saw Candi’s black purse on the table next to the door. I picked it up and checked the contents. As I remembered from the previous night, I found a room key inside, along with some makeup, condoms, cash, and a flip phone. I zipped up the purse and threw it over my shoulder before walking back to my hotel door.
I cracked the door open and peeked my head outside to see if anyone was there. Seeing that the hall was empty, I stepped out of the room and closed the door quietly behind me. I made my way down the carpet hallway, keeping my head down and hoping no one would see me. I walked around the corner to the elevators and pressed the down button.
As I waited for an elevator, I heard a door open down the hall and some footsteps coming my way. I pressed the down arrow again and started tapping my foot nervously. The elevator door opened, and I stepped in immediately. I pressed floor one and started tapping the close icon. Footsteps grew louder before a hand reached through the elevator door and kept it from closing. As the doors opened back up, a brunette woman wearing only a black bra and panties stepped inside.
My eyes scanned her body as she stepped into the elevator beside me. With my high heels, I was a few inches taller than her and slightly rounder in my hips. I couldn’t help but notice that her breasts were slightly larger than mine, however. As my eyes lingered on her, I didn’t understand why I was starting to feel jealous of this perfect woman standing next to me in her underwear.
“You almost got away from me this time.” The woman giggled.
“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know you were there.” I said politely.
“Sure Candi. What the hell has been up with you lately? This whole week you’ve been ghosting me. You aren’t pregnant again, are you?”
I looked at her, confused. She obviously knew Candi, but I had no idea who she was or what she was talking about.
“I don’t think so?” I said, while trying to recall what I knew about Candi. As I racked my brain, I realized the only thing I knew about her was that she would sleep with me for money.
“You know, you can talk to me, right? If we don’t look out for each other, no one else will.”
“Yeah, of course.” I said, trying to play it cool, “I’ve just had…A lot on my mind recently.”
“Well, just know that I’m here for you, whenever you need it.” She said as she reached out and put her hand on my shoulder.
Even though I just met this lady, I could feel that she genuinely cared for Candi.
“Thank you,” I said softly. “You’re really sweet.”
“I know.” She said as she smiled.
After a ding from the elevator, the door opened to the hotel lobby. In the daylight, I looked around and realized how run down the hotel was. Seats were ripped in the breakfast area, the tables had stains ingrained in the wood, blotches of various colors were sprinkled across the carpet, and wallpaper was peeling at the corners. A few other girls were huddled around the breakfast buffet that looked surprisingly edible compared to the state of the hotel.
“Aren’t you coming for breakfast?” The woman from the elevator asked as she began walking to the breakfast area. I split from her and headed to the front door.
“No, I need to run out and meet with someone. But thank you.” I responded.
“I thought you were done with morning hookups?”
“Not yet.” I said, before walking through the door.
As I walked out to the parking lot, I finally realized that my car was still parked at my apartment a few blocks away. I looked inside my purse for some keys but couldn’t find any. I stomped my heel in frustration as I realized I would be walking to my apartment.
“Why do girls have to wear such stupid shoes?” I muttered to myself as I started walking down the sidewalk.
I wasn’t having trouble balancing in my high heel pumps, but I could feel the balls of my feet becoming sore as I walked on the concrete. I tried to ignore the pain and get home before Candi woke up in my body. The thought of a stripper waking up in my life was enough to make me march the whole way home without stopping.
My feet were aching as I walked up the stairs of my complex and went straight to my apartment door. I paused in front of my door before bringing my hand to the doorknob. I jumped back as the door swung open in front of me. I felt like I was dreaming as I was staring at myself in the doorway.
“Candi?” I said to my body in the doorway.
They just stared back at me blankly.
“Candi, is that you?” I asked.
“I’m sorry, but I’m not Candi.”
“Then who are you?” I asked.
“My name is Chris.”




Part Three: My New Life

I felt awkward standing outside of my own apartment, waiting to be invited inside. Chris stood in the doorway, occupying my body and my life. I stood in my hallway, baffled at how some guy I didn’t know ended up in my body while I ended up in a stripper.
“What did you say your name was?” I asked.
“Chris.” He said while staring at me blankly.
“Do you know who I am?”
“Well, I know whose body you’re in, but you don’t sound like Candi.”
“That’s because I’m not Candi. I somehow ended up in her body after we met up last night.”
Chris, or I should say, the person occupying my body, turned his eyes to his left and avoided eye contact as I explained myself.
“I just don’t understand what the hell happened last night. If you aren’t Candi, then where is she?” I asked, getting frustrated with Chris’s silence.
He took a deep breath and looked me in the eye. “Candi and I swapped bodies almost a week ago. She’s been living my life and apparently doesn’t want to give it up. I would love to get back to my body, but I just don’t think that’s going to happen now. I’m really sorry, but I don’t think I can help you.” Chris started closing the door before I reached out my hand and held it open.
“What the hell are you talking about?! You have to tell me what’s going on!” I yelled.
“Please, just leave. I can’t take this anymore.” Chris said while putting more pressure behind the door. With my slender arms, I couldn’t hold the door open. My front door slowly swung shut and locked in front of me. I began pulling at the doorknob and pounding on the door.
“You better open this fucking door right now!” I yelled in the hallway. There was no answer behind the door.
One of my neighbors down the hall opened his door and peeked his head out to investigate the commotion. I turned my head and saw it was the older couple down the hall. They were very friendly, but we didn’t socialize very often. I tilted my head as I tried to remember his name. 
“Are you alright young lady?” My neighbor asked. 
“No, this guy just stole my life!” I yelled.
“Aw cheer up, I’m sure a pretty young thing like you will find another guy. A good, strong guy that will take care of you.”
“I don’t want a guy to take care of me. I just want to get into my apartment!”
I could hear the old man’s wife whispering to him from behind the door. He turned back and whispered something back to her. A few moments later, his wife pulled the door open and peeked out into the hall.
My neighbor’s white hair curly hair was cut short so that it was easy to maintain for the old lady. She wore cat eye glasses that had a small chain attached and ran behind her neck. The old woman’s eyes shot wide open as she checked my body from head to high heels.
“Who are you, and what are you doing here?” The old woman asked.
“I uh…” I was at a loss for words as I stood in the hallway. I had no idea if they would believe that I was actually their neighbor who swapped bodies with a hooker from down the street. I was still having a hard time believing that myself.
“I was just visiting my friend in this apartment here.” I said, trying to remain collected.
“If you’re visiting your friend, then where is he?” she said with a grin. She clearly didn’t like how I looked and was trying to get rid of me.
“Oh, he’s coming.” I said while knocking on the door again. 
All I could hear from the other side of my apartment was silence. 
“Oh, he’s coming? I’m sure a jezebel like you would like us to believe that. Get inside Herbert. I’m calling the police.”
The old lady grabbed her husband’s arm and slowly pulled him inside with her.
“Why would you call the police? I didn’t do anything.” I said, feeling frustrated.
My neighbors disappeared from the hall before their door closed behind them. I looked back at my apartment door and started hitting it harder.
“Chris! Open this fucking door right now! I’m not joking!”
The old lady down the hall opened her door again and popped her head back out.
“Honey, you better hightail it outta here because Herbert’s on the phone with the police right now. You can explain to them why you’re yelling in our hall to someone that doesn’t even live here.”
I wanted to slap the smug grin off of the woman’s face. She stared at me as I stood in the hall, unmoving. Her husband peeked his head out behind his wife with a phone to his ear.
“Yeah, she’s still here. She’s wearing a black dress and black high heels. She has blonde hair and has very large bosoms.”
The old woman slapped her husband as he described me.
“Dammit Jean, I’m doing what you said.”
The old woman grabbed the phone from her husband.
“Hello, this whore is in our hallway pestering us. I need you to come here right away!” She said as she pushed her husband inside their apartment again and closed the door.
I stood at my door for a few more moments, listening for something on the other side. It was clear that Chris wasn’t going to let me in. There was no way I wanted to explain to the police the situation, so I bit my lip and started walking down the hall. I could see my neighbor peek his head out as I started making my way down the stairs. I could see him smile as he watched my butt jiggle with each step. I sighed and continued out of the building.
With nowhere else to go, I made my way back to the hotel I woke up in. As I followed the concrete sidewalk down the street, I couldn’t help but notice all the lingering eyes on me as cars passed and pedestrians walked by. As I passed a man walking down the sidewalk, I caught his eyes staring at my chest. I felt objectified and crossed my arms over my chest to try to shield my body. But, in my tight, short black dress, there was no hiding my assets.
‘Oh my god, how far away is this hotel? My feet are killing me, and my boobs keep bouncing all over the place. How the hell did Candi put up with this? Or actually, how did Chris put up with this? All these guys keep staring at my chest and ass and I feel like I can’t do anything about it.’
I continued walking and was finally just a block away from the hotel.
‘I need to figure out how to get back in my own body as soon as possible. Wait, didn’t Pixi say something about that last night? Ugh, I wish I paid better attention to what she was saying. I remember she said something about orgasming and being trapped forever, and something about fulfilling Candi’s duties, I think. Does that mean she wants me to screw guys when they come into the hotel? There is no way I’m going to go along with that. Maybe if I call Pixi, I can figure out what the hell is going on.’
I walked through the entrance of the hotel and marched straight to the elevator. I could only take small, dainty steps in my high heels, but my long walk was finally nearing an end. As I pressed the button and waited for the elevator, a man behind the front desk yelled over to me. 
“Hey you missed breakfast and you have an appointment in a half hour.” He said while shuffling some papers.
I looked around and saw that no one else was in the lobby. Seeing that he was talking to me, I just nodded my head before getting into the elevator. I went to the third floor and made my way back to Candi’s room halfway down the hall. Thankfully, I didn’t run into anyone else on my way to room 308.
I pulled the room key out of my purse and swiped it on the door. I stepped inside and pressed my back against the door after closing it. Finally, in the safety of my own room, I walked over to the bed and sat down. My feet were aching for a break after walking two miles in those wretched shoes.
After setting down my purse, I pulled out the phone from my bag and flipped it open. I didn’t understand why Candi had such a basic phone with only one number saved. Scrolling to the favorites list, I dialed the only number that was saved.
The phone rang several times before a voicemail started playing. “You have reached Pixi. I’m very sorry, but I am busy with one of my girls right now. Please leave a message and I will call you back if I feel like it. Bye.”
I closed the phone and ended the call as the beep played. Dialing the number again, I laid down on the bed as I listened to Pixi’s voicemail play a second time. I continued calling for the next twenty minutes as I laid on the bed, frustrated I couldn’t get through. I felt like I deserved an answer from the person who had just flipped my life upside down.
As I laid on the bed listening to my phone ring for the thirtieth time, I heard a knock coming from the door. Hoping that maybe it was Pixi, I jumped off of the bed and scampered to the door. As I opened the door, I was taken aback by the man in front of me. My mouth dropped open as I saw him checking out my body from head to toe.
“Hello, Candi?” The man asked.
“I…Uh…” I stuttered as I tried to find the right words. “Uh…Yes?”
“I’m here for our…meeting,” the man said.
I swallowed the excess saliva in my mouth before answering. “Ummm…Hold on a minute.” I said as I closed the door and walked backwards. I jumped as my phone began ringing on the bed. I picked it up and saw that it was Pixi finally calling me back. I snatched the phone from the sheets and answered the call. 
“Hello?”
“Hi darling, how are you feeling this afternoon?” Pixi asked.
“How the hell do you think? What did you do to me?”
“You’re going to need to watch your language, little lady.”
“Fuck you. I can say whatever I want.”
“No, darling, you are the one who’s going to get fucked. Over and over and over again. I own you, and if you don’t want to be stuck like this forever, you better learn that real quick.”
“Just tell me what you want from me?”
“I already told you that last night, but just like any thick headed male, you probably weren’t listening, so here it is one more time. You are going to live in this body for the next week while you learn what it’s like to be a fucking whore. You will listen to everything I tell you, as well as everything my clients tell you. You will fuck whoever I tell you to, however I tell you to, and you will not orgasm. You will learn what it’s like to be used for sex while ignoring any pleasure for yourself. As long as you can follow those simple rules, I will put you back in your body after a week. Understand?”
“Would if I can’t go along with it?”
“Then you’ll be my little slut forever. Now put on the highest heels in the closet and answer the door. Tell him, ‘I’m sorry big boy, are you ready for the blowjob of your life?’”
“I have to give him a blowjob?”
“Oh my god you’re dense. Yes. This guy and every other guy that comes to your room for the next week. Now hurry up. Your guest is getting impatient.”
“But would they ask me to do something I can’t do?”
“I’m sure you’ll figure it out, darling.”
I heard Pixi end the call before the line went dead. I pulled the phone away from my ear and looked at it.
“Wait wait wait, no. you can’t do this!”
I sat on the bed and buried my face in my hands. I felt like I wanted to scream and cry in frustration. I wasn’t typically very emotional, but I could feel my body producing tears anyway. Standing up off the bed, I wiped the tears from my face and walked to the closet. Scanning the heels in the closet, I found a pair of eight inch strappy heels with a platform. I sighed before grabbing the heels and pulling them on while sitting on the bed. After attaching the buckle around the ankle, I wobbled to my feet. Taking a few steps to the door, I could feel my body remembering how to walk in these ridiculous shoes.
I took a deep breath and opened the door again.
“Hey there big boy, are you ready for the blow job of your life?”
I couldn’t believe the words that just came out of my mouth. A part of me hoped he would say no so I could close the door again, but he gave the most obvious answer. “Yes!”
My knees shook as I turned around and walked over to the bed. He followed behind after closing the door. I turned to him as he approached me.
“I don’t have very long, so we’ll need to make this quick.” He said while unbuttoning his pants.
The quicker this nightmare ended, the better in my mind.
My client dropped his pants and pulled his underwear down until his member was revealed. I was usually the one in his position, but now I was watching and salivating as this man undressed in front of me. I felt like my body and my brain were on different wavelengths as I knelt in front of him and moved closer. My lips parted as I brought my mouth forward around his middle. Even though my brain was screaming no, my body knew exactly what to do.
My tongue swished around the warm log in my mouth as my lips moved up and down to the base. I didn’t realize that I started moaning until my customer made a comment.
“You’re really enjoying yourself, aren’t you?”
With my mouth full, I looked up at him and batted my eyelashes. I couldn’t believe what I was doing and who I was doing it with. It was like an out-of-body experience as I blew this man in my room. My tongue and head instinctively started moving faster as I felt pressure building in my mouth. I knew what was coming and my body was eager to receive it. I moaned louder as he grabbed the back of my head and started pulling it back and forth. I tasted the pre-cum leaking out in my mouth and braced myself for what was next.
An explosion of liquid rushed into my mouth as he held my held deep down on his base. My throat opened up and accepted everything flowing down it. I closed my eyes as I continued swishing him around in my mouth and swallowing everything he released. After a few moments, he let go of my head and stood still. My body instinctively ran up and down his member a few more times as the last bit of liquid dripped out. I sucked him completely clean before pulling my head back and looking up at him for approval.
The man checked his watch before pulling up his pants and making his way to the door. “Wow, I gotta go.”
As quickly as he came, he was gone without a thank you. I rolled my eyes before pulling myself to my feet and sitting back on the bed. I checked my phone again and found a text message from Pixi.
“1 down, about 150 to go ;)”




Part Four: Don’t Do It

I sat on my bed, staring at my phone screen after my first hookup. I couldn’t believe what I had just done, and that this was just the first of many dicks I would be required to suck over the next week. But what really freaked me out was that my body seemed to enjoy it. While I was in the moment, all I could focus on was the fact that I was sucking off a stranger. But after sitting down and taking a minute, I could feel intense arousal between my legs.
As I sat on the bed with my legs together, I felt as if my hand was being pulled up my skirt to feel around. My fingers began wandering around my panties and drifted their way inside. As my fingers rubbed across my middle, I began shaking from the sensations I was feeling. I had experienced arousal and orgasms for years, but I had never experienced such intense feelings being generated from a tiny opening between my legs. I felt like I couldn’t control my body as my index finger slid its way inside me.
The sensations became stronger as I began moving my finger in and out slowly. My middle finger crept in next to my index finger as they both began moving in and out. I laid back on the bed as sensations flooded my body. I had no idea what a climax would feel like in this body, but I could feel that something was close. I started pumping my fingers in and out faster as I laid across the bed, moaning.
I started breathing heavier as an imminent release approached. It wasn’t until I scratched myself with my nail that I snapped back to reality. 
‘Wait, what am I doing? She said if I orgasm I would be stuck forever!’ I pulled my fingers out and sat back up just before I went over the edge. I continued breathing heavily as I sat on the bed, trying to push away my feelings. To my dismay, my body was aching to finish what it started.
I stood up and walked over to the bathroom. I washed my hands off and stared at myself in the mirror.
“Control yourself, you’re not a slut like her.”
Even as the words came out of my mouth, I could feel my body telling me the opposite. My hand wandered back down under my skirt before I pulled it away again and put my hands above me.
“No no no! Control yourself.”
I stepped out of the bathroom and walked over to the bed again. I looked for a remote to turn the TV on and distract myself. After not finding anything, I walked over to the TV and pressed the power button. It didn’t work.
“How the hell am I supposed to entertain myself?”
Almost on queue, I heard another knock on my door. I sighed and walked over to see who was there.
Standing in the doorway, a man standing at 6’3 towered over me in my ridiculously high heels.
“Candi?”
“Well, hi there big boy, are you ready for the blow job of your life?” My eyes shot back and forth after I realized what came out of my mouth. I felt like I was losing control of my body the longer I was inside of it.
“Sure pretty thing.” He said. He stepped towards me and pushed me into my room without waiting for an invitation. This was a man that knew what he wanted.
My client closed the door and walked me over to the bed, where he sat me down in front of him. He undid his pants and pulled them down in front of me. I was shocked when I saw just how large he was. He put his hands around my head and began guiding me toward his log.
Candi must have completely lacked a gag reflex because even as he pushed all the way in my mouth, I was able to remain calm. I could feel my body taking over as I began moaning and involuntarily sliding my head up and down his shaft. Experiencing a blow job for a second time, I noticed arousal building between my legs. I couldn’t help myself from reaching under my skirt and beginning to play around inside my panties.
“If you wanted me to fuck you, you should’ve just said so.” The man said. 
My lips longed for more as he pulled himself out of my mouth. He took my shoulders and turned me face down on the bed. I let out a whine as he moved on top of me and guided himself under my skirt. With one swift movement, I could feel him enter me.
I screamed as I felt someone inside of me for the first time in my life. Although I was new to the experience, my body knew exactly how to react. I could feel myself tighten up between my legs as his monster slid all the way inside of me. My mouth fell wide open as I felt like I was being split in two. With all of this man’s weight on my back, I was pinned on the bed and at his mercy. He began rocking his hips and moving himself forward and backward.
I moaned and whined as I felt the arousal becoming more and more intense. My fingers felt like nothing compared to this eight-inch man that was rocking my world. Despite my mind screaming no, my body screamed yes as an orgasm built. My moans became louder and louder as he brought me right to the edge.
Right on queue, I could feel the man begin pulsing inside me. My orgasm faded as he stopped moving and released everything built up. Feelings of disappointment and anger bubbled up as I laid underneath this huge man and waited for him to finish. As he stopped pulsing, he pulled himself out and stood up.
After just a few moments, his pants were back up, and he was out the door. I continued laying on the bed face down while aching to be filled again, even though I knew I could never allow myself to climax. I began crying from all the frustration I was feeling.
My body wanted nothing more than a release while my brain was doing everything in its power to hold it back. I laid on the bed as I tried to figure out how I would get through the next week of this. After thirty minutes, I heard another knock on the door. I stood up and walked over to answer it.
“Hey there big boy, are you ready for the blow job of your life?”
I felt like I was on autopilot as I met and serviced clients every half hour until the night was over. Most of my clients just let me blow them before they left, but a few insisted on more. I was brought close to climax a couple more times, but I managed to hold myself back.
Aside from an hour break for dinner which was delivered to my room, I worked through the night until 3 A.M. at which point I received a text message letting me know the night was over. I was so exhausted from the long day that I collapsed on the bed and fell asleep within a few minutes.
I awoke the next morning to the afternoon sun shining across my face. My mouth tasted salty, and I felt a headache coming on. I turned my head away from the window and tried to get myself back to sleep. But once I was up, there was no going back down again. I pulled the sheet off of me and walked over to the bathroom.
I looked a bit rougher today than yesterday. My hair was a mess and my makeup was smudged. I put my hands under the faucet and splashed some water on my face. I grabbed a towel and wiped off the makeup that was running down my eyes and cheeks.
I jumped as I heard my phone ringing on the desk. I stumbled over and answered the phone.
“I hope you enjoyed your first night. I heard you did great. Now, fix your makeup, get dressed, and go grab breakfast. You can’t survive on just cum.” Pixi hung up the phone and left me speechless. I had no idea what to do with the makeup in the bathroom, and I didn’t want to think about everything that I swallowed the day before. I sighed before walking back to the bathroom and looking at the makeup on the counter.
I felt overwhelmed by the array of foundations, powders, eye liners, mascaras, lip glosses and lip sticks that were neatly organized in the corner of the bathroom counter. I peered at my face in the mirror and tried to get an idea of how Candi’s makeup was applied. After some careful studying, I turned on the faucet and used a towel to clean the remnants of makeup on my face.
Once I was looking at a clean canvas, I decided to start by brushing my hair out. My long, straight blonde hair fell down just past my shoulders. After I had brushed out the frizziness, I turned my attention back to the makeup in front of me.
I started by grabbing the foundation and a makeup sponge. Holding the bottle upside down over the sponge, a glob of foundation dripped out. I quickly turned the bottle right way up and set it down. Bringing the sponge to my face, I started dabbing it around.
My eye wasn’t very keen to makeup application, but even I could tell that my complexion looked uneven. I spent the next twenty minutes dabbing more foundation onto the sponge and applying it to my face. Finally, it started to look presentable, even though I was wearing more foundation than the previous day.
After a quick once over with the setting powder, I moved on to my eye makeup. My hand shook as I brought the eyeliner to my eyelid. I took a deep breath before using the black eyeliner to encircle my left eye first. Although it was my first time trying to be precise with eyeliner, Candi’s body had done this thousands of times. I felt my body take over as I finished my left eye and had my right eye finished soon after.
Once the eye liner was complete, I pulled out the ultra volume mascara on the counter. My body knew exactly what to do again as I brought the wand to my lashes and started applying. My mouth fell slightly open as I blinked rapidly against the wand. In a few minutes, my lashes looked long and luscious.
I leaned in close to the mirror and blinked my eyes as I realized the last thing that was missing. “Lipstick” I said to myself. I grabbed the deepest red stick and began moving it around my lips. After covering both of my lips precisely, I puckered my lips toward the mirror. I couldn’t believe how cute I looked standing in the bathroom in my black dress. My admiration wore off quickly, however, when I saw a cum stain over my right boob.
My mouth fell wide open as I stared at some leakage from the night before. I took my dress off carefully so I wouldn’t disturb my makeup that I had just spent an hour on. With my dress off, I was able to see the state of my panties and bra, which disgusted me further. I stripped down completely naked before walking to the closet.
On the top shelf, I found more matching pairs of panties and bras. I grabbed another pair in red and slid into my panties. It felt nice slipping into underwear that wasn’t stiff and crusty from my juices, as well as the juices of other people.
As I twerked my legs back and forth while sliding my panties on, I finally felt the full weight of my breasts without a bra. I could feel each bounce and jiggle as they swung freely from my chest. Even after I was finished shimmying my panties up my legs, I could feel my chest continue jiggling for a few seconds after. I needed to get a bra on immediately.
I brought the bra up over my breasts and put my arms through. I struggled as I reached behind my back and tried to clasp it shut. I couldn’t understand how girls did this every morning. I walked over to the mirror to get a closer look behind me. With my long nails and my breasts pressing against the pushup bra, I struggled to clasp it behind me. With much effort and straining, I was finally in my underwear while standing in front of the mirror again.
I could feel my stomach growling as I paused for a moment. With hunger setting in, I rushed back over to the closet and looked for something comfortable to wear. Unfortunately, Candi’s wardrobe was more about showing off her body than comfort. I grabbed a small red dress that was similar in design to the black one I wore the previous day. I slid it on and smoothed it out. After a quick adjustment of my boobs, I reached down for a matching pair of red, strappy high heels. I couldn’t believe she didn’t have one pair of flat shoes. I slid them on my feet and latched them on before returning to the bathroom one more time.
Looking at myself in the mirror, I was blown away by how beautiful I was. After being stuck in this body for the last twenty-four hours, I was starting to get used to the way I looked. In fact, I may have started to like it. I gave myself a smile in the mirror and walked to my hotel door.




Part Five: A Surprise Visit

Walking down the hall from my room, I caught an elevator and headed down to the lobby. As I exited the elevator, I saw a few other girls at the breakfast buffet helping themselves to the food. I also noticed that I was the only one wearing a dress again. Apparently, the girls staying here were much freer with their bodies than I was, although I felt just as sexualized in my high heels and short red dress. I made my way over to the buffet and helped myself to some food.
There were a few dishes that were being kept warm with a burner underneath. I scooped some scrambled eggs, hash browns, and some biscuits and gravy onto my plate. I turned around to the tables and saw one of the girls waving me over. I noticed that it was the girl from the elevator sitting with another girl. I took a deep breath, then made my way over to sit down.
“Hey there, you sure got gussied up this morning. Another early hookup?” She asked.
“I don’t even know. It feels like they just come all day.” I responded. 
“Oh my god, right! Like yesterday, this guy just showed up at my door at 2:30 A.M. totally drunk and was like, ‘is this where I get to fuck?’ I slammed the door in his face so fast he fell right on his ass.”
The other girl at the table laughed as she put her hand over her mouth. “Oh my god, Sheila, I just snorted my eggs!”
I quickly took note of her name before chiming in. “I just wanted to ask a couple of guys if they ever heard of soap or shampoo. I was literally sick from smelling their dick and pubic hairs.”
“Right!” the other girl at the table chimed, “It’s like they try to come in as gross as possible.”
I continued eating my food as Sheila leaned in next to me. “Are you feeling ok today?”
I swallowed the bite in my mouth before answering, “Yeah, I’m feeling much better now that I got the taste of sweat and balls out of my mouth.”
“And cum,” the other girl blurted. 
“Yeah and that too.” I added.
“Well, I’m glad, and you do seem better. I miss this, having breakfast and just talking. It’s better than eating alone in your room, isn’t it?”
It took me a few moments before I realized Sheila was talking to me.
“Oh! Yes, much better. Thank you.”
Sheila gave me a questioning look before going back to her food.
I finished up eating and took my plate back to the counter. I set it with the dirty dishes and passed by the table with Sheila again.
“Thanks again for letting me join you Sheila and…and…I’m sorry I didn’t catch your name?”
Sheila and the girl at her table both stared at me while looking befuddled.
“You don’t know her name?” Sheila asked.
“I’m sorry, I forgot?” I said.
“We’ve lived here for, like, years together. We’ve fucked how many of the same guys, sometimes at the same time. You’re really telling me you don’t know my name right now.”
I stared at them blankly. “I’m…sorry. I’ve just been feeling…off the last couple days.”
“I’ll say.” Sheila added.
The other girl just gave me a death stare. 
“I’m really sorry.” I said as I walked away from the table, feeling absolutely terrible.
I took my short walk back up to my room, where I fell onto my bed and closed my eyes. Even though I didn’t know the girls Candi had spent time with, I still felt like I screwed up. I clenched my fists and pursed my lips as I replayed the moment downstairs over and over again in my head. My self reflection was interrupted when I heard a knocking at the door.
I hopped out of bed and straightened my dress out before walking to the door and answering it.
“Hey there big boy…Oh…Sheila?”
Sheila put her hand forward on my chest and pushed me into the room backwards. She closed the door behind her and started whispering.
“Ok, you have to tell me what the hell is going on right now.”
“What are you talking about?”
“You forgot Jane’s name? Are you really expecting me to believe that?”
“Yeah?” I said as I stepped back next to the dresser.
“We both know that’s bullshit. Just tell me what she did to you?”
My eyes went wide as she cornered me. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth and stuttered through my sentence, “She uh…didn’t do…anything.”
Sheila crossed her arms and stared at me, unblinking.
I was relieved when I heard my phone ringing behind me. I turned around and saw that it was Pixi. I turned back to Sheila, “One minute, ok?”
She stayed planted and continued staring at me while I answered the call. I walked over to the window on the other side of the small room.
“Hello?” I answered.
“Hi there darling, I know you haven’t told Sheila anything yet and I would like to keep it that way.”
“Um, ok, and why is that?” I asked.
“Because this doesn’t concern her. For your good and hers, do not tell her anything about me or your former life. If you ever want to return to your male body again, get her out of your room right away.”
I bit my lip as I looked over at Sheila. She was trying to be a good friend to me and now I was supposed to just blow her off. I was torn, but I knew what I needed to do.
“Who was that?” Sheila asked as I hung up the phone.
“Oh, it was just my mother. I’m really tired after last night, I think I need to lay down before I start today.”
“Candi…” Sheila said, with her arms still crossed over her pink bra.
“Yes…” I answered back.
“Would you stop lying to me?”
“What?” I said while getting nervous.
“You told me your mother died when you were a baby.”
I stared at Sheila blankly. She walked over to me and grabbed my arm. Sheila lead me to the bed where we sat down.
“I’m starting to get really worried about you. I’m going to go downstairs and tell them you’re taking the day off, ok?”
“No!” I yelled back.
Sheila jumped back, surprised.
“Don’t tell anyone anything. Just leave my room. I want to be alone.” I said sternly.
“Candi…”
“Shut the fuck up and leave!” I yelled.
She stood up and did as I said. I could see the disappointment on her face as she left me alone.
I buried my face in my hands as I sat on the bed. My phone began ringing, but I ignored it as I laid back and curled up. I was feeling terrible about myself and just wanted this nightmare to end. Even though this wasn’t my life, I still felt a responsibility to not screw up the lives of other people. My eyes welled up as tears began streaming down my face.
My alone time was interrupted when I heard another knock at my door. As my phone continued ringing, I threw it on the floor and tried to calm myself down. Pixi was the last person I wanted to talk to right now. After I took a moment to breathe and compose myself, I walked over to the door and answered it.
“Hey there big boy, would you like…” I lost my words and froze as I realized who was standing at my door.
“Go on…” Chris nudged.
“Would you like…” I swallowed the saliva in my mouth as I stuttered through the rest of the sentence, “The blow job of your life?”
“Oh yeah, and much more.” Chris said as he grabbed my arm and pushed me inside the room.
He slammed the door shut and lead me over to the bed. I was at a loss for words as he sat me down in front of him.
“Have you been enjoying yourself?” He said as he pulled his pants down. I remained frozen and couldn’t find any words to answer him.
I had seen over a dozen men pull their pants down in front of me, but seeing someone occupy my body and getting naked in front of me was a new level of weird. My eyes were wide open as I stared blankly ahead at Chris, pulling his junk out of my pants. He grabbed it in his hand and started stroking.
“I’ve already had my fun looking at your body. I’m going to need you to wrap your lips around this thing and get it warmed up.”
I continued staring at him blankly.
“Now!” He exclaimed while pointing himself toward me. 
I moved my head in and braced myself before touching my lips to his head.
I closed my eyes as the not yet erect body part slid into my mouth. My body took over as my tongue began swirling around him in my mouth. I was almost glad to go into autopilot and stop thinking about what I was doing. I could hear him moan and grunt as he grew inside of me.
The log slowly grew until its head started pressing against the back of my throat. I continued sucking and moving my head back and forth until he was at his full length. Chris grabbed my hair and pulled my head off of him once he was satisfied with my performance.
“Ok, that should do.”
I swallowed the saliva that built up in my mouth and stood up in front of Chris. He grabbed my shoulders and spun me around before pushing me forward onto the bed.
“Don’t move until I’m finished. Got it?”
I submissively nodded my head as I looked back at him.
He stood completely erect as he crawled on top of me and pulled my panties down. I thought I was dreaming when I looked over my shoulder and saw my face as I was entered. I let out a squeal and clenched my fist on the bed.
Now having dozens of men to compare myself to, I realized I was actually on the larger side. I never really thought about it or had any way of knowing until now. I bit my lip as Chris began thrusting himself in and out of me.
It didn’t take long for my middle to become aroused and wet from the stimulation. I realized the sensations were stronger when I clenched between my legs, so I tried to remain as loose as possible. There was no way I wanted to risk slipping over the edge to an orgasm.
“Tighten up your pussy, I’m not feeling enough.” Chris said as he slapped my right cheek. 
I squealed from the sting on my butt and did as he ordered me to. My arousal became much more intense immediately after listening to Chris. I started breathing heavier as he pumped in and out harder. As I felt myself building toward a release, I could also feel Chris straining to hold his back. I bit my lip and just hoped he would go before I did.
We were both moaning and breathing heavily as he rocked on top of me as hard as he could. I could feel myself ready to go at any second when Chris finally started squirting inside of me. My body was frustrated that he came, but I was relieved because most men would pull out at this point. However, this wasn’t most men.
Chris didn’t skip a beat as he pulsed inside of me. The combination of his penetrating and throbbing member was too much for me to handle. I started screaming and clenched the sheets as I felt a wave come over me. This was finally it. Chris had pushed me over the edge.
Even as I felt him shrinking slowly inside of me, he continued pumping himself in and out as hard as he could manage. My whole body clenched and tightened as he made me feel like a real woman. My breathing slowed as my chest and abdomen shook. Feeling the intensity of the orgasm, I tried to crawl away from Chris. But he grabbed my arm and made sure to keep pumping in and out until I was completely finished.
After my intense climax finally came to an end, my breathing normalized and my body loosened up again. Chris was almost shrunken down to his pre-erect state when he finally pulled himself out. I curled up in a ball as he stood up off of the bed and stared down at me.
“What the hell did you just do to me?” I said, as I shivered.
“What I had to. I’m not going back into that body again.” He said.
“What about Candi?”
“I looked her up and found out that she killed herself while drunk driving in my corvette. There is no Candi anymore. There’s just you and me.”
“But what about my life?”
“I guess I’ll have to put up with your shitty apartment and the rest of your shit life for a while, but I’d rather have that and fuck other people than get fucked like a whore daily.”
I was at a loss for words and just stared at Chris as he pulled up his pants.
“I’ve been in your life the last 24 hours and believe me, it’s nothing special. If you’re lucky, I’ll actually turn this body into something.” He said as he finished buttoning.
I had enough with this man that just stole my life and insulted me in the process. I felt like I had nothing to lose at this point and lunged at him from the bed. We fell into the dresser and collapsed onto the floor. I started slapping and scratching as I sat on top of him.
My brain had become so meshed with the body I was occupying that I fought like Candi. Chris shielded my hits for a few moments before throwing me off of him. I squealed as I hit the floor next to Chris. He stood up and straightened his shirt before walking over to the door. I stood up and ran toward him again.
Now that Chris was ready for me, he braced himself before impact. Chris wrapped me up in his arms before shoving me down to the floor again. I was completely hopeless against him and laid in defeat.
“Have a nice life.” Chris said as he walked out the door and slammed it shut.
Tears started welling up again as the full weight of what had just happened sunk in. I put my face in my arms and sobbed as I laid on the floor. My eyes shot open as I heard a ring from my phone. I crawled over to my phone on the floor and answered as fast as I could.
“Hello?” I answered while panicking. 
“Hi there. How are you feeling?” Pixi responded calmly.
My eyes started tearing up again as I responded, “Chris fucked me.”
“I know darling, I was trying to warn you, but you wouldn’t take my call.”
“He made me…cum.” I said, sniffling.
“I know.”
“Does that mean…”
“Yes…”
“So he’s staying in my body and I’m staying…”
“Yes, yes, now calm down. It isn’t that bad.”
I started crying harder and dropped my head back down to the floor. “Is there any way I can get back to my body? Just tell me, is there anything I can do?”
“I’m sorry, darling, but that’s just not possible. But, I did hear great things about your performance yesterday and I want you to know that you still have a job here. You also have girls that care about you and a place to stay as long as you follow the rules.”
“What rules?” I said while sniffling.
“The same as before, minus the part about orgasming. Feel free to explore as much as you’d like, darling.”
“I don’t know if I can do this.”
“Well, no one is going to keep you here. If you want to stay, you know what you have to do. If you want to leave, I wish you the best.”
“Can I think about it?”
“Sure, but your next client is coming up right now, so you’ll have to decide soon.”
Pixi ended the call while I continued laying on the floor. I ran through my options in my head, but I already knew what I had to do. When I heard the knock at the door, I wiped the smudged makeup from my eyes and stood up. I checked myself in the mirror to make sure I wasn’t a complete wreck before answering the door.
“Hey there big boy, are you ready for the blow job of your life?”




Epilogue

At breakfast the next morning, I found Sheila sitting at her table again. I grabbed some breakfast at the buffet before joining her. She glared at me as she continued eating her breakfast. I looked down and took a couple of bites before apologizing to her.
“Look, I know I was totally out of line yesterday and I was a complete bitch to you, but I just wanted to say I’m sorry and I hope that you’ll forgive me.”
“Yeah, you were a real bitch.” She agreed.
“I know, I’m really sorry.”
Sheila smiled and turned to me, “You know I can’t stay mad at you.”
I smiled back and leaned in for a hug. After a warm embrace, we chatted while finishing our breakfast. It felt amazing to have a real friend that listened and cared for me.
After finishing our breakfast, we made our way back to the elevator and up to our floor.
“It’s been a while since we’ve worked together.” Sheila said as we stepped off the elevator.
“Are we allowed to do that?” I asked.
Sheila rolled her eyes and gave me a look. “Oh my god Candi, it’s like aliens abducted you and put someone else in your body. Yes, boys love it when we do.”
“Oh yeah, Ok. Let’s do it.” I said as I smiled and followed behind Sheila.
I noticed that Shiela’s room was nearly identical to my own as we walked in. Sheila went into her bathroom to check her makeup while I walked over to her bed and sat down. It wasn’t long before we heard a knock coming from the door.
She walked out of the bathroom while fixing her boobs. “Are you ready?”
“Of course!” I responded as I sat up from the bed.
Sheila walked over to the door and opened it. A dark-haired male in his late forties was waiting at the door.
“Please come in.” Sheila invited.
He walked in but froze when he saw me on the bed. “You’re both here for me?”
“You’ve got it, big boy.” I said, as I invited him to sit down on the bed.
Sheila walked over next to me as I stood in front of our guest. We looked at each other before pushing him onto his back. Sheila jumped on him as I began pulling down his pants. I could hear Sheila moaning loudly as she began making out with our customer.
Sheila looked down at me as I pulled the customer’s pants and underwear down to his ankles. She giggled as I stared at his rod that was standing straight up already. I swallowed the saliva in my mouth before plunging my head down onto him.
I moved my head back and forth while swirling my tongue around in circles. Sheila and I both moaned in sync with each other as we sucked on different parts of his body. It didn’t take long before I felt pressure building in my mouth.
I felt a tap on my shoulder and looked up while my mouth was occupied. I could see that Sheila had climbed on top of the man and planted her middle right on top of his face. She smiled as she ran her fingers through her hair and arched her back.
I pulled my head off of him as I tasted pre-cum starting to leak out. I pulled down my lace panties and pulled up my dress before sitting on his lap, face to face with Sheila. I brought my hands up to my head and ran my fingers through my hair as his large rod slid inside of me. I let out a long, slow moan as I began rocking up and down.
Sheila’s face was flushed as she whined and screamed from the pleasure she was feeling. I could tell from her expressions that she was right on the edge of orgasm as she closed her eyes and brought her focus inward. Her body began shaking as she lost her breath and jerked her body.
I could feel my own climax approaching as I bounced up and down on the rock hard member below me. I could feel sensations building as it slid in and out increasingly harder. I was aching for another release and I could almost taste it.
I could feel his rod tense up before it began pulsing and squirting liquid inside of me. Letting out an involuntary whine, I felt him unloading everything he had built up. I was overcome with frustration as I realized I was the only one in the room who wasn’t going to orgasm right now.
I continued moving up and down on the man as Sheila scooted off of his face and onto the bed. Even though I could feel him shrinking inside of me, I want to stay planted as long as possible. Sheila pulled me off as he sat up on the bed. All I could think about was filling myself again and getting the climax I know I deserved.




Books By This Author

Becoming the Girl of His Dreams
 
Have you ever had a sissy dream that felt so real that you couldn’t distinguish it from reality? Have you ever wished that your dreams would become your new reality?
In ‘Becoming the Girl of His Dreams’, we meet a kind hearted closeted crossdresser who works at a diner. The protagonist has a strange encounter with a mysterious woman who informs him that all of his dreams will come true. After brushing off the comment as some sort of vague encouragement, he returns home and falls into a deep sleep. In his dream, his nails are painted bright pink and become much longer and more feminine. When he awakes the next morning, he is shocked to find his nails matching what he saw in his dream. Thinking that someone is pulling a prank on him, he tries to hide his nails while at work and figure it out later. With each passing night, he continues dreaming that he is being turned into a woman and finding those dreams manifesting in real life. From every bit of body hair magically vanishing from his body to a set of DD boobs appearing on his chest, he soon finds himself unrecognizable as the man he once was. His hair turns blonde and grows a foot over night and permeant makeup is painted on his face that will not come off. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight against the female dominator that keeps appearing in his dreams. Will the sissy find a way to reverse the changes or have to learn how to live as the woman that he has always dreamt of becoming?
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’.
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 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. 
His Favorite Toy
 
Have you ever fantasized about serving a rich and powerful man as his sissy lover? Do you wish you could wear a French maid’s dress, stockings, high heels, and makeup everyday while serving the man of your dreams? 

In ‘His Favorite Toy’, we meet a sissy named Bridget who lives on a private island with her master, Conner. While living on the island, Bridget performs the duties of a maid while servicing any and all of her master’s needs. With a special room full of tie ups and gags, Bridget is always kept on her toes wondering when she might be ravaged next. When a new maid named Rachel arrives on the island, Bridget takes it upon herself to mentor the new sissy and show her the ropes. As they begin to bond and form a unique relationship of their own, they start to realize that something has changed on the island. Although they continue to fool around and explore BDSM in their love making sessions with Conner, it becomes clear that something is bothering the man of their dreams. Embark on a journey to the Caribbean where we experience a steamy love triangle between two sissies and their devoted master. 

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.
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?
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?
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?
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.
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.
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. 
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.
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.
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.
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.
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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