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PROLOGUE

The fantasies of being a woman… the panties you could wear, the lacy stockings and suspenders. Those big, bouncing breasts and ultra-sensitive nipples you could touch whenever you wanted, that cute ass and that hot, wet pussy and swollen, tingling clit.

And of course… those dicks you could tease and please.

What if it really was an option? To fully transform from a regular man into an ultra-feminine, curvy, slender woman who all the men lusted after…

Could you handle it? Would you really be able to embrace it all the way…

Well here’s your chance. You’re a woman now, and guess what… the big, tough, powerful men with bodies and dicks to match their status expect you to do as your told, work your body for their pleasure. So, it’s time to push yourself to your absolute limits, embrace your new body, your new identify, your new life… The Shock Swap starts now…

CHAPTER ONE

I jumped on my bike and after a brief wobble – totally not my fault but I won’t make excuses, I pedalled out of the enclosure and onto the road. Holding my cell up in one hand to look at my map app, I made a blind turn onto the main road.

It was busy, with several lanes seemingly merging in and out of each other. I kind of ignored the cars and chose the best lane that suited my route. I would need to stay in a straight line for a little while before making a hard right onto a large boulevard, just after a busy junction.

I saw that I had received a message from an old friend but conscious of road safety I only opened the app to read it, I didn’t reply, and wouldn’t until I was on a quieter part of the city centre road.

I really enjoyed the busy vibe of the city.

Of course, it was world famous that the Big Apple has a certain feel to it that just isn’t replicated anywhere else on the globe. I mean, the noise was just immense.

All the cars tooting their horns, the foul language being spouted by drivers as they passed me. Really there is nowhere else you could go for this kind of tough talking bravado.

Well, I continued for a couple of blocks before my turn off. When the time came, I made a quick switch onto the right road.

I felt a little hungry and saw a food stall selling some kind of street snack. I made the stop and bought the snack with my cell’s payment system, some kind of wholefoods style wrap with a generous amount of filing.

I must confess, I wasn’t expecting it to taste so good. I was highly impressed and would go as far as to say it was probably the best wrap I had ever purchased.

It went without saying that I could make a better wrap myself, but this was certainly a brilliant example of a wrap made by another person.

The vendor seemed ecstatic that I was enjoying his fare so much, and all I could do was compliment him. He asked if I could leave a review on TripAdvisor. I told him I would think about it, because I didn’t know whether there would be any less than favourable after effects, if you catch my drift.

The vendor didn’t seem overly impressed by this comment, so rather than talk to him for a second longer I hopped on my cycle and was away, pedalling quickly as he gave chase.

I turned around and saw that he had stopped, screaming something about my payment.

What an odd person he turned out to be. Still, I couldn’t deny that he made a mean wrap.

I looked at my phone and saw that I wasn’t that far from the hotel. In actual fact, there was a short cut I could take through a small park. All I needed to do was make a small jump over a metal barrier.

I knew I could do it – I was a tremendous cyclist, so I got my approach right, pedalled fast, and… success.

I cycled calmly through the park, pretty pleased with my skilled map reading and cycle skills, and exited to the welcoming sight of my destination.

Now, who says cycling in the city is dangerous? 

I pulled up to the hotel entrance and as the concierge, an old man but in impressive shape all the same, approached me I pointed at my cycle and gave him the indication that I wanted the cycle parked in the cycle check-in station across the road.

This simple instruction was taken on board by the concierge although I couldn’t help but notice he seemed a little irritated, rolling his eyes as he crossed the busy road, pushing the bike back in the direction I had just come from.

Well, another thing he could park was that kind of attitude, I thought, amused at my wordplay but also seriously annoyed by his terrible customer service.

Anyway, a far friendlier concierge approached from inside of the hotel entrance and pointed me in the right direction. I thanked him and offered him my fist to bump, which he accepted with gusto.

He stood there smiling for a second, a strangely expectant look on his face.

What was he after?

Who knows.

I certainly didn’t.

Anyway, I walked into the main reception and took a moment to take it all in. This truly was spectacular, real classic architecture from times gone by if you know what I mean. Wood panelling, caricature paintings on the walls, a thick, patterned carpet on the floor.

This was pure class and not even the most elegant and sophisticated traveller could dispute that.

The reception desk was a large oak affair, with ornate carvings around its edge. The carvings appeared to be of men and women, all entangled in each other, a fluidity of gender that seemed like an intriguing artistic choice at the time. I took a quick photo of it on my cell and didn’t think any more about it.

With a bold filter, that could real pop off on my Instagram, I considered briefly.

Well, at this stage I became aware of how busy the reception area was. People seemed to be pushing and shoving. I really hated that kind of bad mannered behaviour and made sure to glare as each one of them manoeuvred around me towards the desk.

All I wanted to do was take a few photos from a decent angle!

Why couldn’t people just show some appreciation for others. Oh well, not my problem. It wasn’t as if I worked here and had to be around them all the time.

I took my place at the back of the queue and made sure that my unhappiness was seen by everyone.

Why shouldn’t I tut or roll my eyes? So what if I wanted a photo?

As I waited I noticed the grumpy old concierge in the lobby, talking with some other members of staff. Call me paranoid, but I had a feeling they were talking about me.

Well, they could talk.

It wasn’t as if they were in a position to make me face any consequences.

No, they could say what they wanted.  

Finally, the queue of people dissipated, and I stood face to face with the receptionist.


CHAPTER TWO

“Yes, sir, how can I help you?” The receptionist asked.

I was immediately taken aback by how hot she was. I mean, it wasn’t as if the reception staff at this kind of place were ever anything less than well made up and presentable, but this was next level.

She looked like she could just as easily be modelling in New York fashion week. Perfect hair, ultra sleek and shiny, and distinctive makeup that highlighted a spectacular bone structure and emphasised her plump, red lips.

I must have been staring…

“Sir?” She asked again.

I looked at her name badge. I should probably say something, I thought, a little flustered.

“Ah, yes,” I said. “Sorry. Tiffany, I’m here to interview the management about the refurb? For Tome Magazine?”

“Of course,” Tiffany said. “They’re expecting you. Follow me please.”

There was something about Tiffany I just couldn’t put my finger on. Something about her perfection, it was almost as if she had been created as the perfect image of a sexy, polite, subservient woman.

Whatever, I thought.

I decided to enjoy the view as I followed her. The tight, yet shapely ass, swaying from side to side, the subtle muscle in her thighs, her long legs.

As I say, she was kind of perfect.

As we approached the meeting room, I noticed that to me at least, the hotel didn’t look like it had had that much of an upgrade. I guess it was pretty classic, retaining that old school air of sophistication, but in terms of recent upgrades I wasn’t seeing any.

Odd, I thought.

Tiffany knocked on the large oak panelled door and as we waited for a response, she turned to look at me.

“This is a fantastic opportunity for you,” She said. “I certainly don’t regret it. In fact, it’s the best decision I ever made.”

I nodded politely, almost absent-mindedly.

Wait, what? I thought.

“Oh, no, I’m not hear for a job,” I said. “Didn’t you hear what I said earlier? The interview, right?”

“I was the same as you,” Tiffany replied. “Don’t worry, all will become clear soon enough.”

A buzzing noise and Tiffany opened the heavy door.

I was about to find out what she was talking about.


CHAPTER THREE

Entering the room, I could see that this wasn’t going to play out like I had expected. But quite what would happen, I still had no idea.

As a journalist, this was exciting.

As a person, I felt a little unnerved.

“You must be from Flax?” The woman said.

She stood up from the L-shaped mahogany table and beckoned me over. As I walked towards the table, I scanned each person sitting before me. A mix of men and women. The women all seemed to have one thing in common, namely their totally flawless appearance. There were less men, three in total, and they sat in a row in the middle of the table.

Each one could be described as physically imposing, that was for sure.

Two of them were dressed in very expensive looking suits, open coloured shirts, evidently with very athletic physiques. The other man was a little more casual, like he had just stepped out of a work out session, followed by a relaxing spa session. As with the other two, he looked supremely fit and in shape, the outline of his powerful shoulders very evident underneath a tight-fitting sports t-shirt.

“I think there must be some confusion,” I said, turning to gesture towards Tiffany in the hope that she would explain I was here to interview them, not the other way round.

“No, everything is as it should be,” The man in the sportswear said, standing up from the table and walking towards me.

Standing directly in front of me, he certainly towered over me, his physicality causing me to feel a bit flustered, something that clearly did not go unnoticed.

“My name is Mr Maxwell,” He said. “You have been selected to be a part of our team, we just need to get the contracts sorted before we can begin in earnest. Don’t worry, we have been tracking your progress, and this will be the making of you.”

“Excuse me,” I said, a little helplessly. “I don’t know what you’re talking abo-“

Before I could finish my sentence I felt myself being picked up from behind, two sets of hands lifting me up at the armpits. I turned my head and saw the faces of the concierge staff from earlier, both grinning with some satisfaction as I fruitlessly tried to fight my way out of their clutches.

“Put me down!” I said. “You can forget a good write up now, I’ll go to town on you!”

With a nod from Mr Maxwell, the two men carried me over to a large oak table on the opposite side of the room.

As I lay down on the table, held in place by the two concierge staff and a couple of the other women, I realised that struggle was useless and decided to try and reason with them to release me.

“Don’t bother,” Maxwell said. “You see, we have been tracking you since an article you wrote about online feminization came to our attention. Yes, that’s right. Well, we placed a track on your internet usage and it seems like your interest wasn’t only professional. Since writing the piece you have been logging in on various sissy and hypno-sissy sites, haven’t you?”

I didn’t know what to say.

It was true, I had been. But it was only fantasy, something different from jerking off over big booty sluts getting pounded doggystyle.

“I’ll take you silence as confirmation we haven’t made a mistake then,” He said. “Well, our project here at this hotel is to provide men like you with an opportunity to transform into the person – the woman – that you truly want to be. In exchange for this transformation, you will work for us.”

I was shocked to my core. But suddenly it made sense. Wait, was Tiffany actually a man? I looked at her, and she nodded in acknowledgment.

“Yes, that’s right,” Maxwell said. “But as you’ll see now, Tiffany is 100% woman now. Tiffany, strip and present for us.”

With that, Tiffany very calmly and without fanfare began to remove her clothes.

I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

My heart was racing.

I didn’t know where to look, but I couldn’t help but ogle as Tiffany now stood in my line of vision, in a matching black lace bra and panties. Her body looked phenomenal, a perfect kind of slender athleticism but still with highly sensual, feminine curves.

You know what I mean… Pert, milky breasts – with stiff nipples prominent underneath the see-through lace.

A tiny, svelte waist.

Hips and thighs that looked like they could just as easily rock climb, squat, run, swim – any kind of physical proposition you could imagine.

“Turn for him,” Maxwell said, calmly but with an air of authority.

Tiffany turned around to reveal a juicy, perfectly rounded ass. The high cut of the panties emphasised her shapely cheeks. There was more than enough for any man to grab and squeeze, that was for sure.

“Now, you answer me this,” Maxwell said. “I see you looking, drooling. But, tell me, what do you really desire? What is your true preference? Do you desire to fuck her, or do you desire to be her?”

I was stunned.

My heart was still racing, I mean, I did always lust after women like Tiffany. That was for sure, there could be no doubting it. Part of my daily life was to jerk off to women who looked like this, their perfect bodies, their glamourous style. But…

I also couldn’t deny that a part of my fantasy, a part that was sometimes buried deep in my subconscious but had been coming more and more to the forefront of my thoughts, was indeed the idea that actually I would like to be one of these women. The thought of experiencing their body if it was my own. My delicate, feminine hands caressing, squeezing, probing my perfect female body. I couldn’t deny that I had more often than not, especially recently, reached my climax when imagining this.

Of course, this isn’t where it ended. When I was being even more candid, more explicit at the height of my fantasies, I would begin to wonder what it would be like to be fucked as a woman – and I don’t mean fucked by a normal dude, or a nerd, but what it would be like to be fucked by an out and out alpha male.

A boss.

A leader.

The kind of guy who could parade around a gym, looking confident and strong. The type of man who would hold court confidently in a business meeting, getting his point across in a firm, masterful way.

These kinds of men would just know exactly what to do to please a woman. They would have the experience, the body, the mindset to just send a woman – of their choice, naturally – into total ecstasy.

Of course, they would also surely be well equipped to fill an eager, slutty bimbo’s hot, pulsating pussy with their large, throbbing, meaty cock.

Even thinking about it as I hesitated to answer Maxwell was getting me hot under the colour, my cock beginning to twitch and strain in my pants.

“Answer me,” Maxwell said. “You will answer me and you will tell us all the truth.”

“Yes,” I said. “I desire to be her, or to be a woman like her. Please-“

I was still panicked, not fully aware of what was happening. But before I could say any more, it seemed like my acknowledgment of my desires had taken this situation to the next level.

Maxwell appeared to motion to Tiffany, who then walked over to me and stood next to the table, in nothing by her bra and panties.

“Sir, shall I administer the serum?” She said.

“Yes, we have our confirmation of consent,” Maxwell said, running his hand over my face.

It felt strange. I was totally helpless, in a situation where I had no real idea what was going on other than the fact that an organisation seemed to have been monitoring me and had explicit knowledge of my sexual activities and fantasies.

The two concierges approached and without instruction began to remove my trousers and pants and cut away my shirt. Before I knew it, I was totally naked, lying exposed on the table. My cock was by now fully erect. It wasn’t a big dick, far from it, and I noticed both concierges having a sly giggle about it. I felt humiliated.

“Don’t worry,” Tiffany said. “I didn’t have a very big one when I was a man. For us, this is a brilliant opportunity to become the best versions of ourselves we can be, to live out our real sexual destinies.”

I still didn’t truly know where this was going. I was a little scared, but the thrill I was feeling running through my body could not be denied.

On some level, I just knew a change was coming.

“Lift your legs up, part them slightly,” Maxwell said to me.

I did what I was told. He just had a commanding voice that I found irresistible. Also I was beginning to realise something.

I was attracted to him.

I desired him.

I wanted him.

Maxwell put his hands on my ankles and held them in position. This was thrilling, I couldn’t deny it. Then it happened.

Tiffany positioned herself in between my legs, kneeling down.

I strained my neck to see what was going on.

Then I saw it.

What looked like a butt-plug, clear but filled with a pink serum, with a plunger at one end like medical syringe.

“W-w-w-w-what?” I said, my nerves getting the best of me.

“Don’t worry, darling,” Maxwell said. “It will feel a little cold, then you’ll drift off to sleep. But when you wake… well that’s when the fun will begin.

I watched as Tiffany eased the device into my asshole. I let out a moan, part shock, part pleasure as my ass let it enter. I felt my face flush with embarrassment as everyone in the room was now around me, getting a good look as Tiffany pushed the plunger and I felt the cold pink serum enter me.

“Ooooooh,” I said, my voice suddenly an octave higher, more feminine.

What was happening?

I felt my eyelids drooping.

I felt sleepy.

As my eyes shut, I couldn’t make much out.

I tried to fight the sleep.

I felt my entire body tingling, a rush of pleasure over it.

I heard voices, cheering, laughing.

Then my eyes shut and everything was dark as I gave in to the anaesthetic powers of the pink serum that had been shot up into my ass.


CHAPTER FOUR

I felt my eyes gradually begin to open. Had I dreamt everything? Was I about to wake up and find out that this craziest of dreams was exactly that.

A dream… not based in reality.

A fantasy my horny mind had devised in such detail and with such strength that it had actually felt so overwhelmingly powerful as to seem entirely real?

Almost immediately, I had my answer.

“She’s awake!” Came the calmly authoritative voice.

I opened my eyes fully and looked around me.

No longer in the large conference room of my fantasy – or was it reality? – I was now in a much smaller, but no less grand office room. Decked out in classical style up-market carpets and heavy oak furniture, I was lying on a green leather chaise-long.

It was at this moment that any doubts about the reality of my situation quickly dissipated and I realised that something was definitely up.

Sitting across from me was Maxwell, the powerful, super business chic, alpha male from before I black out. He was seated behind his grand desk. To one side of him was Tiffany. She had changed out of her business attire and was now wearing a tiny matching bra and panty set – black, see through, lacy. She had let her hair down, and her luxurious, shiny locks only added to her sophisticated sexiness.

My mind was rapidly catching up on itself, trying to remember what had happened – specially: what had happened to me – in that room before I had passed out. In truth, I still felt a little scrambled, and was struggling to process the situation, let alone the murky, not so distant past.

It must have been written all over my face.

“Tiffany,” Maxwell said, “Why don’t you show her the end product?”

Her? What the hell…

I didn’t have too long to wonder as to what he meant.

Tiffany walked over to me, her slender yet curvy hips swaying as she did, and eased me onto my feet and led me over to a large, oval shaped mirror  situated across from Maxwell’s desk.

As we stood side by side, I couldn’t believe what I was seeing.

Instead of me standing next to Tiffany, there was a long legged, big-bootied, large breasted, bimbo.

It couldn’t be…

There was no way…

Wait, it was all coming back…

“Yes, that’s right,” Tiffany said, “The cold pink serum we shot up that ass of yours has taken effect and transformed you into our latest employee. Our latest cum hungry, cock addicted bimbo.”

“Wait, I-!” I protested.

“No, no, no nonsense from you,” Maxwell said. “If you remember, we know all about your internet preferences, your deepest fantasies. You admitted them all to us as you drifted off. And now, you have your wish. You are a perfect fuck machine who will prove to be an excellent employee for us here.”

I was in total shock.

I couldn’t tear my eyes away from the person staring back at me in the mirror.

The seductively plum lips.

The high cheekbones.

The bombastic breasts, nipples stiffening and pointing out hard.

I felt a shiver as Tiffany ran her hands over my shoulders, down my front, over my breasts, over my smooth, hairless pubic mound.

“Ooooooooh,” I let out, suddenly aware that my pussy – yes, I couldn’t deny I had one – was pulsing, hot, a wetness between my legs that was equally shocking and a massive turn on.

Tiffany eased her fingers into my hot pussy, just enough for me to get a feeling for how amazing it would be from now on.

I let out another moan, my knees buckling a little.

“Go on, Tiffany,” Maxwell said, “Give her a little touch on her clit. Show her what’s possible.”

With that, Tiffany worked her wet fingers over my clit and almost straight away I could feel my entire body filling with this kind of incredible sexual energy I had never experienced in my life as a man.

I was in so much pleasure it was unreal.

“Do you like it?” Maxwell said.

“Y-y-y-y-y-yes,” I replied, struggling to keep my composure.

“Do you like it what?” Maxwell said, a little sternly. ]

“Um, ooooh, um, ooooh-aaaah,” I responded, totally unable to communicate such was the pleasure happening around my body.

“Sir!” Maxwell commanded. “You will address me as sir!”

“Y-y-y-y-y-yes, oooooooooh, y-y-y-yes, s-s-s-s-sir,” I said, holding on to Tiffany as she worked my clit, now with more fingers also working my pussy simultaneously.

“Now, do you accept your role with us?” Maxwell asked. “Do you agree to work for us, to do our bidding, to willingly give your mind and body to service?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, panting, moaning, my weight now almost fully supported by Tiffany as she continued to work my pussy and my clit.

I felt myself approaching what would have been my first orgasm.

My entire body was in total ecstasy, I could feel myself thrusting and gyrating, trying to get extra friction to bring myself closer to release.

At this point I looked up and saw that Maxwell had stepped out from his desk and was removing his trousers, then pants, to reveal a hard, bouncing, throbbing cock. This was the kind of dick a normal man can only dream of. It was a monster.

“Now cum for me, bimbo,” He declared, moving in close to me, his bard cock centimetres from my face.

“Ooooooooh, yyyyyeeeeees, sir,” I squealed, now using my own fingers to bring myself off.

“That’s your new slutty instinct taking over,” Tiffany said, approvingly.

As I frantically worked my clit and pussy, I felt myself collapse to my knees, continuing to pump my tight, wet hole, now frantically rubbing my clit as if my life depended on it.

I looked up and just did what came naturally.

I grabbed Maxwell’s long, veiny, hard cock and put my lips over the wide, powerful dick-head.

The taste was so good. Salty, masculine. I knew that this was my future, that being a man was an old life now, one that I didn’t want to go back to.

I felt my body begin to jerk involuntarily.

It was happening, I was cumming.

I worked my mouth over Maxwell’s cock and felt his hot cum spurt into my mouth.

He pulled back and sprayed my face with his hot cum as I continued to have my orgasm. I didn’t think either would end as his cum continued to fly onto my face, into my mouth, over my hair. All the time, Maxwell looked down at me, grinning, grunting, clearly enjoying the show.

He finished and slapped his length across my face a couple of times as I began to collapse to the floor totally spent.

“Well, not a bad effort for your first cock,” He declared, walking back to his desk, picking up his clothes and getting back into them as if nothing had happened.

“Say thank you,” tiffany said, squatting down and giving me a few slaps across my exposed thighs, ass, and pussy.

“Sorry, sir, thank you, sir,” I said, weakly, barely able to talk from the sheer shock of this experience.

“Good enough,” Maxwell said. “Although as part of your training you will be expected to get a whole lot better. Right, Tiffany will you come with me, then come back to sort her out and give her some tasks to complete before we resume later.”

“Yes, of course, sir,” tiffany replied.

She gave me another few slaps.

“You, bimbo, you better make sure you’re ready and presentable when I come back. There’s a private bathroom through that door – you’re lucky I don’t make you use the one out in the corridor. Get all that cum out of your hair, wash yourself all over and wait for me to get back. Got it?”

I nodded and watched as the two left the room.

Quite where this was going I had no idea, but I knew that it was quite possibly the most exhilarating experience I was ever likely to have.

I licked my lips as I watched them leave and realised that whatever happened, this was my future. A cum soaked hotel slut, ready to serve, happy to take orders, and ready to take cock at a moment’s notice.


CHAPTER FIVE

Later, I was sent out on an errand. I walked across the road, noticing a few glances from cab drivers and men on the street.

It was a strange sensation. It actually shocked me a little when one passing car honked and shouted a pretty explicit obscenity at me.

Was this really what it would be like from now on?

Anyway, as much as it offended me, I can’t deny the certain frisson of excitement I felt at the same time.

Safely on the other side of the road, I checked the time.

Odd, I thought, puzzled.

The time seemed surprisingly early, almost as if the last few minutes hadn’t happened.

Hey, I guess I am a quick walker, I thought, relaxed and happy at this turn of events.  

I didn’t think about it for a moment longer and continued down the next avenue that would, as long as my calculations were correct, would take me to the ingredients store.

The humidity was keeping up with its intensity, and if anything was getting worse.

I felt myself really feeling the pace so decided to take a breather – after all, I was making such good time a couple of minutes wouldn’t make any difference. Then, totally by chance, I happened to see the street vendor from the day I had arrived here.

You know, the one who wanted me to review his food on TripAdvisor and got all in a twizz when I demurred, albeit temporarily.

Yes, him, that exact guy.

Well, I knew he wouldn’t recognise me this time, for obvious reasons, and I recalled that he did his own cold beverages to go with the wraps.

What the heck, I thought.

I walked over to his stall, ready to quench my thirst. 

I waited for the customer ahead of me to get served. I’m not being funny, but the amount he was ordering was absolutely ridiculous.

Three large wraps?

Three drinks?

Plus a couple of sides?

Who was he feeding, the entire population of a small nation?

Well, maybe I was being a tad impatient, thirsty as I was. Thing was, in front of all this tasty food I had actually developed something of an appetite at this point.

Perhaps I would pick up a wrap again, help settle my stomach and get some much needed nutrients in my system for what was sure to be an energy sapping day, and a long one too.

Well, it was settled.

I would get a cool drink and a wrap. Yes, a nutritious high energy wrap and I would be on my way.

But, one problem. The absolute clown in front of me was taking an age to pay for his order. Why oh why people couldn’t be more efficient with this kind of thing I really never did understand.

I was getting a bit irritated at not only that, but the sight of the food and drink he was holding being crushed in his bag. Couldn’t he at least show some respect to both the vendor and the product that had been served to him?

Well, it was probably none of my business, but I just couldn’t help but get a little worked up at this kind of thing. The man finally got the right payment card out of his wallet and the transaction went through smoothly enough, although just when I thought everything was signed, sealed, and delivered, he only went and asked for an extra drink and a small packet of falafel energy balls.

For God’s sake! What was he playing at?

I must admit I did make a kind of irritated tutting noise a couple of times.

I was at boiling point, and not just because of the weather. 

The man turned around and I couldn’t believe his response.

“Calm down, honey, you’ll get your turn,” He said with a kind of arrogance that was just demeaning.

I was speechless.

I looked to the vendor in expectation, but nothing. I attempted to say something but for some reason the words just wouldn’t come out. All I could do was stand there, probably looking as helpless as I felt.

The stupid oaf kind of smirked and turned back to the vendor to complete his transaction.

Trying to keep my mind of this insult, I looked up towards the impressive architecture that filled the skyline.

It’s very easy to miss this kind of thing unless you really make the effort, I thought, contemplatively.

Well, the rude man finished his order, got served, and left, turning again to smirk as he walked off towards his car, a plain, seen better days, saloon.

Finally, I could get on with my order and get my day back on track after this totally unnecessary situation.

Drama, right? Who needs it. 

So it was my turn at last. I stood in front of the vendor and placed my order. Petit wrap with a hint of chili flame and one tall iced smoothie.

I was really looking forward it by now, I can promise that. 

The vendor began to prepare the wrap.

He seemed to know exactly what he was doing, which is always a reassuring sign when dealing with any kind of food preparation. I mean, I guess I should have had more trust in his skill set having already had one great wrap from him.

Call me suspicious Sally then why don’t you?

I found something different about this ordering experience however.

There was something I couldn’t put my finger on…

I was noticing… his hands?

To get specific, I was noticing the dexterity of his fingers, the strong and supple look of his palms. Sure, they had a weather-worn quality to them, but also a sure touch and firm grip.

Oh right, I remembered, my perceptions are naturally going to be different know. I was seeing things more and more like how a woman would. Back in my male body it would never, ever have occurred to me to observe a street vendor’s hands so keenly. Maybe in the past I guess I would be prone to checking out big, alpha men in the changing room of my gym, but now I was finding myself entranced by some regular dude on the street.

What did it all mean?

I guess the vendor must have noticed me looking.

As he continued to put the finishing touches to my wrap, he began to strike up a little bit of a conversation.

Nothing risqué, just friendly talk.

I couldn’t help but smile, nodding along, asking the odd question here or there. He seemed to be enjoying our chat, really interacting with me in a way that he certainly hadn’t done on my previous experience with him.

The difference?

Yes, I was a man then.

Hey, maybe the benefits of being a babe weren’t just limited to the the… obvious stuff.

Well, he finished the wrap and gave it to me along with the drink I had requested. We said goodbye and as I walked away I turned back.

Just as I thought…

Busted!

He was checking me out as I left.

I could tell from the look on his face that he definitely liked what he saw. He had the kind of look I used to get when checking out a hot woman. He was almost drooling.

I could have been offended, but instead I just felt kinda horny.

Then I remembered: I had to get these ingredients or there would be trouble!

I looked at the time and saw that I was now basically running late. This wasn’t good.

Doubling my pace, and trying to navigate the streets at the same time, I made it my mission to not get distracted again, power through the punishing heat, and complete my task.

Hey, it was fun chilling out as a woman, I thought. But now it was time to hustle.


CHAPTER SIX

I arrived back at the hotel and made my way into the kitchen with the parcel for the head chef. As I said, he was a grumpy sonofabitch, so I attempted to drop the package off as quickly as I could before getting out of there and back up to Tiffany’s office where I knew there were further instructions for me.

I also had a feeling that Maxwell would be involved.

When I say feeling, I guess what I really mean was that I really hoped he would be involved. I hadn’t been able to get over the thoughts of his large, all powerful cock in my mouth.

I couldn’t deny it.

I wanted more of that cock.

Not only did I want more of it in my mouth, I wanted it in my pussy, in my ass, in my hands.

Clearly, he was right, I had left behind my male body, and my male mind too. I was ready to serve cock, take it wherever and whenever.

Little did I know that this was about to be put to the test.

“Oi, hey, where do you think you’re going?” Came the voice from behind me as I began to walk out of the kitchen.

I turned around and saw that the head chef, flanked by a couple of sous chefs, was standing with a funny look on his face, like he was expecting something.

“I’ve made my delivery, as requested,” I said. “I need to get back up to the third floor.”

I must admit, I probably came across as a little impatient. It was true, I did have somewhere to be. After the experience of Maxwell, it was a little bit of a non-starter in my eyes to be bossed about by a working man.

Just as I turned back away I felt two sets of hands pick me up by my armpits and swing me around, then walk me over towards the chef.

“Put me down!” I cried out, my voice feminine and a little whiny.

I attempted to wriggle free from the two sous chefs, but they possessed the kind of power a bimbo like me simply couldn’t match.

“Get her up on the table, bend her over the edge!” The chef said, a wicked spice in his tone.

I couldn’t believe what was happening. I was not impressed at all. Trying to struggle, it very quickly became apparent that there was no way out.

“Now, let’s have a look at the main dish!” The chef said, clearly impressed with his own little wordplay.

I felt his hands on my trousers, his fingers hooking underneath the waistband. I couldn’t believe he would actually go through with this.

It was so humiliating, degrading, and utterly unacceptable.

“I’ll tell Miss Tiffany!” I cried out. “I’ll tell Maxwell! I’ll tell sir!”

The two sous chefs laughed as they continued to hold me in place.

“Shut up, slut!” The chef bellowed. “You’ll take your punishment like a good little bitch.”

I felt my trousers being pulled down over my ass, past my thighs, and left to hang at my ankles.

“We’ll have these off too!” The chef said, roughly pulling my panties right off, the tear of the fabric sending a shiver of fear through me. “Time to spank this bubble butt!”

No sooner had he said it, the spanking began.

Spank!

Spank!

Smack!

Smack!

I let out cries of pain, pathetically attempting to wriggle myself free.

“You’ll stay there, slut!” The chef said, as he rained down his large, wide hand on my jiggling and reddening asscheeks.

“Please stop, please, I’m sorry!” I pleaded. “I’ll do anything if you stop spanking me!”

“Oh, don’t you worry,” The chef said, “You’ll be taking our cocks, and all our sperm at the end of our shift. But now we need to show you what disobedient female members of staff get.”

The spanking continued as I cried out in pain as each spank came down harder than the last. But then a funny thing happened. Instead of crying out in pain, I began thanking the chef, then asking for another spank.

Then another.

Then another.

Then another.

It actually felt like I was enjoying the punishment, getting a kick out of the helplessness of my situation.

Maybe too I kind of felt like I deserved to be punished?

After all, I had been a bit rude, and he was the head chef.

“Please sir, spank me harder!” I begged. “I deserve any punishement you give me!”

“Now she gets it,” The chef laughed. “Well, shall I give her ten more, really set her bimbo ass on fire?”

The two sous chef agreed and the final ten spanks were indeed incredibly hard and fast. I made sure to say thank you after each one.

“Well done,” the chef said. “You took that pretty well in the end. But you’ll be leaving with no panties, and I want to see you crawl out of here on your hands and knees, with your trousers still knocking about around your ankles. You can sort yourself out when you’re out of my kitchen. Now, get out, we have food to prepare.”

With that, he stuffed a banana in my mouth for extra humiliation, and I duly crawled out as instructed. The second I was out of the flapping kitchen door I jumped to my feet and pulled my trousers up. As I was doing the top button up I felt the gaze of the concierge firmly trained on me. He was grinning, almost as if he had been watching the whole thing.

I felt disgusted, but also horny. This was so confusing. 

Before I could process my feelings any further, I felt my phone buzz.

Instructions from Tiffany – I had to get out again before she wanted me back up at her office. And, yes, she would be accompanied by Maxwell… and others.


CHAPTER SEVEN

I was a little unsteady on my feet. The heat was relentless back out on the street, it had actually gotten hotter, which seemed crazy and almost unbelievable to me.

Of course, my unsteadiness wasn’t only down to the punishing heat, far from it. In fact, it was clearly another kind of punishment that was for the most part responsible.

Trying my best to get back on steady ground, and at the same time focusing my mind, I tried to distract myself.

But how?

You see, such was the intensity of the experience that it wasn’t quite so easy as saying one, two, three – focus!

I decided that what I needed was a stiff drink to calm the nerves.

But did I have time?

I figured I probably did, so stopped and had a look round for a bar I could drop in on.

Well, ever heard the phrase about too much choice actually being a bad thing?

As I walked up and down the street it seemed like the plethora of choice was actually making it damned on impossible to get a drink.

Did I want a cocktail?

Did I want a fusion ale?

Did I want a traditional Irish pub?

I just wanted a quick hit of alcohol to take the edge off is all. Why did things have to be so difficult?

In the end, I walked into a liquor store, and old style Mom and Pop joint, and picked up a small bottle of Old Russian.

You know.

The clear devil, vodka. Well, it was such a small bottle it would hardly do any damage, would it?

I thought about just downing it on the street but had second thoughts. Sure, it was arguably the biggest city in the world, where anything seemed to go, but I didn’t want any hassle from a keen cop, and nor did I want to risk any hotel staff spotting me drinking on the job. After all, I was only a few blocks away so it wasn’t outside of the realms of possibility that I would be spotted.

I decided to seek out a little enclosed park area I had spotted on my way here.

Yes, I thought, that would be perfect.

Sitting down with a small drink, letting it all sink in.

Trying, if that was possible, to process everything that had happened so far.

Well, it was worth a go.

I walked for maybe two hundred metres and found the park.

Luckily, I spotted an empty bench just as I entered. The bench was perfectly serviceable and in fact was actually rather well maintained. It looked relatively new to me, which was strangely reassuring.

I say down and opened to bottle top.

Not ever a huge fan of vodka, but with a definite appreciation for it, I took in the odour. It was okay, I definitely needed this.

Before I took my long gulp, I looked across the park and watched as a group of college duded played a form of competitive frisbee. They were all laughing and joking as they tossed the plastic disc.

Not bad, these guys have got some pretty serious skill sets, I thought.

I used to play a little at school myself, and I was pretty damn good.

There was nothing to say I couldn’t carry on playing of course, although I would have to get some slightly different sports underwear!

I found myself staring at the college dudes, taking in their tight, flexible, muscular bodies.

Oh no, not now, I thought. I just didn’t have the energy after what had happened earlier.

I changed focus and instead breathed in the air and watched as birds took flight from tree to sky as car horns hooted musically in the distance.

Lifting the vodka to my lips I downed it in two sweep gulps.

There was a kick to it, that was for sure. I closed my eyes and allowed the hot afternoon sun to radiate and bounce off my face and body and back out into the universe.

Life, the universe, what was it all about? I thought.

There were so many anomalies, so many unique occurrences, so much mystery.

My situation was of course part of that, another change, another shift in how the world worked – and who was I to dispute it or try to change it?

Surely, shouldn’t I accept the workings of the universe and just roll with it? Wouldn’t that save me a lot of stress and worry? Well, I also had to admit that there was an element of my subconscious that clearly wanted this new way of life to continue forever, that if anything, being a woman felt way more natural, far more enriching than being a man ever had.

Perhaps this was the truth, that the way I was living now was always destined to be my way of life?

Just as I was getting all philosophical, I sensed something approaching.

Then, BANG!

“Owwwww!” I protested.

I opened my eyes and saw that the frisbee had actually caught the wind, headed my way, and caught me on the head.

Furious, I looked around for the culprit. Then, over jogged one of the college dudes. I looked at the college dude, and immediately I could tell he was sorry. Of course, it had been an accident. I mean, imagine living in a world where people thought it was acceptable to intentionally throw plastic projectiles at people’s heads. Well, it doesn’t bear thinking about really, does it? It sounds like something that might exist in a Mad Max style dystopian post-apocalyptic world.

Well, maybe that’s a little bit of an exaggeration, but you get my point, right?

Well, as I say, I could tell he was sorry for what had happened. Weirdly though, as he mumbled his way through an apology I began to feel a little annoyed at him. I mean, he was kind of saying the right things, but I felt like he could have made a little bit more of an effort.

Well, I’m not going to die on that hill – and I suppose he did at least make some kind of effort.

So what if he wasn’t exactly a poet, a spoken word wordsmith capable of waxing lyrical in order to convey his thoughts?

It wasn’t as if I was either.

As I watched the college guy pick up the Frisbee and casually hurl it over a hundred yards back towards his group, I wondered what he would report back to them.

Would he be talking about how nervous he was?

How he could barely make eye contact?

Would there have been some encouragement from his friends to strike up a conversation with me beyond the initial apology?

Well, I could only speculate on that, but it was something I knew I could expect more of as this new way of life continued for me. I decided to forget about the Frisbee crew and do some more park watching for a couple of minutes. I figured I had a bit of time, so why not enjoy the mellowing buzz from the vodka?

Momentarily shutting my eyes, I listed to the sounds of the city.

Sure, I could hear the song of car horns but they seemed distant somehow. Tuning in, I could hear what sounded like bird song, a chirpy melody that made me feel as if I was taking a well-deserved break in the mountain forest after a hard morning of hiking and steep vertical ascension.

I often thought that I would like life in a rural, spectacular mountainous location. The advantages of living the great outdoor life were numerous. From the obvious health benefits, to the type of no-technology de-stress that would also be possible. That’s not to say I would ever envisage going totally off-grid. No, that wouldn’t be for me to be honest, I knew that I liked to stay in touch with the outside world too much for that level of commitment. But definitely I think living a more detached life for sure had its appeal, one that ebbed and flowed depending on my mood in the big city.

Of course, there was also the issue of who would keep me company in my imaginary, dare I say fantasy, mountain cabin. Previously, I had always thought it would be a buxom, wild at heart country girl with long hair, soft lips, and a body that was necessarily athletic to deal with the terrain but feminine enough to get me going.

Well, what to say.

I guess I would need to change that fantasy now.

I suppose seeing as I was now the babe, I would need to think about what kind of… alpha outdoor man that I would have providing for me, both in terms of our lifestyle and in the bedroom.

My mind now swimming in this fantasy, I could see just the type of log-cutting, bearded, Viking style man.

Tall.

Muscular.

Powerful.

The strong and silent type.

We could tend the land together and then of course I would need to ease the aches and pains for him in the evening. Maybe I would run him a hot bath and then soap him up and massage some essential oils over his lean, muscular body. Gently but firmly massaging his upper thighs, I would move my hand down underneath the bubbles and take a hold of his now hard cock, long and thick, and slowly begin to pulse my hand over it as I watch his pupils dilate in excitement. At this point he would tell me to remove my clothes and get in the bath with him.

I wouldn’t need asking twice.

It would be a large oak bath that he had carved himself in his woodwork shed, and he would use his large, super manly hands to hold me up by my small waist and then ease my soaked pussy down on his cock…

I realised I was getting incredibly turned on by this fantasy and knew that unless I snapped out of it – and fast – I would begin to have an orgasm right there on the park bench.

As much as the idea of public exhibitionism was potentially pretty exciting, I felt like I wasn’t quite ready for it yet, and even more than that I really knew that I would need to keep my energy reserves up for later.

I quickly brought myself back into the present moment and just enjoyed the more down to earth pleasure of the park!

Well, I really could have sat there all day, such was my immersion in this fantastical mountain landscape I was creating in my mind. Of course, I knew deep down that I was already dealing with one fantastical development, so my transportation to a summer alpine scene would have to wait for another time.

With no little show of willpower, I lifted myself up off the bench and began to walk out of the park.

I glanced over at the Frisbee dudes and saw that they looked over to me as I walked away, clearly appreciative of what they were seeing.

Well, this had been an interesting day so far, but I had no time for them and knew I should probably get my skates on and make my way back to the hotel.


CHAPTER EIGHT

So I arrived back at the hotel and completed some small tasks that had been set for me. Nothing major, just fairly basic stuff. The whole time though, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I was being watched.

Of course, I felt the almost continuous gaze of the sleazy concierge and his associates, the assistant concierges. You could almost say that I got used to that.

Well, almost.

I figured that they had heard about what had happened with the chef earlier, and probably they were looking for an excuse, any opportunity, to dish out some of their own punishment on me.

That, I could live without.

But back to the issue at hand. I felt like there was an added dimension of surveillance on me. I looked around and didn’t see any obvious signs of security cameras, of which there were a few in the hotel, following me as I moved.

No, it was different.

I just couldn’t put my finger on it.

Anyway, I completed my task and made it up to Maxwell’s office.

Standing in the elevator, I felt a rush of excitement, nerves, horniness, intrigue. You name it, I was feeling it.

Even though it had only been a few hours ago, and I was still processing the whole situation and how it had played out, I definitely felt like it was a life changing moment.

No – a life bettering moment.

It was kind of like I had fallen in love with Maxwell?  Sounds crazy, right? Well, the way I was thinking was that maybe, it was always my destiny to become a woman. Sure, I hadn’t imagined it would be via a shot of pink serum up my ass, but however crazily it had come about I knew I didn’t want it to change.

All I wanted was to serve Maxwell, to take his cock, to become his.

With this in mind, the elevator door pinged and opened directly into his penthouse office suite.

The lights were set down a little, with some spotlights strategically placed. There was a funky RnB soundtrack playing in the background, emanating from the state of the art speakers embedded into the walls in a subtle, classy way.

“Now,” Maxwell said, making himself visible by walking out from the library in the corner of the suite. “I hear your ass was given a good old fashioned spanking by the chef. Is this true?”

I didn’t know how to answer. I was afraid that Maxwell would be angry with me. I didn’t want to upset him.

“I-I-I,” I stammered.

“Well, who is this getting their booty spanked then?” Maxwell stated.

Maxwell pointed up at the huge projector screen over on the large wall behind his desk. To my shock, a video began to play that showed me being bent over the metal chef’s table, my panties pulled down, and my ass spanked!

“I’m sorry!” I cried out.

Before I knew what I was doing, I was running towards Maxwell and throwing myself at his feet, begging for forgiveness.

“Please, punish me if you wish!” I proclaimed.

Without hesitation, I felt myself being picked up by Maxwell with the kind of ease that made me feel as if I must be as light as a feather. It was a huge turn on to feel my groin pressing into his powerful shoulder, the submissiveness of being thrown into a fireman’s lift only added to the growing wetness in my pussy.

Maxwell walked me over to the large sofa that overlooked the city.

It really was a spectacular view. I didn’t have time to admire it though, as Maxwell began to rip and tear away my clothes. All without saying a word. I simply lay there, totally submissively, ready for him to do what he wanted to me.

Then my mind and body went into overdrive as I heard the sound of him removing his clothes. Arching my head back I let out a gasp as I saw him towering above me, totally naked, his huge cock hard and bouncing up and down in excitement.

“You like what you see, slut?” Maxwell asked.

Except he wasn’t really asking. He knew full well that I absolutely loved what I saw. What happened next just came so naturally to me as I raised my naked ass up in the air, presenting it – and my glistening pussy of course – for my master.

“One question,” Maxwell said. “If I put my cock inside you now, you accept that you will be permanently a woman? Not only do you accept it, but you gladly, totally desire it?”

“Yes, sir,” I said, without a second thought.

Maxwell wasted no time and grabbed me with his large hands, taking a firm grip of the sweet-spot of flesh on my thighs. He lifted me back towards him and then it happened.

Maxwell’s enormous alpha cock entered me.

I let out a long moan, my mouth opening up how all those women did on the porn I used to watch. I was in ecstasy as Maxwell began to pump in and out, calling my every variation on cum hungry, cock loving bimbo you could possibly imagine.

“Y-y-y-y-y-yy-yeeeeees!” I cried out, bucking my hips, writhing around on his huge cock.

I began to cum.

Over and over and over.

I wasn’t sure if I could take it anymore, I felt myself going limp, totally unable to control my bodily movements. All I was doing now was just acting as a fucktoy for Maxwell to pump, albeit expertly.

Just as I thought I was about to pass out, I felt Maxwell take his cock out of my pussy. He flipped me onto my back and straddled me. I felt his weight on me, so manly, so powerful. I looked him in the eyes, and then raised my head a little, opened my mouth, and gave him a look that told him I wanted his hot, salty cum in my mouth and on my face.

I wanted to prove to him that I was devoted to him.

“Good,” Maxwell said.

Within seconds, Maxwell’s cum was indeed flying into my mouth, and I couldn’t help smiling, laughing almost, as it went everywhere across my face.

This was a spiritual experience.

As the cum slowed down, I licked and sniffed his ball-sack. I would never have actually thought that I would be in this position, let alone committing these acts.

I honestly thought they would always remain my fantasy, something to think about during late night masturbation sessions in front of my screen.

But not now.

Now it was my reality, and I loved it.

I also knew that there would be more to come from my relationship with Maxwell. After all, Tiffany had in fact mentioned that other people would indeed be involved.

I guess my time at the hotel was actually only just beginning. But that’s for another time…
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