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Chapter 1

My name is Billie Jean the mattress king, but more recently I’ve come to be known as the BJ queen. A few weeks ago, I would’ve laughed at the thought of being referred to with such a name. But today, I’m at peace with who I have become. As I found myself struggling to grasp my new identity, I began recalling the events that led me to where I find myself on my knees everyday. After giving some time to reflect, I am ready to reveal my transformation from Billie Jean the mattress king to the Blow Job Queen.

In late November, I owned and operated a small town mattress store called ‘The Mattress King’. The company operated out of a store front that was sandwiched between a nail salon and a Chinese restaurant. Although the rent was low, I had been finding it more and more difficult to meet the bills that were piling up. During the month of October, I was forced to let go of my secretary as well as the other salesman who worked with me. The store became my life as I came in early and stayed late every night, hoping that just one more customer would walk through the door.

Over Black Friday and the proceeding weekend, I had decided to run a promotion in hopes that the increase in sales would cover the twenty five percent discount that was offered. Feeling like this was my last shot, I decided to go all out and spend what little money I had left on marketing materials. After printing over five hundred fliers and having several signs made up, I put the advertisements up around town and set up my signs in the busier intersections. I even hired someone for the weekend to wear a costume shaped like a mattress on the street in front of my store. If there was any hope left for my store, this was it.

On Friday, November 25th, I opened up earlier than usual and eagerly stood at the back wall of the store. Facing the floor to ceiling glass windows and glass doors that made up the store front, I looked out on the parking lot and street behind it. The smile on my face began to fade as the morning turned to afternoon without a single customer walking through my door.

As the day progressed, I kept myself busy by checking to make sure that my products were clean and presented as well as they could be. My most expensive and visually alluring mattresses were placed up front while my sale items were in the back of the store. Over lunch, I hastily ate the turkey sandwich I brought with while watching the front door. After scarfing down my meal, I stood back on guard and continued looking over my products.

At the close of Black Friday, I found myself without a single sale to show for. I hoped that it was a fluke and that the next day would be brighter, but it was not the case. Saturday was as slow as Friday, despite the signs, flyers, and mascot out front. I began feeling a sinking feeling in my stomach as I thought about everything that I had put into this weekend and what I was getting in return. After closing the store on Saturday, I took a deep breath and hoped that Sunday would save me from bankruptcy.

When I awoke on Sunday morning, I immediately noticed that it was a downpour outside. I had mixed feelings about the weather and hoped that a rainy day would create more shoppers. The mascot I had hired for the weekend was a no show for work, but with the thunderstorms outside, I couldn’t blame him.

After opening the store, I took my place at the back and nervously waited. Everything I had was on the line. If this weekend didn’t turn around quickly, I would find it very difficult to stay open through the end of the year. My dream of owning and operating my own company would be shattered and I would have to find something else just to feed myself.

I tapped my foot as I watched the rain fall outside of the windows. After hours of standing in my store alone, a woman pulled into a parking spot close to the front door. She put an umbrella out after opening her door and hurried inside. As she stepped into the store and brought the umbrella down, I caught a glimpse of how beautiful this woman was.

Her long blonde hair was curled and fell in waves down to her mid back. Perfect posture in her short black dress and high heel sandals greatly accentuated her hourglass figure and perky breasts. I stood amazed as I watched the woman shiver before proceeding to a mattress at the front of the store.

As she put her hands onto the mattress in front of her to feel the firmness, I walked up and introduced myself.

“Hello, how are you doing today ma’am?” I said as I walked up to the other side of the mattress she was studying.

Her long dark lashes fluttered before her eyes locked onto me. “I’m just looking for a new mattress.” She responded.

“Well, you’ve come to the right place. Is there anything specific you’re looking for?” I asked.

“I guess I just want something popular and that most people would be comfortable on.” She said.

“This one right here is one of my most popular mattresses. It has a memory foam that cradles your curves and adjusts to your specific shape. Just picture yourself sleeping on a cloud…”

“That sounds really expensive.” She inserted.

“As far as price goes, this one is about middle of the line. For a queen you would be looking at $999.99, and for a king it would be $1099.99.”

The woman tilted her head sideways as she looked down at the mattress. I could tell the price was more than she was hoping for. “We do have payment plans and we are offering some discounts for the holiday weekend.” I added.

“Oh…What kind of discount could you work out for me?” She asked.

“Well, everything is already marked down 25%, but I could take off another 10% if you wanted to do something right now.”

The woman’s deep blue eyes were outlined with a jet black eyeliner that shimmered with a flash of lightning. She looked deep into my eyes as she walked around the mattress and stood a couple feet away from me.

“Would if I did something for you.” She said seductively.

I pulled at the collar of my shirt as I felt myself heating up. “Um, what do you mean.”
She took another step forward and brought her hand to my crotch. My eyes nearly popped out of my head as this beautiful woman touched my most intimate of body parts in the middle of my store. I froze in place as she slowly moved her hand up and down.

“Would if I blow you right here. Right now.” She said.

I began breathing heavier as I swelled up in her hand. My thoughts started to feel clouded as I looked into her eyes.

“That…Um…I could, uh…I guess I could maybe do something more to you…I mean for you…” I said stumbling through my words.

She kept her eyes locked onto me as she unbuttoned my pants and began unzipping them. I peeked over her shoulder to see that the coast was clear outside. In all my years owning this store, I had never done anything close to what was about to happen.

She knelt down in front of me and brought her red painted lips to my member. I flinched as I felt her lips encircle me and begin sliding down the shaft. My eyes closed reactively as I began swimming in the sensations coming from my middle. Within a few seconds, I grew fully erect and felt a release building.

I still can’t figure out what got into me that day. In my business, I felt compelled to take financial risks just to stay afloat. But, in my personal life, I tended to play it safe. I would’ve never thought about letting a woman blow me in the middle of my store in broad daylight. However, with the way that this weekend was turning out, I felt like I had nothing to lose anymore. I knew my business was on the brink of bankruptcy and that this would most likely be the month before I would close up shop. I guess I just wanted to feel something other than misery.

I began whimpering as I felt her tongue tickling the underside of my member. As the climax approached, my knees began to shake and my breathing became irregular. She cupped my undercarriage and squeezed gently as the first drops began to drip into her mouth. I groaned as squirts began exiting my member and entering the woman’s mouth in front of me. My knees bent slightly and my abdomen contracted while she sucked every last bit of liquid out of me. Feeling a wave of relief, I brought my hand up to my face. 
After rubbing my face, I opened my eyes and looked down. The woman was smiling while looking up at me with a mouth full. She opened her mouth and extended her tongue to show the fruit of her labor. A few seconds later, she brought her tongue back into her mouth and swallowed everything inside. A “Wow” escaped my mouth reactively. I couldn’t believe what just happened.

“Yeah, I get that a lot.” She said as she stood back up in front of me. 
“That was incredible.” I said.

“Thanks for making it so easy. Now, where were we…” she said.

“Well, I was going to take another 10% off, but I can go ahead and make it 20% so that would be a $200 discount for the queen bed.”

“Really, that’s it? Usually my rate is $250.”

“Your rate?” I asked.

“Yeah? That’s what my daddy makes me charge.”

“Your daddy?” I said confused.

It suddenly hit me. She was a prostitute.

“You have a pimp?” I asked.

“Yeah, and he’ll be really upset if I don’t get at least $250. Tips are also appreciated.”

“I Uh…I…I…” I was lost for words as I realized why she was so willing to blow me. I had never slept with or done anything with a prostitute before, but now that was over. “I uh, I guess I could…Take off another $50.” I said.

“Oh that would be amazing…” She stopped as she heard her phone ringing. “Just one second.”

The woman stepped away as she answered the call. I couldn’t help but overhear her conversation in my empty store.

“Hi daddy.”

“What, right now?”

“But, I was getting a new bed like you…”

“No, I was just about to…”

“But you know I need one…”
“Daddy, I told you I needed one.”

“You said I could.”

“Oh my god, fine.”

“I said fine, I’ll be right there.” She said before hanging up the phone.

“Is everything alright?” I asked.

“Yeah, no, it’s alright. I have to meet with a client.” She answered.

“Oh, ok. So do you need to pick up the mattress later then?”

“My daddy is being stupid and said not to right now. So I’m not sure. I really do want it.”

“Well, It’ll be waiting right here for you.” I said.

“Ok thanks, I guess you could just pay me cash for now then.” She said.

“Pay you?” I said confused.

“Yeah…for the blow job I just gave you…” She said while staring at me.

“But, I didn’t think I was going to pay you, I was going to give you a discount.”

“So, what’s the difference…”

“I don’t have any cash on me.”
“You’re kidding right. There’s no cash in this store?” She asked.

“It’s been a rough go the last few months. I put everything I had into this weekend hoping for more sales but so far there’s been nothing.” I responded.

“Daddy is not going to be happy if you don’t pay me…” She said while crossing her arms.

“I’m sorry, just hold on…” I said while opening up my wallet. As I looked inside, I found a twenty, a ten, a five, and two ones. “Look, I have $37 on me if this helps.”
She snatched it from my hand and stuffed it into her purse. “If I know my daddy, this isn’t going to cut it. You better come up with the rest before he comes back.” She turned and stormed out of the store back to her car parked out front. I felt a sinking feeling in my stomach as I watched the woman leave. Not only had I failed to make a single sale the entire weekend, but now I was in debt to a pimp that was apparently going to pay me a visit.


Chapter 2

Aside from the occasional sound of thunder, the rest of the day passed quietly with me alone in my store. I tapped my foot as I stood in the back and nervously anticipated someone to enter the front door. My hopes of customers coming in and purchasing a mattress had faded to fear of a debt collector showing up and threatening me. As the day turned to night, I nervously checked my watch every few minutes, waiting anxiously for 9 p.m. to come.

At 8:45, I decided that I had had enough and decided to close a few minutes early. I turned off the lights and locked the front door before making my way out the back. The thunderstorms had turned to a lingering drizzle in the cool night air as I stepped outside and looked around. Seeing that the coast was clear, I turned to the back door and put my key in the lock. As I turned the key, I felt the presence of someone approaching behind me quickly. I turned around to see a large figure five feet away and moving in swiftly.

I put my hands out in front of me to try and keep some distance between me and the aggressor, but they brushed my arms aside and brought their right fist to my stomach. I felt a sharp pain in my abdomen as I fell to the ground. As their leg went back for a kick to my stomach, I put my hand out to block the blow. With the force they had coming toward me, I barely softened the kick to my chest.

After a second kick to my stomach, the figure leaned down to my face.

“You were supposed to pay one of my girls today. Where’s the money.”

I coughed as I tried to catch my breath and process what was happening.

“I…I…” I gasped for my breath while holding my stomach.

“Where the fuck is my money!” They continued.

“I…I’ll…I’ll get it.” I said.

“How stupid do you think I am?” He said. “I’m going to get it one way or another.”

He turned and whistled behind him. I kept my head down as I slowly regained my breath.

“Just…Just wait. I can get it. Trust me, I can get it for you.” I said while sitting up and putting my hands out. 
The man pushed my hands aside and began patting down my pockets. After finding my wallet, he pulled it out and began riffling through it.

“Shit man, you’re fucking worthless.”

“Look, I don’t have anything right now, but I can sell some things and get it for you.”
“Roxy said you haven’t sold a God Damn thing the entire weekend. What makes you think you’re selling something now.” He said as another figure approached and stood next to him.

“I’ll put things on sale and do whatever I have to. I can get you what you want, just please…”
“The fuck you will.” The man said while staring at me, “It says everything’s on sale in there already. You’re a lying sack of shit.” The man turned to the one next to him and continued, “Let’s get this loser back to the house. We’ll figure something out back there.”

The other man grabbed my legs and lifted my bottom half off the ground. Between the two men, they had no problem lifting me up and carrying me to their Escalade in the parking lot.  I tried to fight and protest, but they squeezed harder and kept an iron grip on me. Within a minute, they threw me in the trunk and pulled out some zip ties. After securing my legs, they held my arms down and tightened a zip tie around my wrists. As I screamed and protested, they stuffed a ball gag into my mouth and locked it behind my head. When the trunk was closed with me inside, I thought to myself, ‘there is no way this day can get any worse’.


Chapter 3

With the dark tinted windows in the black Escalade under the moonlit night, I had trouble making out where we were going. I struggled against the zip ties for a few minutes, but when they started to cut off circulation, I decided to save my energy. Using my hands that were tied behind me, I sat up in the trunk and tried to surveil where we were.

It looked like we were somewhere on the south side of town judging by the look of the run down houses we passed by. I tended to stay out of this area because of the rampant crime and occasional shootings that took place. After a few minutes, I heard a voice from the front seat.

“Get your fucking head down right fucking now!”

I dropped down immediately and curled up into a ball. After another several minutes of driving, I could feel the vehicle turn and back into a driveway.

Moments later, the two men exited the vehicle and opened the trunk where I laid tied up. One of the men grabbed my legs while the other grabbed my shoulders. They carried me through the garage and into a house.

As I entered the home, I was overcome with an array of smells. Several perfumes were strong in the air as we walked through a kitchen area. A few girls sat at a table made up and dressed in what I would’ve considered slutty clothing at the time. They watched as I was carried through the kitchen to a hallway that lead to the front entrance way.

Across from the front door was a stairway that lead up to the second level of the home. The two men grunted before lugging me up the stairs and bringing me down another hallway with a few doors on each side. At the end of the hallway, they stopped before knocking on a wooden double door. Moments later, we heard a woman yell out to “come in!”

As we stepped inside I noticed a large man with a dark complexion laying in a California king bed. Three woman were lounging around him wearing only bikini bottoms and 4.5 inch high heel stilettos. The man yelled out from the bed, “What d’ya got?”

The men dropped me on a rug in the middle of the room before answering. 
“This asshole didn’t pay up.” One of the men answered.

“Why didn’t you mess him up and get it out of him?” The boss asked. 
“The fucking guy is broke.”

“No cash?”

“None.”

“Well what the fuck are ya gonna do with him?” The boss asked.

“I don’t fucking know. That’s why we brought him in.”

“Daddy.” One of the girls chimed in. “Michelle did move out to the street this week.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” He said turning his head to the woman next to him in bed.

“You could tie him up where Michelle was and let him earn your money back.”

“Who would want a fucking blow job from this piece of shit?” He asked.

“I bet if we made him up real pretty, you could charge twenty five bucks for head. Some guys might even pay more if they’re into that.”

The large man stroked his chin as he laid in bed thinking.

“It was just a thought.” The woman added.

“Shit, I like it. At least we’ll get something out of him then. Why don’t you take a couple of girls and do your thing with him. The guys will supervise to make sure he doesn’t try anything.”

The two men nodded as the woman stepped out of bed and put her pink push up bra on. One of the men cut the zip tie around my legs and pulled me up to my feet. They each took a shoulder and escorted me out of the room behind the woman.

She pointed into a bathroom at the end of the upstairs hall while walking past it.

“I’m gonna go grab Meg and Danielle, I’ll be right back.” She said.

The two men brought me into the bathroom and sat me down on the toilet. I sat reluctantly and continued breathing heavily through the ball gag. After a few minutes, the woman returned with two others.

“Ew this is the guy? Are you serious Misty?” Meg asked. 

“Yeah. Come on, it’ll make daddy like so happy if we can make him look like one of us.” Misty responded.

“I guess we can try.” Danielle added.

“Now, we need to get those gross clothes off him before we start. Fellas, can you help us out?” Misty asked sweetly.

The guys rolled their eyes before pulling at my button up shirt. I struggled against their grip as they ripped the buttons off one by one. After my chest was exposed, they used a knife to cut the material off of me. Next, they pulled my pants down and removed my underwear. I turned beet red as I sat naked in the small bathroom.

The girls began giggling as they caught sight of me.

“Ok, maybe it won’t be that hard.” Meg said while giggling.

“Yeah, we can easily make that look like a clitty.” Danielle added.

“Ok girls, let’s grab the nair and get started.” Misty said. "Can you get him into the tub, that’ll make this way easier."

The two men pulled me over to the tub and helped me step inside. With the embarrassment I was feeling and the lingering pain in my chest and stomach, I wasn’t in a fighting mood. I stood in the shower and watched as the girls walked over. They began squirting white liquid into their hands and rubbing around my entire body, except for the hair on top of my head. They were thorough and made sure to cover every square inch of my body before stepping back and washing their hands off. Misty ordered me to stand still as we waited for a timer to go off.

After a few minutes, a timer rang out and they turned the shower on. In moments, white foam carrying all of my body hair washed off of me and down the drain. The tips of my toes to the top of my forehead had become smooth and hairless. Standing completely naked without my body hair, I began shivering the moment the water was turned off.

The girls wrapped a towel around me and helped me out of the shower before sitting me back on the toilet lid. Feeling cramped, Misty asked if the two men could wait outside of the bathroom.

“We’ll let you know if he tries to put up a fight.” Misty said. “But you don’t look like you want to deal with them again do you?”

I shook my head no with the ball gag still secured in my mouth.

The two men stepped out of the bathroom before closing the door behind them.


Chapter 4

Pulling out an array of powders, brushes, and tubes of liquid, the girls lined the bathroom counter with all of their makeup. They began by holding bottles up to my face and figuring out where I fell on the color spectrum. After figuring out I was closest to beige, they began setting aside a few bottles and tubes.

“Ok, we’re gonna have to take this thing off, but keep your mouth shut, got it?” Misty ordered.

I rolled my eyes before nodding my head in agreement. I couldn’t believe I was taking orders from some whore I just met, but what option did I have while naked and tied up with two large men guarding the door. After my mouth was freed, I swallowed the saliva that had built up in my mouth and stretched my jaw. I still wasn’t used to it being propped open for such a long period.

The girls wasted no time and began applying primer to my face and neck. I closed my eyes as they quickly rubbed it in and began preparing the next step. Using a brush, the girls applied liquid foundation around my face and neck. They brought the foundation down to my collar bone and blended it, creating a smooth transition of color.

Once the foundation was complete, they began using another set of brushes for setting powder. After the base was complete, they began applying blush and beginning with my eye makeup. They kept my eye shadow and eyeliner dark black, but used a soft pink for the blush on my cheek bones. Once my eyes were outlined and given a smokey texture around my eyelids, Meg carefully set fake lashes overtop of mine. Using a thin line of glue, she made sure that they were set before applying full volume mascara.

While Meg was tending to my lashes, Danielle meticulously colored in my eye brows. Using a light brown color, Danielle delicately drew in a thin brown line where my eyebrows used to be. It felt odd not having any eye brows, but nothing about this day was feeling normal anymore.

Misty appeared anxious as she worked on my lips and struggled to keep a focused look on her face. Using a dark red lip liner, she attentively circled my lips before filling them in with matching dark red lipstick. After finishing, she stood back and looked over my face.

“It honestly doesn’t look that bad.” Misty said.

“Yeah, I didn’t think this would work before, but hell, I think a lot of guys would stick their dick in there.” Meg added.

The sound of her talking about dicks entering my mouth sent a shiver down my spine.

“Don’t be such a baby. Just think of it as sucking on a lollypop. Only, you get paid for it.” Danielle said.

“Danielle, can you go grab one of your wigs. I think a dirty blonde would suit him.”
“You don’t wanna do extensions?” She asked.

“That’ll take a while, and I think daddy will be impressed if we get him started tonight.” Misty responded.

“Ok, true.”

Danielle exited the bathroom and reappeared a few moments later with a wig in hand.

“That’s perfect!” Misty exclaimed.

“Oh my god yes!” Meg agreed.

Danielle handed Misty a hair net and brought the wig over to me. After Misty brought the net over my head and encapsulated my wavy brown hair inside, Danielle placed the wig overtop of my head. I felt strands of dirty blonde hair fall down my neck and rest on my mid back. Danielle pulled the hair in front off to the side and used a bobby pin to hold it in place.

“It’s even better than I imagined it!” Misty shouted. “Just one more final touch before we get her dressed.” 
‘Her?’ I thought to myself. ‘Did she really just refer to me as a her?’ I couldn’t believe what they were talking about. I felt shellshocked as I sat on the toilet seat and tried to process what was happening. I kept waiting for an opportunity to escape, but I was starting to wonder if it would even be possible when they were done with me. I watched blankly as they used another tube and spread the white liquid around the inside edge of my wig. As I heard them mention the words “Super glue”, I began getting anxious and squirming on the toilet seat. 

“Hey! Don’t make me call them back in here.” Misty yelled as she held the wig in place.

“Believe me, you do not want to fuck with them.” Meg added. 
I forced myself to stop and sit calmly as the super glue dried.


Chapter 5

After my face was put on and my wig was secured, the girls stood me up and walked me out of the bathroom. We stepped outside where the two men were still waiting for us. 
“We need to go get him dressed now.” Misty said.

The two men nodded and followed behind us down the hall.

As we stepped inside of one of the bedrooms, Misty guided me over to her bed and sat me down.

“Give me a couple heels, I need to see what she’ll fit into the best.”

Meg walked to the closet and pulled out a strappy stiletto sandal and a black pump. Bringing them over, she held each up to my feet.

“It looks like the pump is close.” Danielle said.

“See if it fits.” Misty said.

Danielle brought the pump under my foot and slid it on. “It looks a little tight, but it works.”

“That’s perfect, that means she’ll fit into those boots I used to wear.” Misty said sounding excited.

“Yas!” Meg screamed.

Danielle, Meg, and Misty stepped over to the closet and began pulling out some possible outfits as I sat on the bed. I looked over to the door and saw the two guards still waiting and watching my every move. I sighed as I sat on the bed waiting for whatever was next.

Misty stepped back over and held out a pair of pink panties for me to step into. After looking at the guards again, I reluctantly stepped in and stood up. Misty pulled the panties all the way up until they rode up between my cheeks. Thankfully, the front was just large enough to hold everything inside. 
Meg stepped over a few moments later with a pair of leather thigh high stiletto boots. My eyes went wide as she set them down and gestured for me to put my feet inside. Misty sat me back down on the bed and took the right foot while Meg took the left. Putting one foot in at a time, they slid each boot all the way up before working on the lacing. Without a zipper, the laces ran up the back from just above the heel to midway up my thighs. After a few minutes, the 5 inch stiletto boots were tightly laced onto my feet and legs. 
As I looked down over the boots, Danielle walked in front of me and held out a matching pink bra to the panties that I was wearing. “Wait, how’s this going to work?” She asked.

“Yeah, we need to cut him free.” Misty said, “Hey boys, a little assistance here.”

The two guards walked in and stood on each side of me. After they each grabbed an arm, they pulled me to my feet and cut the zip tie.

I had never walked in high heels before and couldn’t help but wobble as I stood for the first time. The guards kept me upright as Danielle slid each bra strap over my shoulders and clasped it behind me. She adjusted the straps before stepping back next to Meg and Misty.

“She’s missing something…” Meg said.

“More like two somethings…” Misty agreed. “Do you still have those forms you used to wear?”

“I haven’t used them in forever, but I might.” Meg said.

Meg walked back to the closet and began moving bras and panties around as she searched. 
“Here they are!” She yelled.

“Yes, let’s see how they look.” Misty said.

Meg stepped in front of me and slid two breast forms into my bra. After making sure they were even, she stepped back by the girls.

“That does help like a lot.” Danielle said.

“For sure, but we need to make sure they don’t slip out. Can you take care of that while I grab her a dress.” Misty asked.

Danielle nodded before walking in front of me. “Can you put her on the bed, it’ll be a lot easier.”

The two guards brought me down to the bed and pushed me on my back. Danielle pulled my bra down before jumping on top of me. Using a tube of super glue, she lathered the underside of the fake breasts before setting them back on my chest. Using her hands, she held the fake breasts in place until the super glue took effect.

Feeling that the breast forms were now stuck, Danielle sat up and ordered me to do the same. Immediately, I could feel the extra weight pulling from my chest. Seeing my discomfort, Danielle slid the bra back in place and adjusted the straps around my shoulders.

“Ok almost done.” Misty said while holding a short red dress. Danielle and Meg pulled me to my feet while Misty brought the dress over my head. She was careful not to disturb the wig or any of the makeup that they had just worked so hard on. The form fitting material hugged my chest and hips but only came down to my upper thighs where the boots cut off. Misty pulled the zipper up the back before stepping back with the girls and staring at me.

“We are good.” Meg said.

“Yeah I’d say he’s pretty fuckable now.” Danielle agreed.

“There’s only one way to find out.” Misty said. "Do either of you boys wanna take a test run?”

The two guards looked at each other. One looked clearly uncomfortable with the question, but the other did not look as disinterested. 
“Shit, I could.” One of the guards said.

I watched in horror as the guard pulled his zipper down and exposed himself to the room. Bringing his hand to the top of my head, he began applying pressure until my knees gave in and lowered my body. 
Putting my hands on his, I tried to protest. “No no no…Wait…isn’t there anything else we can do…” I said.

“What the fuck do you think. This is how you’ll earn your money and we need to know what your worth.” The guard said.

“But, can’t we just…” I said before getting cut off mid sentence.

“Shut the fuck up, and if I feel even one of your teeth, I’ll knock em all out. Understood?”

I swallowed the saliva in my mouth as I came face to face with the guard’s cock in front of me. Using his hand behind my head, he brought me forward until my lips slowly met his tip and began encircling it.

The room watched as I began giving head to the guard that beat me just two hours prior. I wanted nothing more than to bite his dick off and run out of this place, but his threat about knocking my teeth out felt too specific to ignore. I kept my mouth propped open as far as I could as he moved me up and down his shaft. 

Although I was pulling back with my neck, his arm kept forcing my head deeper and deeper as we continued. He would push my head down, release the tension and allow me to pull my head back, only to push my head down again slightly further. He continued this until my lips began getting tickled by his untamed pubic hairs directly in front of me. 
Trying to escape the situation I found myself in, I closed my eyes and wished that this nightmare would end. But, as I closed my eyes, I felt a sharp slap across my face. After looking up, I realized it was the guard I was sucking.

“Keep your eyes up, whore.” He ordered.

My eyes became misty from the stinging but I opened them as I was told and looked up at the guard. After making eye contact, he began looking upward and making grunting noises. Whimpers escaped my mouth as I knew what was coming at any moment.

Suddenly, a salty taste entered my mouth. The first drips of pre cum were leaking out and paving the way for the rest. I braced myself as a wave of fluid began entering my mouth. I felt a gagging sensation as his rod pressed down my throat while my mouth continued to fill with his juices. Keeping a tight grip on my wig, he held my head in place until every drip had left his cock.

After looking down at me again and insuring I was watching him, he released my head from his grip.

“Now show me it.” He ordered.

After my lips parted with his cock, I opened my mouth as he instructed. 
“Show everyone else too.” He ordered.

I turned and faced the rest of the room. The girls grinned as they watched me.

“Swallow it bitch.” The guard ordered.

I closed my lips but struggled to swallow the cum. After much effort and anguish, I forced myself to swallow everything in my mouth.

“Open up.” He ordered after I had finished.

I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue.

“Not bad for a first time.” The guard said to the others. “Do exactly as I told you every time you give head, understood?”

I nodded my head while my eyes stayed on his feet in front of me. I felt completely broken by this man that just used me.


Chapter 6

After fixing my lipstick that was smudged on the guard’s cock, the girls did one more once over to make sure I was presentable for daddy. Once they approved, the guards each grabbed an arm and escorted me back down the hallway with the girls right behind. Misty walked up and knocked on the door before peaking her head through.

Once Misty gestured for us to come, we stepped inside and walked up to the bed where daddy still laid with his favorite girls. Misty slinked back into her place on the right side of daddy before he addressed me.

“Shit man, you do look like one of them bitches. You did that Misty?” Daddy said.

She nodded her head and smiled.

“Damn girl. And how does he perform.” Daddy asked.

“Good” the guard blurted. “It was…good.”
“Is she a $25 girl?” He asked.

“I’d say so.” The guard agreed.

“Alright bitch, we’ll charge $25 for each dick you suck. So if you owe me $250 that means you gotta suck about 50 dicks to pay me back.” Daddy explained.

“But…” I could feel the two guards tense up as they heard me speak, “Wouldn’t that be ten?” I said shyly.

“Stupid ass bitch. Your cut is $5 and you’re lucky I give you that.”

“But…” I was cut off before I could speak.

“Shut that bitch up and take her downstairs. I don’t want her mouth open unless she’s sucking someone off.”
The guard on my right slapped me across my face before yanking my shoulder to turn me around. The two guards marched me out of the room and brought me downstairs. As we entered the front entrance way, we took a left turn and entered a room through a wooden door. Inside was an empty room except for a chain leash that was bolted to the wall in the corner.

The guards brought me to the wall with the leash and forced me onto my knees. Grabbing the collar, they fitted it around my neck before locking it onto me with the leash attached. They checked that the leashed and collar were secure before exiting the room, leaving me alone.

As I knelt in the room by myself, I pulled at the leash to test its strength. The metal chain would not budge despite my best efforts. I knew that any hope of escape was lost for the time being. All I could do was go along with what I was supposed to and hope that they would release me sooner rather than later.

Shortly after being tied up, I heard the clicks of high heels making their way toward my room. With some struggling, I stood to my feet and watched as Misty appeared in the doorway.

“Hey there, what do you think of your new room?” She asked.

I pursed my lips as I glared at her.

“What, are you upset at me?” She asked.

I crossed my arms and continued glaring at her.

“Don’t give me that. You don’t wanna know what they would’ve done to you if I didn’t step in. You should be thanking me right now.” Misty explained.

“I…Should be thanking…You?” I muttered angrily.

“Fuck yes you should. You should be kissing my feet right now you ungrateful bitch.” 
My mouth fell open at her comment.

“I don’t give a fuck what you think. I’m just here to lay down the rules.” Misty explained. “So here’s the deal. When someone walks through that door, you’re going to smile and fall down on your knees and swallow everything he gives you. Then, you’re going to thank him after. Hosea already gave you a run through of what’s expected, so as long as you do what your told, we won’t have any problems.”

I remained silent and continued my gaze.

“Oh, and that reminds me…” Misty said before disappearing for a moment. She returned a few moments later with her purse in hand.

“Fix your lipstick in-between each cock.” Misty said while handing me her tube of dark red lipstick. I clenched the tube in my hand and continued glaring at Misty. I felt like I could explode at any moment from the rage I was feeling.

“Now, I need to know that you understood my orders. You can say yes Mistress Misty.” Misty ordered. 
I stood with my arms crossed and remained silent. 
“Bitch, I told you to say something.” Misty said aggressively.

I looked up and to the left as I remained defiant.

“If you wanna play hard ball, be my guest.” Misty said as she exited the room.

With everything that had happened to me over this weekend, this small act of rebellion was all that I had left. I wobbled to the wall the leash was attached to and leaned against it. Several minutes later, I heard the clicks of heels along with two heavy sets of feet walking toward my door. I stood upright and braced myself for what was next.

Misty appeared in the doorway with the two guards who had been watching me through the evening. They approached me aggressively and each grabbed an arm. I struggled just to stay upright in my stilettos as I fought against them. But, it was no use.

The guards pinned my arms behind me and forced my front against the wall with little effort. I felt leather hand cuffs wrap around my wrists as I was held in place. After two clicks, my arms were locked securely behind my back. The two guards spun me around and held my shoulders as Misty brought a gag up to my face. Unlike the ball gag they forced into my mouth earlier, this one had a large O Ring inbetween the straps. I jerked my head back and forth before the guards held my neck and forced me to accept the ring into my mouth. The metal ring slid between my teeth and propped my mouth wide open. Misty pulled the gag behind my head and fastened it tightly in place.

Misty stepped away as the guards checked once more to make sure everything was secure. Once they were finished, the guards left the room promptly. As misty left the room, she gave a grin and blew a kiss.

“Enjoy!” She said before closing the door behind her.


Chapter 7

Anxiety consumed me as I stood in the empty room with a collar around my neck and leash attaching me to the wall. My mouth began salivating almost immediately after being forced into the ring gag. With my hands tied behind me, I felt completely helpless. I was at the mercy of whoever walked into the room next.

It wasn’t long before the first customer stepped through the door and caught site of me in the corner. My eyes began watering as I saw a smile form across their face. With a few teeth missing and wrinkled skin from too many years in the sun, they were the furthest thing from attractive.

As they walked up to me, I continued standing and pleaded with my eyes for them to leave.

“You look mighty excited to have a visitor.” The man said in a gravely voice.

I shook my head and struggled against the hand cuffs behind my back.

“They said you were a freak and liked to play rough, but I don’t think that’s any way to treat a lady. I’ll take it nice and slow for ya.” The man said as he unbuttoned his pants and pulled them down.

My eyes went wide as I saw his exposed cock in front of me. I stomped my foot and began whining through the ring gag.

“Hey hey hey, take it easy, here let me help you.” The man said before putting his hands on my shoulders and pushing me down. In my stiletto boots, I nearly lost my balance trying to fight against the man and slowly fell to my knees.

Face to face with this strange man’s cock, he put his hands around the back of my head and slowly brought himself forward. There was nothing I could do except close my eyes and brace myself for what was next. A salty vinegar like taste entered my mouth with his entrance. I moaned through the gag to show my discontentment, but he was not picking up on anything I was trying to tell him.

“You like that don’t you. Let’s get a little deeper then.”

He began forcing himself further and further into my mouth until his rod reached the back of my throat. I began coughing and gagging until he pulled back.

“Wow, you’re a sensitive little whore. Let’s try that again.”
He pushed back in a second time until he was at the back of my throat. My eyes began to water as I continued gagging on his cock. I struggled to pull my head back, but he kept a firm grip on the back of my head. He continued holding me in place until eventually my gagging stopped.

“See, I knew you’d get it.”
The man began pulling my head back and forth, bringing himself to the back of my throat and pulling out until the tip was on my lips. My moans and whimpers only seemed to set him off as he began speeding up his motions continuously.

After what felt like an eternity, I could feel that an end was near. His cock began straining and tensing up on each movement back and forth until small drips of pre cum began exiting him. I whined as he continued pounding the back of my throat harder and harder with each thrust. Finally, bursts of fluid started shooting into my mouth and down my throat while his thrusts slowed to a stop.

Once everything had been released, the man pulled himself out of me and stepped back. 
“Thanks missy. I’ll remember you for next time.” The man said as he pulled his pants back up and buttoned them. He exited the room moments later leaving me on my knees with a mouth full of cum.

The ring gag in my mouth not only forced my mouth to stay open, but also made it nearly impossible to swallow anything, not that I wanted to swallow the mouth full I was just given. Small drips of saliva and cum began dripping out of my mouth as I began whimpering.

Misty appeared in the doorway a few moments later.

“Hey there…” Misty paused in the doorway. “Whoa, I wish you could see how much of a slut you look like.” Misty giggled.

“Actually…” Misty pulled out her phone and snapped a picture. “I’ll just hold on to this one. I’ll have someone come in and clean you up before your next customer.”


Chapter 8

As I knelt on the hardwood floor with a mouth full, I leaned my head forward slightly to allow the drips to fall to the floor. I felt completely humiliated and broken down as I couldn’t even keep myself from drooling. The salty taste and texture of cum lingered in my mouth and was not disappearing anytime soon. I was so shellshocked that I hadn’t realized that someone walked into the room with me.

I jumped as I felt a paper towel rub my lips. Looking up, I began to recognize the face in front of me. I struggled against my wrist restraints as I began mumbling through the ring gag.

“Quiet!” The woman shouted. “Just hold still while I fix your lipstick.”
I continued whining through my gag.

“Would you just shut up. You got yourself into this mess. If you would’ve just paid me earlier, none of this would’ve happened.” The woman said.

I hung my head and let out a soft moan.

“The first one is usually the hardest anyway. When you know what to expect it's not that bad. If you just behave I’m sure they’ll let you out of this. It’s honestly kind of nice living here once you get used to it.”
I looked up into her eyes with tears beginning to produce themselves.

“Oh my God, don’t make me redo your mascara too. Just pucker up and suck the next few dicks that come in here. I’ll see about getting this gag off when the night’s over, ok?”

I nodded my head in agreement.

“Ok now hold still.” She grabbed my head and held it as she reapplied my lipstick. Turning my head from side to side, she made sure that it looked good before helping me to my feet.

“Ok, your next customer will be in here any minute.” She said as she walked out and left me alone. 
I felt anxiety creeping up as I was left alone in the room, waiting to suck the next cock that entered. I began breathing heavier as I heard heavy footsteps making their way toward my room before stopping outside of it. As the door swung open, a large man appeared. The bald man must’ve weighed somewhere in the range of three hundred pounds. Although he wore a belt, his pants looked like they could fall to his knees at any moment.

I took two tiny steps backwards into the corner as the large man approached me and put his hands onto my shoulders. Feeling the pressure forcing me downward, I fell to my knees and came face to face with his crotch. After unbuckling his belt and pulling his pants down, he put his hand behind my head and brought me toward him.

For how large the man was, I was surprised at how small of a package he had. His limp cock rested on my tongue as my face was pressed into his crotch. His belly fat rested on my head while he began rocking his hips back and forth. The limpness of his cock started to fade with blood rushing to the area. After a few minutes, I could feel him start to grow and reach further back into my mouth.

As it reached its full length, the cock just barely started to touch the back of my throat and activate my gag reflex. With all of the belly fat above me, the man either couldn’t see or didn’t care that I was gagging uncontrollably. He continued thrusting himself into my face until his cock began tensing up. With two blowjobs behind me, I knew that I was getting extremely close.

Although I didn’t want this man to ejaculate inside of my mouth, the heaviness of his stomach on my head and the smells coming from him felt even more unbearable. With this in mind, I used my tongue to start tickling the underside of his cock like I had done to me earlier in the day. In seconds, juices started leaking out of his cock and into my wide open mouth.

The man let out sighs and moans of relief as every bit of cum was drained out of him. Some small squirts slid down my throat while the rest accumulated on my tongue. Once he was finished, he yanked my head back and pulled away from me. After pulling up his pants and buckling his belt, he left the room promptly.

As I remained on my knees, I leaned my head forward to keep the cum and drool from dripping onto me. After a few moments, the prostitute who cleaned me previously returned again. I stayed motionless as she wiped my lips and cleaned off a small amount of white liquid that dripped onto my chin. Once my lipstick was reapplied, she left the room.

After servicing two customers, I knew what would inevitably be coming and continued kneeling while the next one entered the room. My mind went blank as the man marched up to me and spared no time in whipping his cock out. With the taste of cum already cemented in my mouth for the evening, I stopped dreading the part when he would ejaculate and wished to just get it over with.

Remembering what they told me earlier, I tried to keep my gaze up at the man as he thrusted inside of my mouth. It seemed that he enjoyed me watching him as I felt a tingle in my mouth after making eye contact. It felt like tension only built from there as he began straining to hold back the flow. Using my tongue to tickle his tip, bursts of fluid started entering my mouth.

I couldn’t help but cringe and close my eyes at the taste of his juices entering me. After he had finished, I opened my eyes back up to look up at my third customer. He grinned before pulling himself out and buttoning up his pants. I leaned my head forward and allowed the pool of liquid in my mouth to drip onto the floor.


Chapter 9

After the first few blowjobs, it seemed that a routine was forming with myself and the woman who continued cleaning me up and redoing my makeup when needed. During her fourth visit , I became curious what her name was and tried nodding my head at her. She seemed confused at first, but picked up on what I was asking moments later.

“Oh, you want to know my name?” She asked.

I nodded my head in agreement.

“It’s Stacy, but usually I go by Roxy with customers. It’s better to keep a little secrecy you know.”

I nodded my head again. 
“You’re going to need a street name too if you keep doing this.”
I rolled my eyes and looked down at her comment.

“It doesn’t seem like your leaving anytime soon so I’d think about it. A couple of the girls were laughing and calling you the blow job queen.” Stacy said with a giggle. “Personally, I think you could do better than that, uh…um wait, what was your name again?”

Stacy tilted her head as she tried to recall. I struggled through the ring gag to try to mumble it.

“What? Eileen? No that wasn’t it…Lily dean? Wait that’s close isn’t it?”

I rolled my eyes and shook my head.

“Wait, Billy Jean the mattress king, that’s it!” Stacy exclaimed.

I nodded my head in approval.

“Oh wow, yeah you look much more like a BJ Queen than a mattress king.” Stacy giggled. “Oh my god, that is perfect! You’re the BJ queen. I have to go tell the girls.”

Having finished my lipstick again, Stacy ran out of the room and left me alone.

A few minutes later, another customer stepped into my room. From the way he was stumbling, it felt safe to assume that he was under the influence of some sort of drug. With his eyes glazed and half open, he fell forward slightly before catching himself and tripping forward a few steps. Nearly falling into the wall behind me, he caught himself with his arms and stopped his body inches from me.

I held my eyes closed tightly as he awkwardly brought himself upright and looked down at me. It felt like he had just remembered what he was doing as he saw me with my mouth wide open and remnants of cum on my tongue. I kept my eyes on his as he yanked his pants down and exposed himself.

Placing his cock in his hand, he moved it forward and poked my cheek. I remained frozen with my gaze up as he used his hand to poke my other cheek with his dick. Using his hand, he circled my nose with his cock before placing it on the tip of my nose. My eyes went crossed as I looked straight ahead at his dick.

Starting to get frustrated, I leaned my head back and tried to present my mouth to him. I was especially eager to get this one over with. To my dismay, he pulled his cock back again before prodding my chin.

‘How drunk is this guy?’ I thought to myself.

I brought my mouth down and tried moving it forward over him. But, he pulled it back again. Moving back forward, the man poked the center of my forehead. I sighed before arching my head back and stretching up toward him. His rod was just out of reach of my lips, but my tongue managed to barely reach him while fully extended.

As I tickled the underside of his cock with my tongue, I noticed the man giggling above me. He had apparently been toying with me and was enjoying watching me beg for his cock in my mouth.

‘Like I’m the one that’s lucky to be here.’ I thought to myself.

I pulled my tongue back and brought myself back down to my original kneeling position.

My eyes went blank and stared straight ahead. I could not have felt more humiliated. It felt like I snapped out of a trance as I realized what I was doing.

’I’m not some whore.’ I thought to myself. ‘This is ridiculous, what the hell am I doing.’

I felt like I went numb as the man put his tip into my propped open mouth.

The man let himself rest on my ring gag as he began stroking my wig hair. Feeling the soft touch above me, I looked up and caught the gaze of the man. Tears were pooling in his eyes as he stared down at me. I knew the man was under the influence of something, but still it was evident that he felt bad for making me upset. He nudged his cock against my tongue, trying to get me to accept it.

I puffed air out my nose before moving my head forward. His cock slid across my tongue as he entered my mouth and started growing immediately. Trying to speed things along, I brought my gaze up and used my tongue to start tickling his member. After a flinch and a twitch, his cock began tensing up. I moved my tongue up his rod until it reached the tip, then continued toying with him.

The tickling and teasing proved too much for the man as he blew a load into my mouth after less than a minute. I continued rubbing my tongue up and down his cock until it finally quit dripping. He pulled himself out and stumbled back a few steps while keeping his eyes on mine.

‘What the hell, if I’m the blowjob queen, I might as well put on show.’ I thought to myself. ‘If he gives me a tip, I might get out of here sooner anyway.’

Feeling extra daring, I stuck out my tongue and presented what he had just released into me. He wobbled as he watched me tilt my head back and bring my tongue in. The arching of my back and neck allowed the slimy liquid to slide straight back and down my throat without closing my mouth.

I gagged as the liquid washed down, but tried my best to conceal my emotions. Bringing my head back down, I locked my eyes back onto the man. He watched while shuffling backwards as I extended my tongue and presented an empty mouth. I couldn’t help letting a giggle escape when he fell backwards through the doorway.


Chapter 10

After a night filled with blow jobs for strangers who found themselves in my presence, Stacy walked in and informed me that I was finished for the evening. She released the ring gag from my mouth, letting me close my mouth for the first time in hours and properly swallow. With several loads having been blown into my mouth, it felt like there was more cum than saliva by the time my shift was finished. The gross feelings I had at the beginning of my night had faded to a numbness. The salty slimy taste had become a new normal feeling as I knelt on the floor in front of Stacy.

“Daddy said you have to sleep here tonight. He doesn’t trust you to not run away.” Stacy informed.

“How long is he going to keep my like this?” I asked after swallowing my saliva again.

“At least until you pay off your debt I guess.”

“But this is going to take forever. I’ve already sucked several guys off and this taste won’t go away.”

“You’ll get used to it. Do you want me to grab a pillow or something?”
“Yeah…And something strong to drink…”
“I’ll see what I can do.” Stacy said before walking out of the room.

Staying on my knees, I stretched my jaw and rolled my neck around. I had never extended my jaw for so long and had my head used in the way it just had been. All I wanted was to go home and lay on my custom mattress before drifting off to sleep. Maybe then this nightmare would end.

Stacy returned a few moments later with a pillow, blanket, and a glass of water.

“I hope this helps.” Stacy said while walking over and kneeling in front of me. She brought the glass to my mouth and held it as I guzzled it down. That was the most refreshing glass of water I had ever drank in my life.

“Thank you, can I have some more.” I asked.

“Yeah, the saltiness really builds after the fourth one doesn’t it?” Stacy said.

“Oh my god yeah, I’ve never been thirstier in my life.”

“I’m sure, I’ll be right back.”

Stacy left and returned with another glass of water a few moments later.

After guzzling down another glass, Stacy laid out the pillow and helped my down onto it. With my hands still tied behind me, I was having trouble getting comfortable. Stacy laid the blanket on top of me before exiting the room and turning off the lights. As I closed my eyes, the only thing I could picture were the cocks I had just spent the night pleasuring.

Tossing and turning through the night, I had trouble falling asleep for more than an hour at a time. It felt like there was activity inside of the house the entire night with people coming and going from the front door. Each opening and closing sent my eyes wide open.

Once morning had arrived, rays of sunshine began shining through the single window in my room that looked out the side of the house. After bringing myself to my knees, I used the wall for balance while standing up to my high heels. Puling against my collar, I tried peeking out the window. Unfortunately, there were bushes and trees obstructing any view to the street or house next door.

Without a clock or any way of knowing what time it was, I began pacing back and forth while waiting for someone to come and release me. When the door opened and I saw that it was Misty, I stopped and sighed.

“Hey there BJ Queen.” Misty said after walking in. “Did you enjoy your night.”
I glared back at Misty showing that I wasn’t amused, “When are you going to let me out of here.”

“You already know the answer to that question.” Misty responded.

“You can’t expect me to blow 50 guys…”
“It’s actually about 55 now. But, yes you will.”

“What the hell are you talking about, he said 50 last night.”
“Yeah, that was for the debt you had. But, for all of the makeup and clothes we gave you, it went up. You’re lucky it’s not closer to 70.”

“What the fuck, I didn’t ask for any of this.” I said fuming.

“No, but no one would’ve wanted to fuck you before. You should be thanking me that you are paying off your debt.”
“I can’t keep doing this. Just, let me pay it off some other way or something!” I pleaded.

“Well, there is a way we could charge more money for your services.” Misty explained.

“Yes, please…Anything!” I said.

“Ok, if you say so.” Misty said before leaving the room.

Later in the morning, Stacy came to my room with some breakfast. She helped feed me as we sat on the floor. I could tell that although she had a hard exterior, she was tender underneath. She must’ve felt bad for how I ended up and made sure to accommodate my needs.

After the afternoon rolled around, Misty showed up in my room again with two of the large guards. Being new to high heels and having my arms still tied behind me, it felt unnecessary. The two guards stood next to me as they unlocked my collar and leash, but left my wrist restraints attached. Misty stepped in front of me while holding a ball gag.

“Just remember, You asked for this.” She said before stuffing the ball gag into my mouth. After it was secured behind my head, they put a clothe bag over my head and marched me out of the room.

I couldn’t see anything through the material and could only guess that I was put in the trunk of the Escalade again. After my legs were zip tied, they closed the trunk and left me alone. My sense of time and where I was faded as I was driven somewhere out of town.

Eventually, we came to a stop where the guards opened the trunk and carried me off. I felt myself being carried for two hundred to four hundred feet before I was set down onto some sort of bed. They cut the zip tie and tied my feet down before releasing my wrist restraints and tying my wrists to the bed as well.

The bed was rolled down a hallway before entering a cool feeling room. One of the guards pulled the bag from my head and released the ball gag as my eyes adjusted to the lighting in the room that I had entered. Before I could get a sense of where I was, a mask was placed over my mouth and nose. My vision blurred before fading to black. 


Chapter 11

I awoke feeling groggy and disoriented. Everything felt fuzzy as I looked around the room, but didn’t recognize anything or anyone. Before I could get a hold of where I found myself, I felt a ball gag forcing its way into my mouth and a bag slipping over my head. I could barely get out a moan as I was released from the bed I was on. My wrists were placed back in their restraints before my legs were zip tied again.

After a disorienting and confusing trip, I found myself back in my room with no idea of how long I had been gone. The collar was reattached and I was leashed to the wall again. But now, my hands were free.

Blinking my eyes a few times, I looked around the room and realized it was night time. I couldn’t be sure what hour of the day it was, but judging by the darkness outside, it must’ve been late. Putting my hands to the floor, I pushed myself up to my hands and knees before sitting on the hardwood floor.

As I sat down, I realized that something felt off. I felt a soreness and heaviness in my chest that was new to me. I looked down at my red dress and could see two mounds protruding from my chest. I remembered that they had glued breast forms onto me and figured that’s probably what was irritating me. Bringing my hands to my chest, I pulled at the boobs and readjusted them. As my hands met my bosoms, a strange realization hit me.

‘Why did I feel that?’ I thought to myself.

I poked at the right boob again, then the left to be sure.

‘That feels like my skin.’ I thought.

I cupped my hands around my chest and gave a light squeeze. Just as before, I felt it as if it was my own.

‘What the hell is going on.’

I started reaching at the back of my dress and unzipping it. After pulling it down and exposing my chest, I caught sight of the D cup breasts sitting snugly in a pink push up bra. As I felt around the underside of my boobs and the upper portion of them, there was no doubt that they were indeed mine.

I began breathing heavily as I squeezed my chest and stood to my high heels. I felt like I was having a bad dream or tripping.

‘These can’t be mine…This can’t be right…What the hell is going on.’

“I see you’re becoming acquainted with your new assets.” Misty said while leaning on the door frame.

I looked up at her in shock and horror with my hands still gripping my chest. “What the hell did you do to me?”

“You said you wanted to charge more money. Guys pay a premium for big chested girls.” Misty explained.

“I’m not a girl! How could you even do this. No doctor would operate on someone without them knowing.” I said.

“You’d be surprised how many people we have in our pocket. Doctor’s are a dime a dozen, but the politicians are where you can have some real fun.”

“What the fuck are you talking about? This can’t be real, this can’t be real. I…I have to be dreaming.”

“Hey, you better snap out of it soon. Your shift is about to start and I have no problem putting the ring gag back on you for the evening. Is that what you want?” Misty asked sweetly.

“No!” Flew out of my mouth reactively.

“Ok, then you better pull yourself together. You’re first one is almost here.”
I brought my hands up to my face and rubbed my forehead. As I brought my hands down, a finger brushed against my lips which gave a strange sensation. 
As I began poking at my lips, I could feel that they were much larger and fuller than I previously remembered. I looked up at Misty as she stood smiling.

“All of your customers are going to thank you for those.” Misty said.

“What else did you do to me…” I asked.

“Nothing…Just the chest and lips. You can always get more work done, but those are the ones that will pay for themselves the fastest.”
“What. You…”
“Shut up.” Misty said while poking an ear out of the doorway. “I think that’s your next customer here. Pucker up, it’s going to be a long night.”
Misty left the room before I could get anything else out. I was livid as I stood in the corner with my collar and leash attached. It felt like this nightmare just kept getting worse.


Chapter 12

Before my first client for the night entered, I pulled my dress back up and zipped it up my back. Not having experience with zipping up my own dress, I found it to be quite a struggle. The room that my new breasts required forced the fabric to stretch when I had pulled at the zipper. Just after I finally had my dress back on, the first customer walked through the door.

After spending most of my first shift on my knees sucking off several customers, I felt like I knew what to do when they stepped in. My eyes locked onto his crotch as he walked up and stood just a foot away from me. I fell to my knees and watched as he unbuttoned his pants and began sliding his cock out.

Perhaps it was just the horrendous group of men that I was forced to blow the day before, but this man actually looked normal. He was clean cut and wore stylish clothing. When he pulled his member out of his pants, I could see that he was neatly groomed and of moderate size.

Knowing what I had to do, I brought my head forward and wrapped my plump lips around his cock. I brought my gaze up to his and began moving up and down his shaft. His knees began to shake as they went weak from my touch, but he straightened himself back up.

Although I had experienced this many times the night before, the sensations on my lips felt entirely different. A slight numbness and tingling sensation could be felt as I began sliding my lips up and down the man’s cock. However, as I continued, it felt like it began to subside.

I continued moving my head up and down as I used my tongue and looked straight up at the man. His eyes closed after a couple minutes when he hardened fully. I could feel pressure building up in my mouth and did what I could with my tongue to spur it along. Tickling the tip of his cock, it began to twitch reactively. I brought my hand up to the base of his dick as I continued.

I knew that he was on the edge of orgasm, so I continued speeding up until we were finished. Moving as fast as I could manage, I finally started to feel small squirts entering my mouth. I began slowing down as I held the base of his cock and continued sucking everything out. In a few moments, every bit of cum had escaped the man and dripped into my mouth.

Once he was finished, I pulled my head back and presented the mouth full he had given me. He gave a surprised look as I stuck my tongue out with white fluid sitting on it. Closing my mouth, I swallowed everything before opening back up and showing that it was gone. 
“That was hot.” The man said instinctively.

“If you enjoyed, make sure to throw in a little extra.” I responded.

“Sure thing.” The man said before exiting the room.

After the man had left, Misty appeared in my room a few minutes later with a purse in hand.

“Here.” She said while handing it to me. “We’ll add it to your debt but you’ll need it. It has all the make up you need so that you can fix it yourself in-between customers. We won’t be able to keep babying you forever.”

I opened up the purse and could see foundation, eye liner, mascara, lipstick, as well as many other tubes of makeup. I pulled out the lipstick and mirror before opening them up.

Seeing that my lipstick was a mess, I cleaned myself up and reapplied the lipstick as Misty watched.

“See that wasn’t so bad was it?” Misty said.

I stared back at Misty unblinking.

“You’re next one will be here any minute.” Misty said before leaving.

I set my purse down next to the wall and stood waiting for my next client. As I saw the customer enter the room, my mouth dropped wide open in shock.


Chapter 13

I couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw Jared, the salesman who I had fired, walk into my room. I was at a loss as he walked up to me and began unbuttoning his pants. He had clearly done this before and knew the drill.

“Well?” Jared said while staring at me. He was expecting me to start blowing him, but my body wouldn’t let me kneel.

He put his hands on my shoulders and began pressuring me to lower myself. Surprising me with his strength, I reluctantly fell to my knees and came face to face with his cock. I continued staring straight up at him, debating whether I should tell him who I was or proceed as I had been. We hadn’t parted on the best of terms as he had cussed me out on the way out of my store. He felt that I owed him something when he left and told me that I would regret my decision.

Now I really was regretting my decision as he slipped his dick between my lips and put his hands behind my head. I continued staring straight up at Jared, dumbfounded with the situation I found myself in. It felt too late to tell him anything now with my lips already wrapped around his cock.

His eyes closed as his head fell back above me. Using his hands, he began pushing me further and further down to his base. I put my hands on his legs as I started to gag, but he ignored my discomfort and pressed on. I fought through the gagging sensation and continued looking straight up as my eyes began to water.

Feeling incredibly uncomfortable, I decided that this needed to end as soon as possible. I began using my tongue to tickle his cock as he pressed himself as far as he could inside of me. His grip tightened as his cock tensed inside of my mouth.

“That’s it Bitch.” Jared said aggressively.

‘What did he call me?’ I thought to myself.

I had never seen this side of him and was under the impression that he had a long time girlfriend.

I felt a slap against my face as he continued. “Don’t fucking stop. Keep sucking you slut.” Jared said.

I rolled my eyes as I continued using my tongue to tickle and tease his cock.

“Ah, that’s it…Almost there…Don’t stop now!” Jared said as he pumped himself in and out of my mouth.

I felt like my head couldn’t move any faster when Jared finally approached the edge. My lips and face slammed against his crotch as he pulled and pushed my head aggressively back and forth. He was in complete control when small bursts of liquid began shooting into my mouth.

Holding my head tightly, he kept my face firmly pressed against him with his cock almost halfway down my throat. Swallowing wasn’t even an option as burst after burst washed straight down my throat immediately after exiting Jared. I moaned and whimpered until he finally released me from his grip and pulled my lips off of his cock.

“That was amazing.” He said as he panted. “What do they call you?”

I swallowed the saliva and remnants of juices in my mouth before answering softly in a breathy voice, “Um…I uh…” I stumbled through my words until I found what I needed to say. “They uh, they call me the BJ Queen.” I answered in a soft high pitch voice.

Jared laughed before responding, “Well that’s fitting. I’ll remember you.”
“Oh, I’ll never forget this…”I responded.

Jared smiled and left the room after buttoning his pants back up.

Realizing that my face was a mess, I picked up my purse and began fixing my makeup the best I could. There was no way I wanted anyone to recognize me.


Chapter 14

As the night progressed, I must’ve blown another eight guys after Jared left. Although none were as memorable as Jared, I could picture each and every one of their cocks when I closed my eyes. The salty cum was the only thing I could taste, but I found myself getting used to it after a while.

At the end of the night, Stacy checked on me and brought two glasses of water with a hot pocket. Although I didn’t feel very hungry with a stomach full, I ate and drank what she brought anyway. She informed me that I was done for the evening and that I could rest when I was finished eating.

When I awoke the next morning, I found Misty waiting for me in the doorway.

“Get up, it’s time for you to shower.” Misty informed me. 
Having blown almost twenty guys during the last couple shifts, I was feeling incredibly dirty and welcomed a shower.

Two guards accompanied me as they released me from the collar and walked me upstairs. We stopped next to the bathroom the girls had made me up in a couple nights ago.

“Ok, make sure to nair up again and don’t get your wig wet. We’ll figure something out with your hair after this weekend but for now were just going to leave it. Understood?” Misty said.

I nodded my head before stepping inside the bathroom. The two guards waited outside the door as I undressed and stepped into the shower.

The warm water rinsing over my body felt heavenly. I took my time with the nair as I was enjoying the little bit of freedom I had been given. I did exactly as the girls had done and applied the nair around my body before waiting five minutes and washing it off.             

Gargling water from the shower, I used soap around my whole body before paying special attention to my new breasts. The feeling of boobs hanging off of me was entirely new and somewhat uncomfortable without my bra on. The D cups felt incredibly large and perky for someone my size, even though I was on the smaller side compared to the other girls living in the house. After finishing up and stepping out, I found a towel hanging up and used it to wipe myself off.

I wrapped the towel around my waist as I usually had done after a shower and turned to the mirror. Seeing my large breasts hanging off of me, I felt compelled to cover them. I brought the towel up to my chest and wrapped it around again before tucking the end in as most girls do. Although it felt uncomfortable at first, it seemed more appropriate than letting my chest hang out freely.

After stepping into the hallway, I found Misty standing with the two guards. 
“Here is your change of clothes, we’ll just go ahead and add them to your tab.” Misty said.

I sighed before responding. “How many am I at now?”

“Good question, get dressed and I’ll let you know.” Misty responded.

I grabbed the clothes from Misty and returned to the bathroom.

After removing my towel I began by sliding up the black lace panties that she had given me. They rode up my crack and left little to the imagination in the front. Although I didn’t have the largest cock out there, now speaking from experience, it could be seen clearly through the fabric.

I continued dressing with the bra next as the weight hanging from my chest was beginning to feel uncomfortable. The black lace bra slid over my shoulders and pushed my chest up slightly. As with the panties, the bra left little to the imagination. My erect nipples were clearly visible through the fabric and poked out slightly.

I had some trouble with the black sheer stockings, but eventually figured out how to roll them up my legs. I slid the garter belt with straps up next and carefully attached the straps to the stockings. After sliding on the pair of black five inch sparkly pumps, I double checked to make sure that was everything.

Holding one hand over my crotch and the other over my chest, I stepped outside and looked for Misty. But, only the two guards were present.

“Where’s Misty?” I asked.

“She’s out.” The guard responded who I had previously had my lips around. “Let’s go.”

The guards nudged me down the hall and brought me back downstairs. As I turned to the room I had been staying in, they guided me around to the right. After proceeding down the hall we came to the kitchen where a few girls were eating. I could see a few of them giggle as they saw me trying to cover myself.

“Misty asked for a couple of you to show the queen how to do her makeup.” The guard announced.

The girls looked over but no one volunteered.

“Jasmine, why don’t you help her.” The guard said. 
She rolled her eyes before standing up and walking over.

“Fine. Where should we go?” Jasmine asked.

“She’ll be downstairs now.” The guard answered.

Jasmine followed as we turned and walked through a door adjacent to the kitchen. A dimly lit set of wooden stairs led down to an unfinished basement. My heels clicked against the wooden stairs before reaching the concrete floor where they became more muted.

The basement was wide open with windowless concrete walls and wood beams supporting the ceiling. Although the house was quite large, the basement consisted of one room that was a little larger than the kitchen area. As I looked back up the stairs, I realized that the guards stayed at the top and let Jasmine and I come down alone. After turning on the lights, they shut the door.




Chapter 15

I sat still and waited patiently as Jasmine worked on my makeup. She seemed annoyed that she was chosen for the task and sighed anytime I asked her a question.

“How long have you been living here?” I asked.

She rolled her eyes before responding, “Over two years now.”
“Do you work here mostly?” I asked.

“Close your eyes…uh, no. I usually work the streets and come back when I’m done."
“Is that what most of the girls do?”

“Yeah, only a few work here. Can you just shut up until I’m finished. It’s really hard to concentrate.” Jasmine snapped.

“Ok I’m sorry.” I responded meekly.

Jasmine continued working on my makeup in silence. She applied the foundation quickly and had it set within a few minutes, but she took her time with the eye shadow and eye liner. Making sure to use plenty of blush, she worked meticulously until she was finished.

After turning her focus to my hair, I could see her roll her eyes at my wig. The hair had become frizzy and untamed. Jasmine used one of her brushes to straighten out the wig hair and pull out any loose hairs that were knotting up. Once my hair was looking more natural, Jasmine stepped back and checked out my makeup and hair one last time.

Jasmine held up a mirror once she was finished and showed me her work. 
“Whoa, you’re good.” I said looking over my full face of makeup. Underneath the foundation, eye makeup, blush, highlighter, and lipstick, no one would’ve been able to recognize the man I once was.

“Yeah I know. Have fun.” Jasmine said after standing up and walking toward the stairs.

“Wait. Misty gave me these clothes but I wore a dress yesterday. Do you have anything else I can wear?” I asked.

“Guys want to see less clothes, not more. You look fine.” Jasmine informed.

“Are you sure. I felt more comfortable covered up in a dress.”
She laughed as she stepped onto the first stair. “You feel more comfortable in a dress. Why the fuck do you have that thing between your legs then?”

I covered my member showing through my panties as I blushed. Jasmine continued laughing as she walked up the stairs and returned to the kitchen. I crossed my arms and hung my head in embarrassment.

‘What will they say when they come downstairs and see everything peeking out of the fabric?’ I thought to myself. ‘Would if someone sees me and recognizes me?’

My thoughts were interrupted by the door opening upstairs. I heard the clicks of heels coming down the stairs before Misty appeared at the bottom.

“You look fantastic.” Misty said. “Who did your makeup, it couldn’t have been you.”

“Jasmine helped me.” I said shyly.

“Oh that makes sense. She’s really good.”

“Yeah, she is.”
“Well, we had another girl come in that’s going to take the front room so you’ll be working down here for the time being. We’ll let you know before sending someone down.”

“How long?”

“What?” Misty asked.

“How long do I have to keep doing this?”

“Oh, yeah I checked into it. Your surgery ran you about $8000. So between that and the clothes and makeup that you’ll be needing, your grand total is somewhere in the range of $8800.”
I felt a pit in my stomach as I stared at Misty.

“The good news is, you can start charging more. Daddy said we can bump your rate up to $100 now. So if my math is right, you’ll need to blow about 440 cocks to pay daddy back.”

“Fo…Four hundred…Four Hundred and Forty dicks…”
“Yeah but you’ll be surprised how fast you hit 100. Once you pay your debt back, you can start working the street and make some real money.”

“But, I…But…”
“I gotta go, just wait down here. We’ll start sending you some cocks as soon as possible.”

Misty ran up the stairs and left me alone with my thoughts.

‘Four hundred and forty dicks. I’m never getting out of here am I? This is  my life now, as a cock sucking prostitute. What’s going to happen to my apartment, or my store?’

As I thought about it longer I started to remember how terrible the situation was becoming at the store. ‘Well, the bank was probably going to close on my store anyway. They’ll sell anything they can to pay back their debts, but it won’t be enough to cover what I owed. Without any income, I would’ve been kicked out of my apartment next month too. What do I have to get back to anyway? Maybe this is it. Once I pay daddy back, I could be making a few hundred dollars a night. And if I get to live here for free, I might actually start saving some money up and get back on my feet. I never thought this is where I’d end up, but what choice do I have now?’


Chapter 16

I felt so consumed with my thoughts that I didn’t even realize someone had walked downstairs. I nearly jumped out of my high heels when I saw a man standing at the bottom of the stairs, staring at me across the basement. I had been pacing back and forth with my mind stirring but stopped when we made eye contact.

The man squinted and cocked his head to the side before he walked over to me. His eye contact was intense and I knew that there was only one thing on his mind. I dropped down to my knees as he walked up to me and kept my gaze up at him. After pulling down his pants, I reached out and helped him with his underwear.

Out of all of the cocks I had seen over the last few days, this one took the cake. Even when still limp, it was over seven inches in length and had plenty of girth. My eyes nearly popped out of my head when they fell to his middle that was just inches from me.

As I looked up, I could see him smiling and watching my facial expressions. It was time to live up to my new name. I used my right hand to hold his cock as I brought my mouth forward and gently pressed my lips against him. My plumped lips caressed his skin as they encircled his cock and began sliding down.

The man brought his hands behind my head and gently pushed me deeper as I began moving up and down the shaft. Before I could reach the base, I started noticing a gagging feeling creep up. I fought through the sensation and my eyes watering as I continued moving up and down until I had finally reached the base.

Looking up at the man’s face, I could see that he was impressed with how quickly I was moving. He smiled before taking off his shirt and throwing it on the floor next to us. My eyes scanned his torso as I caught site of his chiseled abs and full pecs. He clearly worked out daily and was quite proud of his body.

Seeing how impressed I was with him, he grabbed each of my hands with his and brought them up his torso while I continued sucking. I felt the firmness of his chest and stomach while he brought his hands back down behind my head and started guiding me how he wanted.

While I felt his pecs, his cock began growing in my mouth. After laying my eyes on him, I didn’t think he would be a grower. In under a minute, his seven inches turned into nine inches and kept going. As he held my head and kept pulling it deeper, his cock pressed down my throat. I squeezed his chest and stomach as I fought against the gagging feelings that wouldn’t fade. I felt like I was choking on his cock, but I knew that I couldn’t stop now.

I looked up at the man and could see that an orgasm was imminent. The straining in his facial features was hard to miss after seeing it so many times already. Knowing that the end was near, I did what I could with my tongue to tickle and tease his dick. As I felt him tensing and twitching in my mouth, I prepared myself for the end.

He tightened his grip and held my head firmly while slowing down his motions. Holding my head against the base of his cock, I could feel cum making its way out. With his cock buried in my throat, fluids began draining out of the man and falling straight down to my stomach. I squeezed his chest harder as I accepted everything coming out of him and continued tickling him with my tongue.

When he finally released me from his grip, I brought my lips to his tip and gently caressed what little fluid was left out of him. I could feel his knees shaking as I sucked the last bit out and pulled my head away. Opening my mouth, I showed the man what was on my tongue before closing my mouth and swallowing. He watched as I opened back up and showed that it was finished.




Epilogue

After finishing the most memorable blow job of my life, I began hearing clapping from the other side of the room. I thought I was going crazy until I peeked around the man and saw Daddy, Misty, and his two other favorite girls watching.

“Damn, this is going to be hot.” Daddy said.

Feeling confused, I stood up to my heels. “What’s going on?” I asked.

“We were shooting a video” Misty answered while pointing to one of the upper corners of the basement. I hadn’t noticed the small black camera until she had pointed it out.

“Daddy had an idea to make some videos and pay back your debt quicker.” Misty explained.

“You’re putting that on the internet?” I asked.

“It already is. The live stream just cut off when we came down.” Misty said.

“But I…How many people saw that?” I said with my voice becoming higher pitched.

“About 2 million.” Misty said, “And counting.”

“You did good girl, keep it up.” Daddy said before walking back up the stairs.

The man I blew pulled up his pants and put his shirt back on before introducing himself to me. “It was good working with you. You were really hot.”

My mind was racing a million miles per hour as I looked at the man then back at misty, then back at the camera in the corner. I was at a loss and couldn't process what just happened. Although I had just grown numb to the fact that I was a prostitute, appearing on a video in front of millions of people hit me in an entirely new way.

I could feel anxiety creeping up as I watched the man leave Misty and I alone in the basement.

“What are you going to call the video?” I asked.

Misty smiled, “Introducing the BJ Queen. It has a nice ring to it.”

“Would if someone recognizes me though?”

“Does it look like I give a fuck about that? Daddy is going to get what he’s owed, you should just be grateful for the opportunity.” Misty said as she began walking up the stairs.

“How many of these do I have to do?” I said taking a step toward misty.

“We’ll figure it out. But you better fix your makeup. We’ll be sending someone down shortly.”

I stood still for a few moments and watched Misty walk up the stairs. After regaining control of my thoughts, I walked over to where I set my purse and began fixing my makeup as I was told.

As I started to think about the number two million again, I started feeling giddy. I couldn’t believe that I had entertained so many people in such a short time. I never amounted to anything as Billie Jean the mattress store owner. But as the BJ Queen, I could be famous.
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My Body Swap With Candi

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to swap bodies with an escort for a week? Have you wondered what it would be like to leave your male body behind and inhabit a sensual and sexy woman's body?

In 'My Body Swap with Candi', our stubborn protagonist meets up with an escort at a motel. After visiting the motel numerous times and having plenty of 'sessions' with different ladies, he meets a very special lady named Candi. As he is 'getting to know' Candi, our protagonist starts to learn that this is no ordinary girl. He believes she is becoming delirious as they make love in her room. After they finish their session, he realizes that he has made a huge mistake and tries to escape. While trying to process what just happened, the protagonist receives a phone call that will change his life. As the story unfolds, our protagonist learns that he has fallen into a situation more complex than he could possibly imagine. The protagonist's consciousness is placed into Candi's body while her consciousness inhabits his body. He must learn to follow the rules and live out Candi's life while fulfilling her duties. Will he do as he is told and return to his male body, or be stuck as Candi forever?

Past the Point of No Return

Have you ever wondered what it would be like to be a sissy slut? Have you ever fantasized about dressing up as a sissy maid, doing your make up, wearing a wig, and high heels? Have you thought about meeting someone who would tie you up and do what they wanted with you?
In Past the Point of No Return, the main character finds out exactly what it is like to be tied up and completely changed into a feminized sissy slut. Our protagonist makes the mistake of responding to a phishing email from a mysterious dominatrix. After meeting up and letting his guard down, he finds out that he can never go back to his old life again. He will now be made to wear the highest of heels, stockings, matching pink panties and bra, and form fitting latex dresses for the rest of his life. As the sissy progresses, he is hypnotized by his masters until he becomes a full fledged sissy bimbo that obeys every command. The story explores Forced feminization, Feminization surgery, Bimbofication, sissy hypnotism, sissy prostitution, bondage, and much more. If you are still reading this and haven't been scared off, this may be the book for you.

Cat and Mouse

What happens when you lock two sissies in a room together and shut off the lights? How would you react to a mob boss's daughter taking you under her wing and turning you into her personal play doll?

Let me introduce you to the next title in forced feminization stories 'Cat and Mouse.' Bona is down on his luck and has just been accused of being a rat against his mob family. Before he is "disposed of", he is taken under the wing of the mob boss's daughter. He loses all control of his body and his will as Elaina turns Bona into her little sissy play toy. Little does Bona know, he is not the only play toy that she owns. Bona has to learn to get along with his new roommate and potential lover as he is tied up and completely feminized. Follow the story as Bona is trained by this 19 year old girl and is completely humiliated in front of his old co workers and boss. Forced to wear the highest of ballet heels, Latex dresses, Makeup, collar and leash, this sissy is going to have to learn what it means to be Elaina's little sissy toy. When it comes to altering this sissy's body and chest, nothing is off the table for Elaina. Will our sissy learn to accept their role and listen to what they're told, or will they try to fight and run away?

Maid to be Mine

Have you dreamt of becoming a sissy maid for a dominating woman? Have you wondered how a man can go from a couch potato to the sissy maid everyone wants in their house?
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 her boyfriend tells her about his little secret, she decides to give the female led relationship a try. She quickly learns how exciting and empowering it is to have a sissy maid that cooks, cleans, and does anything she asks. Having your own sissy maid doesn't come easy though, she learns that the secret to controlling your sissy is with chastity and complete control of his body. Once he is locked away, he will do anything for one more release. Watch as this sissy learns that sissies are maid to be shared. Join this sissy as they find out just how hard it can be to serve their masters.

The Girl of His Dreams

Have you ever had sissy dreams when you fell asleep? Have you ever wished that those dreams of crossdressing, wearing makeup, and walking around in high heels would come true?
When a young man who is hiding the sissy inside has a strange encounter, he is told that all of his dreams will start to come true. After falling asleep and dreaming of having his nails done and painted bright pink, he wakes up to discover that his nails have become bright pink and painted in real life. When he dreams of having a large set of boobs, the dream manifests before his eyes. As the story progresses, the dreams completely feminize the young man until he is no longer recognizable as one. Unable to process the changes in his fragile male psyche, he denies what is happening and tries to fight back against his female dominator. Will the sissy convince her dominatrix to reverse the changes that are happening or will the sissy have to learn how to live as the woman that they have always dreamt of being?

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? Have you ever wished that your lover would bound, gag, and completely dominate you?
Let me introduce you to a sissy that is about to explore every little sissy's dreams in 'His New Toy'. Having been out of luck in the dating scene with woman, this sissy decides to branch out and look for someone who will encourage his crossdressing. The sissy not only finds someone ok with his crossdressing, but someone who encourages crossdressing daily. With a closet full of dresses, skirts, high heels, bras and panties, this sissy has everything they ever fantasized about. Follow the story as this sissy tries to break through the tough exterior of their new lover and learns what it means to be completely dominated. The sissy learns to accept chastity as well as being plugged at all times; But, the one rule that surpasses all others is submitting to complete and total feminization. Watch as the sissy becomes unrecognizable to the male that they once were and learns just how far the world of tie ups and gags can go. You may want to buckle up for this one, this sissy is about to get what she deserves.

The Doll Designer

Have you ever wondered what it would be like 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 that 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 naive young man believes that if he goes along with what she is asking 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.

Sissy Maid Camp

Have you ever wondered about being trained as a sissy house maid? Have you fantasized about going to a camp where you're trained to wear the highest of heels, a maid’s dress, and makeup at all times with other sissies?
In ‘Sissy Maid Camp’ our protagonist learns exactly how much his life can change over a summer. After a double dinner date with his wife and her friend’s from work, this sissy learns about a camp where men are sent to be trained and taught how to do their hair, makeup, and nails. While they’re at camp, they are trained to cook, clean, and serve their mistress diligently. A set of rules are 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. Over the course of the summer, our sissy learns that nothing will be the same when they return home from camp. They will be a sissy maid forever and there is nothing that they can do about it. Nothing is off the table when it comes to sissifying the campers, even breast augmentation. 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 presidency. Running a campaign based on putting men and women on equal footing, she is voted into office with a large majority in Congress to support her. To right the wrongs of history, the new leadership puts laws into place that force men to experience what women have experienced throughout human history. The protagonist of the story finds himself living through this historic moment of the country and must endure the new rules as they are written. While living with his wife, the young man must turn in his pants for skirts and shoes for high heels. After he is given a new job that 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 new “assets”. When the sissy finds himself locked up in a chastity belt after becoming completely feminized, he becomes unrecognizable as the man he once was. The protagonist must come to terms with his new life as a submissive sissy to the woman who owns him.

Black(E)Mail

Have you been keeping your sissy life a secret? Have you ever thought about what you would do to keep your friends and family from knowing what you look at on the internet? 
In ‘Black(E)Mail’, a sissy finds themself on the other end of a hacker who is blackmailing them. With access to their internet browsing history and webcam footage, the protagonist finds themself following orders so that their secret doesn’t come to light. Still living with his parents who are very conservative, the sissy protagonist finds himself doing increasingly strange things to keep the blackmailers happy. Having to throw out all of his underwear and begin wearing panties and a bra is only the tip of the iceberg. The protagonist soon finds himself getting waxed, having his hair, makeup, and nails done, and walking around his local mall in a dress and high heels to practice looking feminine. As the protagonist follows the orders being given to them, they can only hope that everything will work out when it is finished. Enjoy this fast paced story that takes a secretive young man and turns him into a feminized sissy. 

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 crossdressed? Are you new to the sissy lifestyle or just curious 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 be spending many more days as a real life sissy crossdresser. 
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