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CHAPTER 1:

Brenda Boswell had been my closest friend for years. Even though she was a girl and I was a boy we had grown up in the same neighborhood and our parents were friends so we got used to hanging out together. Brenda was two years older than me so I had always kind of looked up to her as sort of a big sister.

As the years went by and we both got caught up in our own lives with relationships and jobs and going to college we didn’t see each other all that much but always kept in touch none the less. It had always been a platonic relationship and I imagined that it would always remain that way. For one thing I wasn’t really her “type” physically. Brenda had always been attracted to big, strong guys with muscular bodies, which I definitely wasn’t. She also had kind of a thing for rich guys, which I also was most definitely not.

In addition to that my sexuality had always been a little murky. During my college days I had joined a frat and tried to get into the whole hedonistic lifestyle that’s supposed to be the highlight of your higher education experience but nothing ever felt quite right. I mean I liked a pretty girl as much as the next guy but I just wasn’t totally obsessed with getting laid all the time. Brenda had suggested that maybe I harbored some latent homosexual tendencies, and maybe she was right, but I was even more clueless about gay sex than I was about straight sex.

After graduation my focus shifted from beer and parties to trying to get serious about my career but that wasn’t going so great at the moment. Yes I had landed a couple of jobs in the investment field, which was supposed to be my area of expertise, but the work had been deadly dull and I was just one of a million other young hopefuls constantly being pitted against each other to see who had the “killer instincts” to rise to the top. That did not suit my temperament at all and I found myself job hunting almost as soon as I had taken a new position.

Brenda, on the other hand, seemed to be doing great somehow. She had landed what seemed like a pretty cushy job to me but had given up the “rat race” and was self-employed as some kind of cosmetics influencer or something and apparently doing even better. When she rolled up for lunch on afternoon when we decided to catch up a little in person I noticed she was driving a brand new car that put my ride to shame.

“Very fancy,” I said as she got out of the car.

“Yeah, it is pretty nice. Just decided that it was time to ride in style,” Brenda replied with a laugh.

“Must be nice.”

At lunch I complained a lot about my financial state and my frustrations in the workplace and Brenda kind of evaded most of my questions about her financial health, which I assumed was because she didn’t want to rub my face in it.

“So you really make a good living being a cosmetics influencer?” I asked.

“It’s pretty steady but I do try to supplement that sometimes. You know me. I like nice things,” said Brenda.

“Yes you do, and you usually get them,” I commented.

“I like to always have a little mad money for those impulsive purchases that you just have to make,” she chuckled.

“So give me an example of some of these supplements to your income. I might want to try it,” I said.

“I really don’t think you would,” she said.

“Why, are you robbing banks or running a drug cartel or something?” I joked.

“Not exactly,” she replied a little mysteriously.

“Okay now you’ve got my interest piqued. Just what the heck are you up to?”

“If I tell you you’ve got to swear never to breathe a word of this to anyone.”

“You know you can trust me,” I said.

“I know I can, but it still doesn’t make this easy,” said Brenda.

“So just tell me already, I’m sure it can’t be that bad.”

“Well I guess basically you’d have to say that what I do is a type of sex work,” she said.

“You mean you’re like a stripper or you do webcams or something?”

“No it’s a lot more complicated than that. You see there’s this very exclusive, very private club for wealthy and powerful gentlemen and I...I guess you could say I provide the entertainment,” Brenda explained.

That was not at all what I was expecting. Brenda certainly had the looks to be a nude model or a stripper or a porn star or whatever but I had never known her to be interested in that sort of thing at all. Of course becoming an influencer had also surprised me a little because I had never seen her as the type to go out of her way to call attention to herself. She had always been kind of quietly confident and just very good at whatever she did.

“What kind of entertainment?” I asked.

“Basically I put on a show. I go into a room in this large mansion and a bunch of men sit around watching me get nailed by some big stud,” said Brenda.

“They just watch?” I asked.

“Yeah, most of the time. Sometimes some of them jack off while it’s happening,” she said.

“And who’s the guy you’re doing it with?”

“That’s up to me. It’s usually either a friend or someone I’ve hired online. I’m the one paid for the show so I can hire anyone I want. The more popular my show is the more I get paid and the more often they hire me,” said Brenda.

“So it’s not like you’re having sex with the members of this club.”

“Well...not all the time. They do sometimes have events where the members participate and there are also party nights which usually end up being some kind of orgy,” said Brenda.

My head was kind of spinning. My oldest and dearest friend had just told me that she was some kind of a sex worker at a private club and probably also dabbled in prostitution. It blew my mind but it also explained a lot about her remarkable income. I had no idea how much she got from plugging cosmetics online but I could imagine that this sort of work probably paid a whole lot better.

“So now you know why I was reluctant to tell you, or anyone who didn’t have to know for that matter,” said Brenda.

“Hey, I’m not one to judge people, I’m just envious of the money you’re making,” I said with a laugh. “I was hoping you had some secret revenue stream that I could get in on but I don’t think I’d be of much use to you.”

“Well that’s not necessarily the case. To keep my act fresh I sometimes bring in another girl if you’re really interested in getting in on this thing.”

“Hey, I know I’m not the kind of guy that would qualify as a big stud but I don’t really think I could pass as female,” I said with a laugh.

“No, but I know this person who could hook you up with some gender changing pills. If you didn’t mind turning into a girl I could bring you in for a show and see how things work out for you,” Brenda suggested.

“You’re kidding, right?”

“No, I’m dead serious. You just take this pill and a moment later you’re totally female. Take another one when you’re done and you’re back to normal. People do it all the time apparently. I mean I don’t know whether that’s something you’d even consider but it’s a chance to have a lot of sex and make a lot of money so you might want to at least think about it.”


CHAPTER 2:

And think about it I did. When Brenda told me the kind of money she was making it made my jaw drop. Plus she told me that they had affiliated clubs all over the world so there was the chance to travel as well. A free trip to Europe or something did sound kind of appealing but of course I had to weigh that against the fact that I’d be changing my gender and performing sex acts in front of a lot of strange men.

In all honesty that thought was probably more exciting than troubling. My sexual identity and desires had always been kind of a neutral position to me anyway. I found girls attractive but I could also find guys attractive. I guess I just never found myself attractive enough to be really confident when it came to any sort of sexual relations. I had no idea what I would look like as a woman but I knew that Brenda could work wonders with her cosmetic expertise so she’d probably getting me looking pretty hot no matter what physical assets I brought to the table.

As for the sex I was pretty open to suggestion. It was more my lack of experience, as a man or a woman, that worried me more than the actual process of doing it. I had no idea what Brenda did during these “shows” but I knew she had a long dating history and I knew that she was really good at whatever she applied herself to so I could imagine that she probably did a really first rate job. I certainly didn’t want to mess things up for her by being a big disappointment.

The intrigue of the whole thing just sounded so appealing to me after several years of being a wage slave in companies that didn’t seem to even know my name let alone appreciate my contributions. I had been working dull jobs in dull places and did the kind of work that was hard even to explain to anyone who asked what I did. I’m in “finance” I would usually say, whatever the hell that really meant. It sounded good and it made people think that I was good with money but I was always really just scraping by, helping other people get wealthy. Maybe it was time for me to grab my slice of the pie.

“So what do you do exactly at these sex shows anyway?” I asked Brenda when we got together again to discuss the possibility of my joining her.

“Well, for example I might come into a room that has a large table in the center and men sitting around it in chairs. I’m usually wearing something very sexy and revealing and probably with a BDSM vibe to it. You know, lots of leather and straps and so on but not really covering up all that much of my body. Then I get on the table and my male partner does me in a variety of positions. The men enjoy expensive drinks or smoke cigars and watch until the guy finishes up and that’s basically it,” Brenda explained. “It’s kind of like a porn video except that it’s happening live in front of a small audience. It’s actually much harder for the guy  because he’s got to make it last as long as possible. I just have to look sexy and seem like I’m enjoying it.”

“Do you enjoy it?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, most of the time. Sometimes you can get in an awkward position or the furniture isn’t all that comfortable but that’s true of regular sex too. It’s not like I haven’t been fucked on a hard wooden table or gotten rug burns on my knees or something before while being on a date.”

It was interesting hearing her talk so frankly about her sex life after all these years, and actually kind of arousing as well. I couldn’t help but picture my beautiful friend engaging in all sorts of torrid activities. I mean I knew she was never hurting for boyfriends but we had never talked about rug burns or hard surfaces before. Our friendship had always been so platonic that I never really thought of Brenda as a sexual being before but there was no reason that she shouldn’t be. And perhaps there was no reason that I shouldn’t be as well, aside from my lack of experience.

“You know I don’t know much about sex,” I pointed out. “I mean I’ve seen lots of videos but from a practical standpoint I haven’t actually done all that much or anything that anyone would likely find too entertaining.”

“Of course you’d have to practice some before diving into it professionally but I can make that happen,” said Brenda. “And like I said it’s the guy who does most of the hard work. He has to keep the whole thing rolling along, which as a man I’m sure you can appreciate. That’s one of the reasons why I’ve been thinking about bringing in another girl more often.”

“Wouldn’t that actually make it harder for the guy if he has to keep two women busy at the same time?” I inquired.

“Well the women can keep themselves busy so that he doesn’t have to be constantly penetrating anyone,” Brenda said very casually. “Men tend to like to see pretty girls making out so that gives the guy a little time to rest his dick.”

“So you and I would be…”

“Yeah if that’s not a problem for you.”

“I don’t think it would be, but it would certainly be a departure from the nature of our relationship thus far,” I pointed out.

“it’s just a job and you’d be surprised at how quickly it all seems very ordinary. We’re selling a fantasy, an illusion of sorts. And since you’ll be creating an entirely new identity for this job it won’t be as weird as if we suddenly became lovers. I just like the idea of working with somebody who’s trustworthy and reliable and isn’t going to flake out or come to work high or something. When you hire strangers you don’t always know what you’re going to get or whether you’ll hit it off at all so hiring a friend makes a lot of sense to me,” said Brenda.

I tried to first picture myself as a woman and then as a woman being intimate in public with my old pal Brenda and that all seemed so far-fetched that it was hard to take it seriously. And I didn’t know whether she was talking about kissing or rubbing our breasts together or actually doing something more explicit. In any case it was hard not to be at least a little turned on by the idea.

“So how would this practice stuff actually happen?” I asked.

“First I assume you’d try taking the pill to see how you look and feel being a woman. Then we’ll have your size information so we’ll be in better shape to get you whatever clothes you might need going forward. After that we just hang out a bit as two girls so you can acclimate yourself to the experience and then I’ll hook you up with some guy who can go town on your hot little body. That ought to give us some idea of how much work you might need to put in and what we need to concentrate on,” said Brenda.

“That all sounds reasonable,” I said. “Let’s give it a shot.”
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I think actually taking the pill made me a little more nervous than the thought of the reaction. I knew people in college who would take any drug you handed them without even asking what it was or what it was supposed to do but I wasn’t one of those people. Be that as it may I was prepared to make the experiment and felt a little better for having Brenda there to monitor the process.

The pill turned out to be easy to swallow and very fast acting and in no time at all my body was literally morphing into a new shape. It wasn’t instantaneous and it wasn’t without some weird feelings but once it was done and I got a look at the results I was completely amazed.

“Damn, you look super fine,” Brenda commented.

“Wow, I really kind of do, don’t I?” I replied.

Pretty face...great tits...flat stomach...nice ass...I had it all going on. It was just so hard to believe that it was really me even though I could kind of tell in a way.

“Well that’s a big plus right there baby because a hot chick gets men hard just walking in the room,” said Brenda. “Everyone’s got different taste and anyone can be hot with the right vibe but you’ve got a great jumping off point.”

“Thanks. I’ve always wondered what it would be like to be really attractive physically,” I said.

“Fortunately we look like we’re about the same size so hopefully you can fit into my clothes, at least at the start. No need to blow a lot of money until you’re making some cash.”

That sounded good to me because I didn’t have a lot of money to blow and I didn’t know much of anything about female clothing. If Brenda wanted to dress me up and do my hair and makeup and so on I was happy to let her work her magic.

So, John Michael Fuller I think you need a new name that’s more appropriate for your new appearance,” said Brenda.

“Should it be a stage name like something I would choose if I was going to be a stripper or a porn star or something?” I asked.

“It can be anything you like honey,” Brenda replied. “I use my real name because fuck it, I don’t care if these rich guys know who I am. It’s not like anybody I know is going to bump into them or that they’re going to volunteer that they’re members in some secret sex club.”

“Well what do you think I look like? Am I exotic, or cute, or the girl next door type?” I asked.

“I think you look like someone who should be named Cindy Valentine,” said Brenda.

“Cindy Valentine?” I said with a laugh.

“You don’t like it?”

“No, I like it fine. I think it’s great and probably way better than anything I would have come up with. It’s just funny thinking of myself with a name like that, let alone the looks to go along with it.”

“Well Cindy you should probably put some clothes on so that we can go out and let you get a feel for that new look and name,” Brenda suggested.

It suddenly dawned on me that I had been standing there buck naked the whole time yet it didn’t bother me in the slightest. I hoped that was a good sign since it seemed likely that I was going to be exposing my body quite a bit in the near future.

Since I was at Brenda’s place it was easy for her to come up with some clothes for me. First I put on a bra and some panties, which felt a little unusual. The panties were very comfortable but the bra was obviously going to take a little getting used to. Then I put on a casual top and a skirt and some shoes that didn’t have heels and Brenda gave me a very quick tutorial on applying some simple makeup for everyday use.

“I’ll teach you all about this stuff if it looks like you’re going to stick with it,” said Brenda, which I had figured would probably be the case.

We then hopped in her new car, which was definitely an inspiration to ride in as I could sort of picture myself traveling in this kind of style and comfort someday, and just bipped around town basically, not really focused on any particular agenda. The point seemed to be to show me things, like how to get in and out of a car in a skirt, or how to sit and what you did with a purse or a handbag. Basic Girl 101 stuff I suppose you’d say.

It was all incredibly fun playing dress up and running around town pretending like I was just any other woman you might see out and about with a friend. And I certainly noticed that we got noticed, which was a real change of pace for me. I’d never really imagined some stranger picturing me naked or looking at me with lust in their eyes but that was the definite impression I was getting and it was kind of a rush.

“So how do you like being a girl so far?” Brenda asked when we were stopping for some coffee.

“It’s fascinating,” I replied. “I’ve never felt this glamorous just being me before. And I’ve never been in a female bathroom before, which was kind of different and interesting. I almost feel like a spy learning all these secrets that you real girls grow up knowing all about.”

“But you are a real girl,” said Brenda. “You have all the necessary equipment to qualify and if you tried to convince someone that you weren’t they’d probably think you were crazy or just bullshitting them for some reason.”

“So everything about me is totally female from a genetic standpoint?” I asked.

“Yup, you could get knocked up, have a kid and breastfeed it if you wanted to,” Brenda replied, “although I don’t recommend that right off the bat. It would probably complicate the hell out of your life.”

“No I have no plans or desires to do any of that. I just want to do whatever it is that I have to do to cash in on this and get some of that mad money you’re talking about,” I said with a laugh.

“So how anxious are you to move on to a more aggressive part of your training?”

“Like what for example?”

“Like having sex,” Brenda replied.

“You mean with a guy or with you?” I asked.

“Oh, interesting, do I detect some interest in a little girl-on-girl playtime?” Brenda teased.

“I just thought maybe you could give me a few pointers and kind of ease me into the whole sex thing before I got all involved with men and stuff.”

“Absolutely. We can start right now if you like. Well, after we finish our coffee and go back to my place.”
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“Alright honey why don’t you strip and get on the bed while I round up a couple of toys for us to fool around with,” Brenda suggested.

I didn’t hesitate to get naked for her. It would have been kind of silly considering the fact that she had already seen me in the nude and that we were about to do something sexual together. After taking off all my clothes I got on the bed and soon Brenda appeared with a couple of sex toys and a bottle of lube. She stripped down to her underwear and got on the bed next to me.

“You are so pretty Cindy,” Brenda commented as she gently ran a hand over my naked body.

“Thank you. I’ve always thought you were really pretty too,” I replied.

“We’re going to have to shave this bush,” she said as she rubbed my pubic hair. “It’s not horrible as it is but for business sake you need to be pretty trimmed.”

“No problem, as long as you show me how to do it.”

“Do you like the way it feels when I touch your body?”

“Very much. My skin seems so sensitive,” I replied.

“What about this?” she asked as she began to tweak one of my nipples.

“Very sensitive...but in a good way,” I said.

“Boobs look great but they can also be a great source of pleasure.”

“I’m sure they can.”

“I want you to rub your pussy a little. You don’t have to actually stick any fingers in right away, just feel all around the area and explore a bit,” Brenda instructed.

I did as she said and found that it was quite fascinating to just run my fingers around my snatch. As I did I found it almost impossible not to let one slip into my box a little.

“Sorry, I poked a finger in there. I guess I got carried away,” I said with a nervous laugh.

“Sweetie that’s the whole idea of this exercise, to let yourself get carried away with how good you can feel. The more you enjoy those feelings the easier your job will be and the better you’ll come across to the patrons. Now go ahead and play with yourself for a bit and I’ll work on some other parts of your body,” said Brenda.

As I began to finger myself Brenda started squeezing my boobs and kind of pushing them up from the bottom and then letting them go and pushing them up again a few times. My fingers probed deeper and more aggressively as Brenda began to suck on my nipples and I realized that I was getting really wet.

“Mmmmm…” I purred softly.

“Good girl, you’re starting to really get into this aren’t you?”

“Uh huh.”

“It’s nice having a pussy. There are so many ways to have fun with it.”

As I kept toying with myself my pelvis started to rise and fall and my moaning became a bit louder. Suddenly Brenda kissed me on the lips and then smiled at me and I felt a wonderful connection between us. A different kind of connection. I don’t know whether it was because we were being intimate or because we were both female or maybe a bit of both but despite our many years of close friendship I had never felt as close to her as I did on that bed. When she kissed me some more I wondered whether we would have done something like this earlier, even without the job thing, had I always been a girl. I didn’t know whether Brenda was turned on or just my direct supervisor providing a training session but I knew that I was horny as hell.

Brenda unfastened her bra and took it off revealing her gorgeous breasts which she seemed to be offering up to me so I hungrily took one of her nipples in my mouth and began to suck on it just as she had been doing to me a little while before. While I devoured her tits she stroked my hair and gave me little words of encouragement. She was very good at this I thought, but then again she was always good at everything.

“Do you think you’re ready for something a little bigger in your pussy?” Brenda asked.

“I don’t know. It feels so tight with just my fingers in there,” I replied.

“Well I’ll go slow and you tell me if you want me to take it out.”

Brenda re-positioned herself so that she was down a little closer to the lower part of my body and I felt something hard but rubbery beginning to poke at the opening to my hole before gently starting to slide in. I left out a little whimper as it began to slide deeper inside me but I didn’t let my fear get in the way.

“Oh, it really stretches doesn’t it?” I said in a sigh.

“Yes you’d be surprised how much it can stretch. And how good it can feel to be stretched out a bit,” said Brenda with a bit of a chuckle.

“Ooooo...this feels amazing,” I moaned. “I think I’m really going to enjoy having a pussy.”

“I know you will sweetie.”

Brenda slowly fucked me with the sex toy for a while, picking up speed occasionally but then backing down again. Sometimes I just lay there on my back with my eyes closed or staring up at the ceiling and sometime I propped myself up on my arms to try and see what was happening down between my legs.

Suddenly Brenda flipped a switch and the dildo sprang to life inside me. It started twitching and vibrating and I clutched at the bedding as I thought I felt myself losing all control over both my body and my mind. Nothing could feel this good I thought.

“Is there something wrong with me? I feel like I’m going to explode or something,” I gasped in a seriously concerned tone.

“Exploding is perfectly fine,” said Brenda. “You won’t shatter into a million pieces or anything, trust me.”

I did trust her and I did explode. My first female orgasm hit me like a freight train running downhill and not even trying to put on the brakes. I cried out. I moaned loudly. I threw my head back and forth.

“Oh Jesus Christ! Fuck yes! Fuck yesssssssss!” I wailed.

Suddenly the dildo was quickly removed from my gash and I realized that Brenda was down between my legs lapping at my soaking wet pussy. That just made me go even crazier and I wiggled and squirmed and cried out some more.

Finally Brenda took mercy on me and crawled up so that she was lying next to me and I grabbed her head and began to kiss her like my life depended on it.

“So what did you think?” she asked when we finally stopped kissing for a moment.

“Are you kidding? You expect me to be able to think right now?” I said with a laugh. “Ask me how I feel.”

“Okay, how do you feel?”

“Fucking fantastic!”
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I spent the night with Brenda and we made love several more times before finally falling asleep in each other’s arms. It was all so perfect and warm and wonderful that I sort of wished that it was real and that we were just going to become lesbian lovers but I knew that wasn’t the case. This was professional as much as personal and anything involved me being female was only temporary in nature so I had to keep my head on straight and focus on the money I hoped to be making soon.

Brenda definitely knew how to make me feel good, and because we were already such close friends she also made me feel safe and comfortable. Being with some strange man was bound to be a very different experience, although I hoped that I would be pleasantly surprised by the results.

The sex toys certainly showed me that having a cock-shaped object in my cunt would probably be a very pleasant thing but it might also be more intimidating being a part of a man’s actual body and not just a gadget that my friend was using to stimulate and arouse me under a more controlled environment. Once a man started fucking me I had a feeling that my safety net would kind of disappear and the control would all shift towards his actions and desires, especially since we would be performing in front of an audience where I couldn’t very well show any signs of objection unless I just wanted to quit the whole thing outright.

Brenda gave me one of her toys to take home and play with as well as some pills and I put her gifts to good use as much as I could. I started watching a lot of porn and trying to put myself in a variety of positions, which was kind of tricky even with the suction cup on the bottom of the dildo which didn’t always seem to stay secure, especially when I picked up the pace a little too much.

“So how do you want to handle your first go with a guy?” asked Brenda after I had been practicing with the dildo and fooling around with her for a couple of weeks.

“What do you mean?” I inquired.

“Well, do you want to ease into it, like meet for drinks beforehand, or should I just have a naked guy come over and drill your brains out?”

“Are you going to be there when I’m doing it?”

“I imagine so. I kind of need to see how it goes and of course provide you with any support you might need,” said Brenda.

“Are you going to get involved or just supervise?”

“I don’t know. I suppose that depends on the situation.”

“Well I want to keep this businesslike so maybe you should just bring the guy over and have him put me through my paces,” I suggested.

“That’s a good way to look at it. I just wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it since you were born a man and all,” Brenda pointed out.

“I don’t have a problem with the thought of a man fucking me. I’ve never been hung up on my masculinity or anything like that,” I said.

“Great. I’ll make some calls and see who’s available.”

My first male partner turned out to be an absolutely gorgeous guy named Jonas, who had wavy blonde hair and a totally fit and athletic body. You could easily have cast him as a surfer or something in a movie and I was totally smitten from the moment I met him. As I’ve said I had always been capable of finding men attractive but it still kind of surprised me how quickly I went from objectively appraising a man’s looks to out and out lusting after him.

We were all gathered in Brenda’s bedroom and after a brief introduction Jonas just started taking off my clothes. One I was down to my panties he took me in his strong arms and started to kiss me while he squeezed my boobs. Brenda was just sitting in a chair watching and not saying very much at that point and I wondered whether she had scripted any of this in advance with Jonas or whether he was just going freestyle.

After we stood kissing for a while longer Jonas took off his clothes completely and my eyes kind of bugged out at the size of his cock. I had seen a lot of big dicks in porn before but never anything like this in real life and it was sort of hard to believe that it was real. It was so savage looking with a slight upward curl a big purple head and veins bulging out all along the shaft.

“Go ahead and touch it sweetie, I know you want to,” said Brenda from her chair.

I reached out and took his prick in my hand and felt the warm and pulsating rod in my palm. I stroked him a little and felt my knees go a bit wobbly, which was okay because pretty soon Jonas kind of guided me down so that I was resting on them.

Brenda came over and crouched down next to me. She started sucking on his balls and then sort of licking or kissing his shaft as I continued to stroke him.

“Give it a taste,” she suggested.

I honestly hadn’t expected my first experience with a man to be a BJ but I suppose it made sense. Any sex show would probably include lots of cock sucking, and it was something that probably required more skill than just spreading your legs and getting fucked. Perhaps Brenda was testing me to see how enthusiastic I would be about putting another man’s pecker in my mouth.

“Just try this,” said Brenda as she took his dick from my hand and stroked the shaft while she made little bobbing moves with her lips and her tongue that sort of resembled someone eating an ice cream cone.

I followed her lead and soon I was slurping away at the head of his cock. It was the hottest, most erotic thing I had ever done in my life and I could feel my panties getting wet.

“That’s really good sweetie,” said Brenda. “Now wrap your lips around him and create some suction as you move your head up and down a bit. Just take as much as you feel comfortable with but don’t be afraid to try and take more.”

I wasn’t afraid at all but he was just so big and I had no experience so I couldn’t really figure out how to get it all down my throat without gagging. Fortunately the basic process all seemed very intuitive. I didn’t know any tricks or techniques but I knew that I liked having his cock in my mouth and that just made me want to lick and suck it.

While I continued to work on Jonas Brenda put her hand down my panties and started feeling me up. As I said before I was wet already but once she started playing with my pussy I got super aroused.

“I think my girl is really enjoying this,” she whispered in my ear.

I was really enjoying it, more than I could probably put into words, although at that moment I had a dick in my mouth so I wasn’t able to speak anyway so I just kind of grunted and tried to nod my head a little. If this was a test I felt like I was at least passing the enthusiasm portion.

“How are you doing Jonas?” Brenda asked.

“Great. Couldn’t be better,” he replied.

“Awesome,” said Brenda. “I think it’s time to pop my girl’s cherry.”
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“Oh, my God...oh, my God yes!”

I was lying on the bed with my legs pressed way back against my body while Jonas drilled me from on top. Brenda had stripped and joined us on the bed and she was squeezing my boobs and rubbing the hood of my clit and kissing me and generally just adding to the insane euphoria I was feeling.

I’m not going to lie, I had a moment of panic right before Jonas stuck his cock inside me but there was no way I was going to call the whole thing off. Fortunately I was very wet and my pussy stretched quite nicely to accommodate his impressive size and once the initial fear went away I was completely lost in the sensation.

Jonas was so handsome, and Brenda was so pretty and I had never felt so much like the center of attention before. Being penetrated by a man was exquisite and being pampered by a woman was sensual delight. I would have paid good money to feel this great so the idea that I might actually someday get to profit from it was almost too good to be true.

“Okay stud, when you’re ready I want you to finish up in her mouth, and sweetie I want you to try and swallow it all if you can,” Brenda instructed.

“Sure thing,” Jonas said happily, “but I’m not quite there yet.”

“Isn’t his stamina incredible?” said Brenda.

“Everything about him is incredible,” I gasped.

Sex had always been kind of a mystery to me and more than a little confusing. I knew that male friends loved to brag about how much tail they were getting and some of them tried to encourage me by telling me to be more aggressive and assertive in taking what I wanted but that never really felt comfortable to me. And I knew that my dick wasn’t unusually big and that I didn’t have great stamina like Jonas so my confidence level was always kind of low. I was always afraid that I’d be disappointing in bed. I knew I still had my work to do and a lot to learn but I just felt so much better right off the bat about being naked and open and responsive. I felt like I imagined an actor might feel if they were cast in the wrong part. They’d want to do a good job, and they’d try their best, but at heart they’d know that they would be so much better in a different role.

“Okay I think I’m ready to pop,” Jonas eventually announced as he pulled out of my pussy and moved up so that he could stick his dick in my mouth.

While he did that Brenda quickly scrambled to get between my legs so she was licking my snatch while I was sucking his cock and when Jonas began to ejaculate in my mouth I was mad with lust and desire and gulped down his cum like it was the nectar of the gods, which I suppose it was in a way.

Then it was Brenda’s turn to taste my cream as I had a shattering orgasm that left me feeling like I had just run a Marathon even though I had spent the whole time on my knees or lying on my back.

That was it for Jonas so he just got dressed, kissed us both goodbye, and took off. Brenda and I cuddled up in bed and I was the happiest girl in the world.

“You’re going to be great at this,” she said as she stroked my hair.

“I didn’t really do much of anything,” I pointed out.

“You did everything just right,” Brenda replied. “You were willing and eager and showed how passionate you were and how much you enjoyed everything that was happening.”

“But that was just me reacting naturally without trying to do anything special,” I said.

“Exactly, which is why you’re perfect for this job. I know we just put on a show but it’s in a very intimate environment and it’s much better if you don’t have to try and fake anything,” said Brenda.

“So how do you know Jonas?” I asked.

“He’s a friend and I also hire him sometimes,” said Brenda.

“A friend like you go out on dates with?”

“Sometimes.”

“But you also pay him to have sex with you in public?”

“Sometimes.”

“That seems kind of strange to me,” I said.

“Why? I’m going to be paying you but we’re friends,” said Brenda.

I hadn’t really thought about that too much but she was right. The job was a professional thing, a business arrangement, but we were friends outside of the workplace and since I’d started turning female we had also become occasional lovers. I had come over for work training but now I was “off the clock” and spending the night with Brenda as part of our personal relationship.

“So did you pay Jonas to come over here tonight?” I asked.

“Hell no. He’s a buddy, and he’s a man who wants to get his rocks off. He was quite happy to get invited,” said Brenda. “And I could tell he really liked you.”

“We hardly said two words to each other.”

“Well I mean he liked the way you look and he liked fucking you. And you really liked him that way too.”

“I did. He’s just so attractive...and that cock...oh my God!,” I giggled.

“That’s my little slut,” Brenda teased as she started to tickle me.

That led to some wrestling which led to some fucking which led to another orgasm before we finally called it a night. I was living in some kind of a dream world where I was beautiful and sexy and got laid by both hot guys and girls. As sexual awakenings went this one seemed pretty hard to top. Hopefully soon that mad money would start rolling in too, just for a little icing on the cake.


CHAPTER 7:

Mentally I was totally ready to start work but there were some physical challenges to overcome first. Walking in high heels was a job requirement so I started living in the damn things as much as possible. I even bought a larger pair of heels to wear around the house when I was male and pretty soon I started to get the hang of it.

Another thing I started walking around with a lot was a butt plug to help stretch my ass out for anal sex. It probably looked a little weird when I was just going about my business at home with nothing on but high heels on my feet and a dildo stuck up my butt but it was all part of my job training so it kind of had to be done.

Finally the big day of my debut arrived and I couldn’t be more excited. I was nervous too, but not about what I was planning to do just in hoping that I didn’t mess up in some way. I was still such a beginner sexually and only a part-time woman so I hoped I’d be able to perform like a professional.

My outfit for the evening was incredibly hot. The top part was kind of a combination of black straps and gold chains with one chain running from the bottom of my bra up through my cleavage and attaching to a collar around my neck. The bra itself was basically just a couple of small cups pushing my boobs up and the straps were to keep the thing on without actually covering my breasts.

The bottom part was a black garter belt attached to very sheer black stockings and of course black high-heeled shoes. Brenda wore a similar outfit and I thought we both looked fucking fantastic. We both wore coats over our lingerie and were driven to the mansion in a car that was sent for us. We also had to wear blindfolds so that we wouldn’t see exactly where the place was located, which was kind of scary but thrilling at the same time.

We stopped along the way to pick up a very large bald black man named Andre, who spoke with kind of a French accent, not that any of us really said much of anything on the way there. When we arrived at the mansion we were allowed to take off our blindfolds and I could see that it was a very impressive building but I had absolutely no idea where it was located.

After being ushered inside a maid in a very revealing uniform took our coats and I soon discovered that there were a lot of similar maids bustling about, serving drinks and lighting cigars and whatnot.

“Okay I’ll take you in and present you to the members,” said Brenda as she attached a leash to my collar. “Then when we get on the sofa you come in Andrea and do your thing.”

“Am I supposed to crawl like a dog or something?” I asked as I referred to the leash.

“No you strut around proudly,” said Brenda. “Just let them see what a fine piece of ass you are and what a treat it’s going to be seeing you get your brains fucked out.”

I would almost have preferred to crawl because I wouldn’t have been afraid of tripping in my heels but I liked the sound of what she was saying. The doors were opened for us and we walked into a large room that looked quite elegantly, but tastefully, decorated. In the middle of the room was a very big round padded sofa kind of thing that had no arms or back. That was obviously our performance area and it looked quite comfy, certainly more so than a hard table would have been.

Seated around the room was about a dozen men or so with a man and a woman standing off to one side. They were all well-dressed and a couple of them even had on tuxedos. I wasn’t great at guessing people’s ages but I would have guessed that most of the men were probably in their forties or fifties but there were a couple who looked younger and a couple who looked older. The only thing I knew for sure was that they were all wealthy and powerful and that this was a world I knew nothing about.

As Brenda made a circular trip around the room I tried to “strut” and look sultry but my knees were shaking a little which didn’t help. I did gain a little confidence from the thought that they were paying money just to look at me. I don’t know that I would have paid two cents to just look at them or even watch them getting laid but I had youth and beauty on my side and underneath those tuxedos they were just horny guys with erections. Sure they probably had wives and mistresses and could afford the finest hookers in the world but for some reason their kink was watching hot babes like me getting railed in front of them so it gave me an ironic feeling of power even if I was there to provide a fantasy of being weak and submissive.

When Brenda had finished parading me around she stood close to me and whispered that I should get on all fours as she took off my leash. I obediently got on the sofa and positioned myself on my hands and knees with my ass to the door. Brenda got on the sofa beside me and started to touch my body all over. We kissed and she rubbed my pussy and it was kind of like we were just in her bedroom except that we were surrounded by men who were watching us.

Somewhere along the line Andre came in. I just kind of caught a glimpse of him over my shoulder but I could see that he was buck naked and hung like a horse. His body was fantastic and I wished that I could look at him more but in my position I wasn’t really able to grab more than a glance until he came and stood in front of the sofa and Brenda got down and stroked his massive dick to full hardness.

I tried to figure out what these dudes were into since they were all rich and could presumably get all kinds of women. Did they really want to watch some black guy with a huge prick getting jerked off while they sipped their cognac or whatever? Then it dawned on me that they probably just wanted the fantasy. I had no idea how well-hung any of these men might be but I was pretty sure that they didn’t have a body little Andre’s. That was something all their money couldn’t buy so they probably got off on the idea of picturing themselves in that role or maybe they liked knowing that they were so rich they could afford to have people come and fuck in front of them for their pleasure.

After Brenda had stroked and sucked Andre to battle readiness he got on the sofa behind me where he suddenly grabbed me by the hair and yanked my head back while he slapped my ass a few times. This was obviously the part where the fantasy male showed his dominance over the submissive female and in all honesty I did feel pretty helpless at that moment. Fortunately I trusted Brenda so I knew nothing really weird or dangerous was likely to happen to me but I became very aware of my vulnerability. I was in a room full of lecherous men with who knows what kind of contacts and influence in a house whose location was unknown to me about to get boned by a guy who looked like he could break me int two with his bare hands. I probably should have been terrified but I was thrilling my ass off.

When Andre first stuck his cock in my I cried out. He was just so big and I was so horny and kind of on edge that it took me by surprise a little. Brenda came over and offered me her tits but since I needed my hands for support all I could really do was suck on her nipples while Andre methodically hammered my gash from behind.

I noted that our little performance must have been working because I saw several men either rubbing their crotches or literally pulling their dicks out and stroking them. That was actually fascinating because I had never seen someone else jacking off before and certainly never been the cause of it. It was such a weird environment for it too because this place was so elegant, not like the back of some scummy adult bookstore that had a glory hole. I guess it was “classy masturbation” or something like that.

In any case seeing guys stroking their rods while I was getting drilled certainly added to my level of arousal. I had gone from a pretty neutral observer of the sexual experience to a full on adult entertainer in virtually no time at all. My tits were hanging out and my ass was up in the air and I was squealing like a pig. If these guys wanted a show I was doing my best to give them one.

Eventually I discovered that the maids didn’t just provide drinks. When a guy was getting ready to pop a maid would scurry over with some tissues and wait patiently while the dude blew his wad. Then they would offer a little basket to deposit the tissues in and disappear again until needed. Classy masturbation indeed.

Andre was either on some kind of ED pill or just had incredible stamina but we fucked for a very long time and in a lot of different combinations and positions. When he was finally ready to wrap it up Brenda and I got on our knees in front of him as he painted our faces. Then Brenda put the leash on me again and we made another walk around the room before heading out the door and that was it.

There was no applause but a lot of tissues got tossed in those baskets so I took it to mean that we had done our job. Even the woman standing next to the man seemed to have a good time as he hiked up her dress and finger banged her.

We got to clean up and then we put our coats and blindfolds on and got driven home. And of course we also got paid...in cash...and it kind of blew my mind. I was thrilling my ass off and getting paid really well to do so. I couldn’t wait for the next assignment.


CHAPTER 8:

It was kind of hard to go back to work at my boring normal office job after getting paid so well to have so much fun but at that time I still had no idea what the long range prospects of the gig might be. I wondered how I’d be treated in the office if I was Cindy Valentine instead of John Fuller. Being female I would probably get even less respect than I got now but I would more than likely get a lot more attention, especially from the men. I wondered whether I would be able to use that to my advantage and whether I actually would do so if the opportunity was there. I knew I had the skill and competence to be promoted but I wasn’t getting anywhere so would sleeping my way up the ladder really be all that immoral or improper?

I also thought about how it might impact my personal life. Dating in the workplace is always tricky but it still happened and I wondered whether I would go out with any of the guys who were my coworkers. There were certainly some men there I found attractive but I didn’t really know anyone there too well. I suppose that’s what dating would be for, to get to know somebody better on a personal level. I just thought it was kind of funny that I was looking at these guys very differently even though I wasn’t female at the time.

There were of course some girls at the company that I had also always been attracted to but reluctant to actually approach. I wondered if any of them would be receptive to me if I hit on them as a female. Eventually I realized that spending all of my time thinking about screwing everybody in the office was kind of a distraction so I got back to work but it was still a fun little game to play picturing myself in bed with someone who was just asking me to turn in my latest figures or whatever.

I did a couple of more performances with Brenda which were just as much fun as the first one. So far there had been a different guy for each show but that was apparently more a scheduling thing than a plan to keep the talent fresh. It didn’t really matter to me because they were all hot hunky and hung and I knew I was going to feel really good getting fucked by them.

Apparently people really liked seeing me as the “pet” or the submissive girl with Brenda as kind of a quasi-dominatrix and we even leaned into the BDSM thing a lot more with one of our shows.

I was actually fastened to a device sort of like an old pillory where Brenda smacked me around with a riding crop and used a sex toy on my pussy while Kent, the man of the evening, drilled me up the ass. I didn’t really know anything about all that bondage stuff or the whole lifestyle that went with it but I was a good sport and I didn’t mind getting a little freaky if it entertained the members. Since I was just starting out as both a female and a sex worker I didn’t feel a powerful need to be in charge of anything. If people wanted to see me with nipple clamps on I wasn’t going to argue.

“I hope I didn’t smack you around too much,” said Brenda later when she was paying me.

“That’s okay, for this kind of money you can smack me around all you want,” I said with a chuckle.

“I’m glad you’re having a good time with this because I hope you’ll be as enthusiastic about the party night that’s coming up,” said Brenda.

“Yeah, you’ve mentioned that before. What exactly does that involve?” I asked.

“Well we get all dressed up and go to the club but instead of putting on a show we’re sort of guests at a party.”

“Sort of?”

“We’re paid party guests I guess you could say,” said Brenda.

“And what does the job entail?” I inquired.

“Usually a lot of fucking with anyone who wants to fuck you,” Brenda replied.

“So we’re prostitutes is what you’re saying.”

“Yes, you could think of it that way,” said Brenda with a shrug.

“Hey, I don’t care. I’m all in on this stuff,” I said cheerfully. “I’m new to this whole female thing and don’t have any hang ups about being a whore or whatever.”

“Well that’s a very good attitude to have going into this,” said Brenda with a laugh. “I mean I guess you could politely turn someone down if you really didn’t want to be with them but nobody ever does and it would probably be the end of your career there. This is kind of the moment where the members can take their prize I guess you could say. All the girls they watch and fantasize about are suddenly up for grabs so they tend to do a lot of grabbing.”

“But we still get paid for this, right?”

“Oh yeah, we get paid a lot. A hell of a lot actually.”

“Cool. Of course I haven’t really had time to spend much of that mad money yet so it’s just kind of piling up,” I said.

“I’m sure you’ll think of something to spend it on eventually,” said Brenda.

I was sure she was right about that but I was kind of torn between splurging on some kind of luxury items or doing something smart like maybe investing some of it. I wasn’t used to the idea of having “extra” money so I didn’t quite know how to deal with it yet. I also didn’t know how long this gig would last or how steady it might be so I certainly wasn’t about to quit my day job just yet as tempting as that sounded.

For the party I got to dress in some actual clothing for a change, wearing kind of a slinky short cocktail dress but underneath I still had the familiar garter and stockings with no panties and a sheer push up bra. Easy access was pretty much required for the evening’s festivities and I didn’t mind at all.

We were blindfolded and driven up to the mansion as usual only this time we were ushered straight into the main ballroom where the party was just getting started. I recognized a lot of the men there but the women were new to me and all of them were quite attractive.

“So are all of these ladies...paid guests like us?” I whispered to Brenda.

“Yeah, pretty much. Sometimes a guy might bring a date but you can probably tell who the pros are,” she replied.

So I was about to prostitute myself. That was kind of a weird thought but not an unpleasant one. I had the good fortune to treat this as a game or a hobby, I wasn’t depending on it for my livelihood. I also was in a luxurious mansion not working some shabby street corner for some horrible abusive pimp. I assumed that most of the men here were quite used to paying for sex one way or the other and just saw this as cutting to the chase. It was just another fantasy where they could pretend like they were picking up hot girls even though everyone knew we weren’t going to say no.

There was plenty of free booze but Brenda had warned me not to drink too much. The drink was largely a prop and a potential excuse for a man to make contact with you, if they wanted to bother with that much formality.

At the beginning things seemed pretty low key, just people kind of mingling and making some small talk but as the evening wore on and the room filled up things started to get a lot more interesting.


CHAPTER 9:

“Hello. I’m Todd.”

“Cindy,” I replied.

“I really enjoy watching you.”

“Thanks.”

“Would you like to suck my cock?” asked Todd.

“Certainly.”

Todd was a pretty average-looking middle aged guy with slicked back hair. He had just walked up to me and now I was getting on my knees and fishing out his prick in a room full of people. Brenda had told me that you could get taken to a room but that most of the time the sex just happened out in the open so I was prepared for that possibility and it didn’t bother me in the slightest. Why should it when I was always performing in front of an audience anyway?

Todd was already hard by the time I got his dick out so I could go to work blowing him pretty quickly without needing to get him aroused. I had seen him before when I was performing and I had seen him jack off so I already knew what his cock looked like and compared to the tree trunks I usually sucked I knew I’d have no trouble at all taking him balls deep if I felt like it.

“You remind me of someone I used to know,” said Todd as he put a hand on my head.

I wondered if he meant an ex-girlfriend or the hot chick in class he used to dream about but never managed to make it with. He might not have always been rich and just able to walk up to a pretty girl and expect her to blow him. I suppose most men probably have daydreams like that sometimes. The object of ones desires can be so hard to get that it must be nice to be able to just step up and take it someday. I understood that completely.

I suppose I should have felt cheap and demeaned to be thought of as just another party favor like a free drink or an hors d'oeuvre but it didn’t bother me at all. I wasn’t there to meet some guy that I would start dating or something. I wasn’t even a real woman so that would have been kind of useless anyway. For the night I was transformed into a creature of sexual pleasure, someone to be admired for her beauty and physical skills. In return I would make a lot of money which would allow me to buy some object of my desire so it felt like a pretty good trade.

“Oh yes, take it...take it all,” Todd grunted as he pushed my head a little harder.

I did take it all, and could have taken a lot more probably. I also took all of his cum and swallowed it a few minutes later when he ejaculated in my mouth. No tissues needed this time. I cleaned him up with my tongue and that was that.

So now I could officially add whore to my resume, although I knew I wasn’t a cheap one at least. I kind of liked the all inclusive plan where I just fucked all night and then got paid one lump sum. Somehow it seemed more dignified than haggling over prices or thinking of a specific dollar amount for each transaction. It also meant that I’d be getting paid the same whether I did a lot or a little, although I had a feeling I’d probably be doing a fair amount of what I had just done.

My next encounter was even more blunt as a man just took me by the arm and led me to a table without saying a word. Then he bent me over so that my arms were outstretched on the table while he hiked up the bottom of my dress and proceeded to hump me rather vigorously.

“Oh yeah, you dirty little bitch. That’s what you like isn’t it?” he grunted as he leaned over my back.

“Uh huh,” I replied in a little sort of a gulp.

“I’ll bet you do you little whore.”

So that was this guy’s kink. Todd was probably looking for a chance to nail the prom queen or the cheerleader he was too shy to ask out back in the day but this guy was looking for payback from all the snooty bitches who had turned him down. It was rude and totally unnecessary but technically he was right, I was a dirty little bitch and a whore who liked getting fucked by a stranger bent over a table so I couldn’t really blame him too much.

There was probably some power trip going on with all these guys I figured. Some of them probably just inherited their money but a lot of them probably clawed their way up the corporate ladder, as I had been trying to do, and felt like they had “earned” the spoils of conquest for having made it to the top. The kick ass house, the fancy car, and all the quality pussy they desired. It wasn’t just getting their rocks off that made them feel good they were probably getting off on the idea that there were people like me who would willingly humble themselves for a tiny piece of the dream lifestyle they had already acquired in abundance.

And I really didn’t mind that. I got humbled and abused at work all the time, sometimes by idiots who didn’t know half as much as I did about the company but had managed to get into some position of authority. Here at least I was getting some physical gratification as well as good money.

After getting banged on the table I looked around and noted that there was a lot of similar activity going on all around the room. I also noticed that people were starting to get undressed. In fact Brenda came walking up to me wearing just her garter belt, stockings and shoes.

“So how are you holding up? Shocked and appalled yet?” she asked with a grin.

“Not in the least,” I replied. “I think I kind of enjoy being a high class hooker.”

“Delighted to hear it. It’s one thing to talk about it and another to actually do it,” said Brenda. “I was a little worried that you might freak out once a guy actually grabbed you and started going at it.”

“Let ‘em grab,” I said. “As long as they’re paying for it.”

“Good for you honey. Now let’s get you out of that dress and into the orgy,” said Brenda as she started to unzip me.

Since my bra didn’t really cover anything up I decided to leave it on but I wondered what to do with my dress until a maid just sort of appeared like magic and took it away. I had no idea how I would get it back or how they would know it was mine but I didn’t really care. I’d just go home naked if I had to.

Brenda and I spotted an area where a group was beginning to assemble and strolled over. It was an amazing thing to behold such a cluster of mostly nude people engaging in all kind of sex so openly and freely. I suppose I knew that orgies were real but it was always kind of hard to imagine myself seeing one in person, let alone participating in it, but I was definitely willing to give it a try.

The girls were all so gorgeous and some of the guys weren’t bad looking either. It did seem like the younger men were more attracted to the group thing but that made sense since it would probably be pretty physically demanding and require a fair amount of stamina.

I wasn’t sure exactly how to get started but that was taken care of quickly enough as an arm reached out from somewhere and pulled me into a pile of bodies. After that things got a little blurry.


CHAPTER 10:

I was a little surprised to find that the arm that pulled me down belonged to a very pretty blonde woman who I was now lying on top of.

“I’m Angie,” she said.

“I’m Cindy,” I replied.

“You’re hot.”

“So are you.”

Then we started kissing. I had been with a number of men so far but Brenda ws the only female I had fooled around with while being female myself so it was kind of a fun new experience. As it turned out that configuration changed rather quickly as some guy got behind me and stuck his dick in my pussy. I kept kissing the blonde but then another guy appeared and put his prick in our faces so we both started to suck him off. Meanwhile the guy fucking me from behind was also trading off holes as he would periodically pull out of me and then plunge into the blonde’s pussy below me.

I kept thinking how in the world did I get here? Nothing growing up had really prepared me for this kind of life experience. I had always been one of the least sexual people I knew and yet here I was, smack in the middle of an orgy, hooked up with three other people simultaneously, and getting paid to be there as well. It was all such a rush, the secrecy and the blindfolds and the elegance and the wealth and the raw carnality of it all.

Things were just constantly shifting and people were looking for targets of opportunity. If there was a pussy available someone would invariably come along and lick it, finger it, or fuck it. Sometimes a guy would ejaculate and sometimes he would just work it for a bit and then move on somewhere else. It was definitely an advantage being a woman at an orgy because you could just go all night and if the men dropped off for a while there were plenty of willing female partners to pick up the slack. It actually kind of amused me that the prostitutes were getting paid to have sex with each other. That was about as much of a win/win proposition as you could get.

I pretty much just let things happen. There seemed to be some girls who went out of their way to present themselves to certain men or aggressively jumped into something that was already happening but I was perfectly content to just “be available” for any taker. The randomness and spontaneity was quite exhilarating.

Everything was sailing along just fine until I had kind of a shock that sort of pulled me out of my fantasy world.

I was lying on my back on a futon sucking some guy’s prick while a girl had her head down in my muff when the girl got taken away by some other gentlemen who had other plans for her. I had been enjoying the three-way but things like that seemed to happen all the time in this sort of orgy so I didn’t worry about it in the least. And as it turned out my snatch wasn’t going to be neglected for long as a man suddenly appeared between my legs and pressed his big cock into me. The shock part was when I really looked at the guy and realized that I knew who he was.

George William Landers, or GWL as he was frequently known, was my boss. Not my boss in any direct way, like my supervisor or something, but he was the ultra-rich dude who owned the company I worked for. His picture was in all the company literature and on our web page and there was even a large portrait of him in the lobby of my building. I had never met him before and only seen him once or twice walking through the building but as I looked down between my legs I now saw him, buck naked, thrusting his dick into me. It was one hell of an introduction I thought.

When the realization hit me it freaked me out and I got a little paranoid. I had seen other familiar faces around the club but they were just celebrities I had seen on TV or politicians or something, not someone I was connected to in any way. (Unless you count the fact that there was a state senator I had voted for.)

I realized pretty quickly that there was absolutely no reason for me to be worried because George Landers wouldn’t know who I was even if he met me as a man so he certainly wasn’t going to suspect that the hot whore he was boning was really one of his employees. In a way it amused me but it was also kind of disappointing to think that all of my hard work at the office had never gotten me any recognition but all I had to do was spread my legs open and show my pussy and my boss would pounce me.

Sometimes at work people would refer to him as the “big guy” and as it turned out he actually was. He also had a pretty nice body in general, which made me think he probably worked out or had some athletic interests that kept him fit. Since I was still sucking some other man’s cock I couldn’t really look at George too much but I did keep glancing down in his direction whenever I could.

After I rather skillfully drained the other gent’s ball sack down my throat I was able to turn my attention to my boss. I was pleasantly surprised that he seemed to be waiting to make eye contact as well.

“Hey, I’m George by the way.”

“I’m Cindy.”

“You know I think you’re fantastically gorgeous.”

“You could say that about every woman in this place,” I pointed out.

“Perhaps, but I’m saying it to you and I haven’t said it to anyone else,” he replied with a grin.

I was kind of shocked at how much those words seemed to please me. He was a guy so he was probably lying but it didn’t matter, it was the kind of lie that I wanted to hear for some reason. There was something about the thought of my boss finding me really attractive that totally turned me on. Plus it was nice to be praised by anybody I guess since I didn’t usually communicate much at all with any of the members. They just sat and watched while I got railed. When they jacked off I took it as a compliment but they could be jacking off to Brenda instead, or maybe they even appreciated a great cock as much as I did.

George and I started to really get into it and I put my arms around his neck and locked my legs around his back. I was actually hoping that no one else would suddenly jump in because I was enjoying the moment we were sharing together.

Fortunately nobody intruded and George didn’t get bored and take off looking for new pussy. In a lot of ways it actually felt like we were making love, even if it was just a sideshow at an orgy.

“That was fantastic,” George kind of sighed heavily after he had cum inside me.

“I know. Thank you for that,” I replied.

“I think it was a team project,” George chuckled. “You know I’d like to see you again.”

“Well I perform here quite a bit but I don’t always know my schedule that far in advance.”

“I’ll look for you then,” said George just before he kissed me.

It was silly but my heart was kind of pounding and I felt jittery in my stomach. Keep it together girl, you just turned a trick I tried to tell myself but George had gotten into my head.


CHAPTER 11:

I literally had a dream where I was this sexy secretary and George called me into his office where he fucked me hard on his desk. It was the total porno fantasy where he pushed everything aside and we went at it like too crazed animals. It was weird waking up from that dream as a man and realizing that I would be getting up and going to work where I would walk past his picture in the lobby but that didn’t make it any less hot.

Ironically I was far less likely to see George in the office than I was in the club but it was a kinky feeling knowing that I had fucked the big guy. It was a crazy thing to fantasize about but it was fun so I didn’t try to suppress it.

The money from the orgy was fantastic and I started wondering whether there were other ways that I could work in the sex industry and make enough to give up my boring regular job. I thought about learning how to be a stripper or maybe doing some kind of webcam thing. If work at the club remained pretty steady I wouldn’t need to supplement my income all that much to be doing pretty well.

Of course doing something like that would mean spending a lot more time being female, maybe even spending most of my time that way, but that wasn’t such a terrible thought. I was beginning to feel very comfortable in that role, and not just in bed. Sure it took a lot of getting used to but things were getting easier and more familiar all the time.

I thought it was kind of funny that all of my ideas for supplemental income involved some kind of sex work. Brenda did her cosmetics influencer thing, which was totally legit, but all I could think about was stripping or having people pay to watch me masturbate. I guess it made sense in that I didn’t have any other alternative career plans before I stumbled into sex work, and I knew I had the looks to be of interest to paying customers, and I really liked what I was doing at the club so why not do something similar to that as well?

Of course there was the future to think about. I wasn’t a teenager so the clock was probably ticking pretty fast on my adult entertainment career but I was pretty sure I could ride it for a few years and always fall back on my old work experience if I had to. I even wondered what it would be like to go into the normal workplace as a woman, although I knew from Brenda’s experiences that being a female in the workplace had some potential disadvantages, like the glass ceiling, constant harassment, and never getting paid the same as a man for doing the same job. On the other hand if I was willing to sleep my way up the ladder it might turn out to be a good thing.

As it turned out I had something else to distract me from my regular routine as Brenda and I were invited to travel to Paris to perform at a club there. We would do a couple of shows there as well as attend a “party” and I was so excited I could hardly contain my enthusiasm. It just sounded so wicked and adventurous, although realistically there was probably nothing all that different about fucking in a room while guys jacked off whether you were in Paris or Omaha or something. In any case it would be fun to travel and it would essentially be a working vacation.

I would actually travel to Paris as a man, since my passport showed me as male, but then I would stay female the whole time I was there, which was kind of exciting. Andre, who actually spoke French, would be going with us and I looked forward to having a chance to actually get to know him better. Usually we just rode in silence in the car to the club and back so there wasn’t much interaction between us aside from the sex.

I honestly had no idea if Parisian fashion was really all that special or just the image everyone has in their brain but I decided to bring some of my mad money along to splurge on a little wardrobe upgrade if I saw something I really liked.

The hotel was elegant and luxurious and much nicer than any I had ever stayed at before. Although the building was old the amenities were all new and modern and we were all sharing a two bedroom suite. I couldn’t wait to get checked in and up to the room so that I could become female at last. It seemed crazy to me that someone would spend all this money just to haul our asses over to Paris for a fuck show and an orgy or two, but money was obviously not an issue with the people we worked for. A lot of these rich dudes were probably total tightwads with the employees who helped make them rich but I guess they didn’t mind overspending for their personal pleasure.

That made me think about George, since technically he was both of my employers, or at least I assumed he paid dues or something to the club that hired me for sex work. At my regular job he seemed like a pretty “normal” employer to me, neither exceptionally stingy nor overly generous. We were paid what I would consider “fair market value” but it was kind of staggering to realize the income disparity between the people like me who toiled away in an office and the people at the top who lived like emperors from Ancient Rome, or the pharaohs of Egypt.

At the moment I was living like one of those rich pampered people and enjoying it very much so I wasn’t going to let societal issues weigh me down too much. If those rich assholes wanted to pay me to come to Paris to fuck and have fun I wasn’t going to complain.

The Parisian club was in an old chateau, which was something like a castle, but inside there were some very modern additions. For one thing the stage we performed on was built to slowly rotate so that everyone in the room got a good look at all sides of the action. It didn’t spin fast enough to make you dizzy or anything but it did create kind of a dreamlike quality since my head was usually spinning anyway from the intense fucking I was getting.

For our grand entrance Brenda and I strutted around the outside of the stage platform going in opposite directions giving everyone a nice view before we took our places for the show, When we met in the middle we stopped and kissed a little bit and I was thrilling my socks off. I knew that every eye was riveted on us and that every cock in the place was getting stiff because of what they were seeing.

By the time we finished our walk and got on the platform Andre was already there, his body glistening with oil. As Brenda and I squatted down on our heels to suck his massive member the stage began to slowly rotate and we were off.

There were some pieces of furniture on the stage so there were a lot of options of positions that we could try and we went through a lot of them. One of the things I liked about our shows was the spontaneity of them. We usually had a basic plan, like how we would enter and so on, but then the thing often took on a life of its own. Brenda was the boss but Andre had the cock so it was kind of up to him where he was going to stick it.

At one point Andre decided to pick me up and held my aloft with my back against his chest while he stuck the aforementioned cock up my ass. That prompted Brenda to come over and lick my pussy while I received my midair anal demolishing. With the revolving stage I almost felt like I was flying, albeit very slowly.

It gave me a great opportunity to view the room and I quickly realized that rich dudes in France were pretty much like rich dudes in America. There was the same familiar mix of slow masturbation and more subtle crotch rubbing all done with a certain cool detachment that was fascinating. If this was happening at a frat party the place would be exploding with cheers, whistles, catcalls and lewd comments but these gents took it all in stride as if they were at an art gallery or something...well aside from the dicks in their hands. Of course what did I know about that? Maybe rich guys went and jacked off to Monet paintings or something. When you’re rich enough you can do whatever the hell you want.

Suddenly my eye caught a glimpse of a man standing kind of in the shadows. As the stage revolved so that I was facing him he took a step forward and I couldn’t believe my eyes.

It was George William Landers.


CHAPTER 12:

At first I thought it was just somebody who sort of looked like him but the next time I rotated around I could see that it was indeed my employer. What the hell was he doing in Paris? Well obviously at that moment he was watching me take a huge black cock up my ass but why was he here at all? Of course these clubs were all affiliated, and he was a member, so he probably had more of a right to be there than I did but it just seemed like such a weird coincidence to me.

I wanted to say hello or wave or something stupid like that but that would have been ridiculous under the circumstances. And he probably wouldn’t have even remembered me. Why should he? He didn’t know he was my boss, to him I was just a piece of ass he had banged at an orgy and a man like that had probably banged a lot of pieces of ass in his time.

The next time around I noticed that he was making eye contact with me and I impulsively gave a little wiggle of my fingers, which could have been interpreted as an involuntary orgasmic reaction but to my surprise he raised his glass to me and smiled.

I was so stunned it almost threw me off my game. Fortunately we were nearing the end of our show anyway and I was too far gone in sexual bliss. We were at that stage where my mind was mush and my body was in total control and I existed only to give and receive pleasure.

We concluded our presentation with a spectacular display of ejaculatory precision as Brenda and I got on our knees facing Andre but leaning back on our elbows. Andre proceeded to jack off and sent the most remarkable stream of cum aimed quite expertly at both of our mouths. It was like one of those carnival games where you shot water into a clown’s mouth to try and pop a balloon. Naturally we didn’t catch all of it and some hit our face or sprinkled our tits but I had never seen anything like it and I guess the audience hadn’t either as we actually got a polite round of applause at the conclusion, something that wasn’t common for these displays.

I saw George smiling and applauding but I felt really strange walking out of there. I had traveled thousands of miles to escape my “real” life and live the ultimate fantasy and yet reality smacked me in the face just like Andre’s jizz.

“Oh my God, my boss was here,” I said to Brenda when we were back in our hotel suite.

“What, you mean the guy you banged at the party?” Brenda asked.

“Yeah, George Landers,” I replied. “I mean I guess he’s not so much my boss as the guy who owns the company I work for but it’s still freaky that he would be here in Paris, isn’t it?”

“You must have made a very strong impression on him,” Brenda suggested.

“You don’t think he came here just to see me do you?”

“I don’t know sweetie, people do all kinds of crazy things,” said Brenda with a shrug. “And super rich people seem to be very impulsive. Do you like the idea of him potentially coming all the way to Paris just to see you?”

“Well, yeah, it’s hard not to be flattered by that, but it’s totally bonkers,” I said. “I mean I know who he is but he doesn’t know who I am so I was just some random bitch he banged at an orgy once.”

“Maybe he really liked banging you, that seems pretty understandable,” said Brenda.

“Shit, this is nuts. It has to be a coincidence,” I said. “He didn’t come all the way to Paris just to see me.”

“Would it please you if he did?” asked Brenda.

“Well...yeah...I suppose it would in a way,” I replied with a slight giggle. “I mean that would be very flattering.”

“I guess you’ll just have to wait for tomorrow night and see if he’s at the party,” said Brenda.

At that point Andre entered our room, stark naked and sporting a huge hard on.

“Hey, I’m bored, horny, and I can’t sleep. Would anyone like to fuck?” he asked.

Brenda and I both shot our hands up in the air so Andre hopped in bed with us and we all happily fucked our way to slumber.


CHAPTER 13:

The next day we did some sightseeing and Andres knowledge of French and familiarity with Paris made him an excellent tour guide. Brenda and I both decided to splurge on new dresses for the party ans I wondered what the shop girl thought of the two American hotties accompanied by their big black stud who spoke perfect French. It was a very upscale boutique so they treated us like royalty so it really didn’t matter who they thought we were anyway. I felt kind of guilty s[ending so much money on one article of clothing but it was an adventure and I suppose what one does with mad money.

The atmosphere of the party was pretty much the same as it had been in America, although I would say that the men almost all tended to wear tuxedos or dinner jackets. The language barrier didn’t worry me too much since I figured a guy would let me know what he wanted with nonverbal communication anyway.

We had barely arrived and were just starting to enjoy our first drink when Brenda called hauled off to blow some guy on a couch leaving me alone at the bar. As it turned out I wasn’t alone for long.

“I was hoping you’d be here tonight,” said a male voice I recognized.

“Wouldn’t have missed it for anything,” I replied as I turned and smiled at George.

“Small world, isn’t it?” said George.

“Apparently so,” I replied. “It’s quite a coincidence running into you here.”

“Well, actually this isn’t entirely by chance. I’ve been thinking about you a lot lately and I checked your schedule to see when you would be working. When I found out that you were scheduled to go to Paris I thought I’d pop over and see you.”

“Must be nice to be able to pop over to Paris on a whim,” I teased.

“It is, I won’t deny that,” said George with a laugh.

“And I’m impressed, I won’t deny that either,” I replied.

“Of course one of the perks of being a member is that when you travel you can stay at the club so I didn’t have to pay for a hotel at least,” George pointed out.

“That’s handy.”

“Yes it is. Would you like to see my room?”

“Yes I would, very much.”

George took my hand and led me up the ornate and elaborate staircase to a hallway with numerous doors. It was probably dumb but I felt totally blown away that he had gone to this much trouble to be with me and wasn’t treating me like the whore I was. I liked George and I enjoyed bantering with him and when he took my hand I actually got goosebumps I think. It felt more like two people who had met in a bar and hit it off than a transactional arrangement and it was an exciting feeling.

The room was large and beautiful, as I imaged it would be, I really had no idea that these clubs functioned as a hotel for members but it made sense. The two that I had seen were enormous, certainly way bigger than they needed to be for just sex shows and the occasional orgy. It probably also provided a measure of privacy and discretion for the more well-known members who might want to fly under the radar.

“That’s a beautiful dress by the way,” George commented.

“Thank you, I was hoping you’d like it, I mean I just got it and I was hoping that people would like it,” I said, hastily covering up my slip of the tongue.

“Is that what you really meant?” asked George.

“No, I was hoping that you’d be here and that you’d like it,” I admitted softly as he put his arms around my waist.

“That makes this trip all worthwhile,” said George just before he kissed me.

It was ironic but I really didn’t know a damn thing about being intimate with a man. I obviously knew how to fuck, and that could be an intimate act, but being alone with a man in his bedroom kissing felt very different to me. I like this, I thought, even if it was just he illusion of something romantic. There was no point in kidding myself, as was getting paid to satisfy his desires, but he was certainly acting like he was trying to seduce me, like he had to coax me into his bed.

“I really do love this dress but what you mind terribly if I took it off you now?” asked George.

“Please do,” I replied.

George turned the simple process of taking off my dress into something very sensual and erotic. He did it rather slowly and from behind me, caressing more and more of my body as it was exposed. I wasn’t wearing a bra or panties so once he got the dress off I was down to stockings, a garter belt and my shoes, and George pressed up tightly at my back as he reached around and cupped my breasts.

“Your body is absolutely perfect, it’s almost too good to be real but I can feel how real it is in my hands,” commented George as he nibbled at my ear.

“That’s because I’m a new type of pleasure robot,” I joked.

“Well that sounds like a technology I’d want to get into.”

“I have a feeling you’re going to get into it very soon.”

“Yes, but I like to make a deep and thorough investigation before plunging into anything,” said George as I felt his hand sliding between my legs and starting to rub my pussy.

“I can see you like to get to the bottom of things,” I joked.

Since I had started becoming female I had found having sex with men to be surprisingly familiar and easy, easier in some ways because I didn\t have the performance anxiety that comes from having a dick. The familiarity was the basic mechanics of friction. Somebody stuck a peg in a hole and both parties started gyrating. Providing the hole instead of the peg wasn\t that big of a difference. What was happening to me at the moment felt quite different, however, because the sex was as much mental as it was physical. We were flirting and exchanging suggestive banter, attempting to get closer to each other personally.

I tried to remind myself that this was just a job that I was being paid to do but it was hard to think of that while I was getting caught up in the mood and the moment. George Landers had always just been the rich dick head who happened to own the company that I worked for, I never thought about him as a person and I certainly never thought of him as a potential lover. Yet here we were, sharing something, building momentum, testing the waters like billions of couples before us. I thought it was pretty damn marvelous.

George took me to the bed and had me get on all fours. He partially undressed and got on the bed near my rear end and started to finger bang me more aggressively, this time poking my pussy and my anus simultaneously. My moaning started to get a bit louder and my snatch a lot wetter. After fingering me a bit longer George got his face in there and started to use his tongue.

As he got me close to the edge he suddenly pulled away and finished undressing. Then he got behind me again and I could feel his cock pressing up against my slit before it slid neatly inside me.

“Oh, that feels so good,” I purred.

“I was really hoping to please you,” said George.

“I think we may have gotten our lines reversed,” I teased.

“Not at all. I may be kidding myself but I really want you to want this.”

“I do George, I want this very much,” I replied.

At first I thought it was kind of silly for a man who was fucking a whore to worry about whether or not she was having a good time but it seemed like George might just be kind of a nice guy. I was still a human being after all, even if I was working as a prostitute. And then I thought maybe it was an ego thing. The man probably didn’t like the thought that he had to pay for sex or that he was just so good at it that even a professional would be impressed by skills.

What never crossed my mind was the idea that he might genuinely like me and see me as someone he might want to have a relationship with. That just seemed too far-fetched and crazy. On the other hand I was having difficulty not thinking about that because I didn’t just feel sexually satisfied by having my pussy stuffed I felt really warm and happy. I liked George and wanted to get to know him better. I wanted to find out what made him tick.

When my orgasm started it hit like a tsunami of pleasure, sweeping over my whole body. I clutched at the bed cover so tightly I was afraid I was going to rip it.

“Oh, yes baby yes…” I repeated several times, not able to think of anything more articulate to say.

“Oh yeah...oh yeah…” George grunted several times so I guess he wasn’t really focused on conversation either.

What we were both totally focused on seemed to be George putting his sperm deep inside my pussy. I don’t know why I craved that so much but I did. When a man ejaculated in my mouth it was more of a warm and visceral experience as I could taste his essence but something about the idea of “mating” with a guy really touched me on a different level.

When George finished we cuddled for a fairly long time, which was absolutely amazing. The subjects we talked about kind of jumped around all over the place but I felt so snug and secure and open in the afterglow.

He invited me to spend the night with him but I didn’t feel right about that since I had been paid a lot of money to travel thousands of miles to be part of the group experience downstairs, although I assured him that staying right where I was sounded heavenly.

“I understand,” he said. “I don’t want to get you into any sort of trouble but let’s do this thing properly when we get home, okay?”

“Sure,” I replied, not exactly sure what he meant by properly but getting the impression that he wanted to take me on a date.

I wasn’t sure if he really meant it or was just bullshitting me in the mood of the moment but I appreciated the gesture. He had made me feel really good about myself and really glad that I had made the choice to become female...even if it was just an illusion.


CHAPTER 14:

I eventually went reluctantly back down to the party and pretty soon I was earning my pay in a pile of bodies but my mind was very much on George. Aside from the fact that I worked for him as a man it didn’t seem like we could have much in common but I really liked the guy and felt like we communicated well. I was making some decent money on the side, and taking trips to Paris and hanging out in fancy mansions gave me a little taste of the “good life” but I knew I didn’t travel in George’s orbit, I just passed through occasionally like a shooting star.

For me it was all part of the crazy fantasy secret life I was living on the side but I couldn’t figure out what George’s deal was. He was obviously making a point of singling me out for some reason, almost acting like a lovesick schoolboy chasing me all over the world, but what was he getting out of that? I was attractive and I was good at sex apparently but George must have known a ton of women like that.

Maybe he was one of those guys who liked the idea of redeeming prostitutes I thought. Perhaps he wanted to “make an honest woman” of me. Or maybe it was just a game of pretending that he had to work for my affections. Whatever the case I figured his interest in me probably wouldn’t last too long so I should probably enjoy it while I could.

When I told Brenda about it later she seemed kind of bemused.

“I guess I better be looking for a new stage partner,” she quipped.

“Like what? I’m going to go off and marry this dude?”

“Maybe not marry him but I could see becoming his mistress in your future,” she replied.

“How would that even work?” I said with a laugh.

“I suppose he’d set you up in some conveniently located apartment and give you an allowance of some kind,” said Brenda.

“Does that shit really happen? I thought it was just in the movies,” I said.

“I imagine it does,” said Brenda. “But who knows, maybe he sees you as trophy wife material, in which case you hit the jackpot.”

We both had a good laugh at that but it put strange thoughts in my mind. Living Cindy’s life was vastly more exciting and enjoyable than living my real one but would I ever actually consider living that life full time? I didn’t honestly expect George to come sweep me away to a life of riches and glamour but what if I met someone else sometime, someone I might more realistically have a “normal” relationship with? I could actually picture myself being someone’s girlfriend...or maybe even their wife. It was a vastly different future than I had ever imagined for myself but so was what I was doing now.

It seemed like such a crazy thing to be thinking about but so was this whole situation. Sure, I had started taking those pills to make some easy money but being female had been a very positive experience overall so far. I thought it would be a lot more complicated but things seemed very instinctive to me. I was fundamentally the same person inside but the external packaging opened up a wide new view of possibilities.

The rest of the Paris trip was fantastic, although I was a little disappointed that I didn’t see George again. I didn’t really expect him to just hang around on my account, and it did make it a little easier for me to concentrate on the job for which I was being paid, but the romantic side of me kind of liked the idea of a man pursuing me.

After Paris it was back to being John Fuller, back to the office, and back to reality I suppose. It was easy to get caught up in the thrill of world travel, designer clothes, and kinky sex but this was who I was and what my life was supposed to be...or was it? A voice in the back of my head kept urging me lean into my feminine side.

Don’t you miss the weight of that beautiful bosom, the voice asked me. Don’t you miss seeing that gorgeous face in the mirror? Don’t you miss the pretty clothes and the way people look at you when you walk down the street? Don’t you long for a man to hold you and caress you? Why keep yourself trapped in a life that’s going nowhere and bringing you no satisfaction?

It was a compelling argument, but it was still hard to imagine that being female was anything more than a romp and a money-making scheme. Hard...but not impossible.


CHAPTER 15:

The next time I did a show at the club back home I was surprised when a butler came up to me afterwards and presented me with a letter on a silver plate. It was a hand written note from George inviting me out to dinner. The butler waited patiently while I read it and then handed me apen so that I could write my reply. It was like I was some kind of 19th century aristocrat instead of a 21st century sex worker and it totally blew my mind.

Of course I accepted but my head was kind of pounding and my heart racing when I realized what I had done. I was going on an actual date with a man who was also super rich as well as my employer. Nothing in my life had really prepared me for that but Brenda was a huge help. She made sure I had the perfect outfit with just the right accessories and did my hair and makeup so I looked like a million bucks, which was probably pocket change to my date but I felt really good about myself when the big moment arrived.

I was a little surprised that George picked me up in a sports car that he drove himself instead of arriving in a limo or something but I thought that was kind of cool. It seemed like a more personal touch and certainly a bit more intimate.

We had dinner at a really nice restaurant that was also kind of intimate with dark wood paneling and candlelight. It actually took a little while to sink in that I was on a date with a man and not being paid to perform for his pleasure, although I suppose the fact that he was paying for everything was kind of in the same ballpark although it didn’t really feel that way. It was also a funny “first date” because we had fucked already but even that seemed like kind of a distant and detached thing. What really stood out in my mind was how much I actually liked the guy and how much I actually wanted him to fuck me again.

I tried to let him do most of the talking but he seemed very interested in getting to know me better. That was kind of a problem since I couldn’t really open up and be totally honest with him, which also made me feel a little guilty. I had read up on George on the company website so I knew something of his background already but what impressed me the most was the fact that he wasn’t just a rich “nepo baby” who had inherited everything, he was actually a self-made man, which was kind of rare these days.

He was older than I was by about ten years but I didn’t really feel a problem with the age gap. It actually just made me feel more impressed by the man because he was so much further along than I would ever be in ten years at the pace I was going. I’d always had ambition but never quite enough drive to get  myself out of the “wage slave” position. It took balls to take risks and ironically the most risky thing I had ever done was getting rid of my balls.

Although the restaurant probably had perfectly fine deserts George assured me that he knew a better place for that so after dinner he whisked me off to this little cafe that did indeed serve the finest pastry items I had ever tasted, and I had tasted some pretty damn good ones in Paris.

“So what would you like to do now?” asked George as we were finishing our scrumptious desert.

“Honestly? I’d like to have sex with you,” I replied.

“That sounds like a fine idea,” said George with a grin. “Is my place okay?”

“I’m sure it’s more than okay but I would love to see your place,” I said as I grinned back at him.

We hopped in his car and sped off. I thought about giving him a blowjob while we drove but it was kind of a tight fit and I really didn’t want to distract him too much while he was driving so I managed to control my impulse and wait until we got to his home, which was quite impressive as I expected it to be but it was also very comfortable feeling, like someone actually lived there and not just a mansion to show off how rich you were. Much as I was surprised that he drove his own car he didn’t have butlers waiting at the door for our arrival. He just unlocked the door like a normal person and we went inside.

George started showing me around but it seemed like we really just wanted to fuck. We were constantly flirting and kissing and touching each other so I wasn’t really concentrating on the decor all that much, even though it was very lovely. Eventually we found ourselves in a comfy-looking room with a big fireplace that was crackling away and a thick soft rug in front of it.

“Ooooh, can we do it here?” I almost squealed. “I’ve always wanted to fuck in front of a fireplace.”

“Of course we can,” said George with a chuckle.

We went and stood in front of the fire and started heavy kissing as I got out of my dress and George stripped down to his boxers. Then slowly I slid down to my knees, kissing his body all the way until I was in position right in front of his crotch. Then after the slow descent I looked up and grinned at him before yanking his shorts down as fast as I could, causing his erect prick to pop out like a jack-in-the-box.

“You know I really like your cock a lot,” I said as I started to stroke him. “It’s got a real muscularity to it. It’s very aggressive looking.”

“I hadn’t really thought of that,” George chuckled.

“Well you’ve probably never seen it from this angle,” I pointed out.

“That’s true.”

“It’s really a great view from here.”

“I’ll have to take your word for that.”

It suddenly struck me that this was the first time I had sucked George’s cock. Giving head had become such a routine part of my life that I just sort of assumed I would blow any man I was having sex with but the first two times with George had been straight fucking. I guess the third time really was the charm and I leaned into the task with all the passion and skill I could muster.

At first I worried that if I did too good of a job it might remind him that I was whore but he probably didn’t need to be reminded of that and it might have been a big part of my appeal. I just wished that somehow I could show him that was trying to please him because I liked him and not because it was my job.

I felt really good about where I was and what I was doing. It just seemed so natural somehow and not the totally impossible and weird situation that it really was. I was just a woman on a date with a man I was attracted to and now we were making love, what could be more natural than that?

Eventually George ended up on his back on the rug with me perched on top of him and I rode him slowly and deeply at first but picked up a little speed along the way. Being there in front of the fire seemed like the most romantic thing I had ever done, although I certainly hoped that it wouldn’t go to my head. I had no business getting romantically involved with any man, let alone some older guy who was also my boss but didn’t know it.

“My God Cindy I could just lie here looking up at you forever but I’m afraid I’m going to cum soon,” said George.

“That’s okay, I like it when you cum. I want you to fill my pussy with your hot wet cream,” I replied as I squeezed my breasts and pinched my nipples.

“Jesus, that’s not making it any easier for me to hold back,” said George.

“Then don’t hold back. Cum inside me baby.”

Which is exactly what he did just a moment or two later.


CHAPTER 16:

That night with George was fantastic in every way possible. We made love so many times and in so many places that by the time we got to his bed we were both pretty much worn out and ready to cozy up and sleep, which was fantastic too. We certainly made a good team, as far as sex was concerned at any rate.

In the morning we fucked again in the shower, which was this big crazy thing with shower heads at different levels all around it, and George actually made breakfast himself but I figured that I didn’t want to wear out my welcome so I planned to go after eating.

“I got you a gift but I’ve been reluctant to give it to you because I didn’t want this to seem transactional,” said George.

“Is that the kind of thing you would do on a normal date?” I asked.

“With the right woman it would be exactly the kind of thing I would do,” George replied.

“Okay, then I accept your gift,” I said with a laugh.

I stopped laughing when I saw the gorgeous necklace he had given me. I wasn’t good at appraising that sort of thing but I had a feeling it was pretty expensive.

“Oh, George, this is lovely, but isn’t it too extravagant?” I said.

“Not if you like it,” he said.

“I love it, thank you so much!”

We made another date and I was walking on the clouds for a few days until reality kind of punched me in the face. I wasn’t just fucking men for a little mad money I was actually dating a man that I liked very much, and who for some reason seemed to like me. How long could I keep up the charade? It was so much easier just showing up for work at the club and performing or joining in a random orgy. I rarely even exchanged much small talk with the members. Now I was trying to pass myself off as a real woman to a man who must have had some kind of objective in dating me, although I couldn’t quite figure out what it might be.

Maybe he was looking for a steady mistress, someone he could stash away somewhere convenient and use when he wasn’t dating rich socialites or something. We certainly had great sexual chemistry and I wasn’t shy about doing pretty much anything so I probably wouldn’t make a bad side piece I thought. Being a “kept woman” was kind of an exciting idea. I’d have to stay female pretty much most of the time but he would probably put me up in a nice place and take care of me for as long as his interest lasted.

“So you really like this guy?” asked Brenda when I told her how the date went.

“Yeah, I really do. I enjoy his company and the sex is great. We just kind of seem to fit well together,” I said.

“Especially his cock in your pussy it sounds like,” chuckled Brenda.

“Well yeah...and my mouth...and probably my ass too although we haven’t done anal yet.”

“Hard to get to everything on the first date.”

“So am I an idiot for letting myself get into this mess?” I asked.

“No, you’re just a woman exploring her feelings for a man for the first time. You like the guy, and you’ve got good chemistry...and he’s rich too. That could certainly make your life easier if you did decide to join the girly team full time,” said Brenda.

That was such a nutty idea but it did sound appealing. I had no clue whether George gave our potential future any thought at all or was just killing time between serious romances or something but if we kept dating for a while the subject was bound to come up. And what would I say if he asked me to be his real girlfriend, or his mistress, or his personal whore or whatever? I’d have to give up my old life and start living as Cindy Valentine instead of John Fuller. Was that something I could actually do?

If George was taking care of me my standard of living would likely improve even though I would be quitting my day job but would he want me to quit my job at the club or was that part of my appeal to him? Giving up my regular job didn’t seem like such a big deal because I didn’t feel like I was going anywhere anyway but I probably would have to start over again with a new company once George grew tired of me. On the other hand I hadn’t really explored other avenues of sex work so maybe I could make a decent living off my body but that didn’t seem like a long term career goal to me somehow.

I found it kind of funny how easily I could think about these things. Obviously I hadn’t grown up considering the possibility that a man might be willing to support me although I suppose I could always meet some rich woman who would be so smitten by me for some reason that they took care of me but it seemed that I was better equipped as Cindy to be the object of that kind of desire.

Of course this was all just wild speculation on my part anyway. A guy like George might have a little black book with tons of girls in it that he called up whenever the mood struck him. The tennis pro for when he felt like being athletic, the super model when he had a fancy dinner to go to, the girl he used to date in high school when he felt like getting in touch with his roots. Maybe I went into the book as Cindy Valentine – kinky whore. The girl you called when you just wanted to get your rocks off.

Honestly I was pretty cool with that idea, at least for now. I hadn’t had much success in romance as a man so it was kind of fun to think of dating as a woman. I didn’t want to get my hopes up too high with George but maybe if I stuck with the female thing I would meet someone more practical and obtainable down the line.

For our next date I accompanied George to a fancy cocktail party that he said he kind of needed to go to because he was on the board of some charity and this was one of their fundraising events and because he also did a lot of business schmoozing at that sort of thing. I got to break out my fanciest Parisian dress and wear my beautiful new necklace so it was quite a kick to do the high society thing. It also made me question whether my idea that he had a different girl for different occasions was correct. Maybe the supermodels were just all busy.

“I hope you don’t find this too boring,” said George after we had mingled for a bit.

“No I find it fascinating,” I replied. “I like seeing how you work the room. You’re very good at it.”

“Well I’ve had a lot of practice,” George said with a chuckle. “Some of these people have money to invest, some are well-connected politically, some are my rivals and some are people I do business with. It’s kind of a mixed bag of glad handing.”

“That bald guy looks familiar. Is he famous?” I asked.

“That’s Bob Haskill. He’s a lobbyist for Big Pharma. He’s also a member of the club so you’ve probably seen him there,” said George.

“Jeez, I hope that’s all I’ve done,” I said. “Hopefully he won’t recognize me with my clothes on.”

“We can leave if that makes you uncomfortable,” said George.

“No I’m just worried about your reputation,” I said.

“Well I’m not. You’re my date and you;re the most beautiful woman here and I’d be proud to be seen anywhere with you,” said George as he took both of my hands and gave them a gentle squeeze.

“I’ll try to behave and not flash my boobs at anyone but it might be kind of hard in this dress. It’s so low cut in the front that if I bend over too much I’m bound to have a major wardrobe malfunction,” I said with a laugh.

“Believe me I noticed and I like it.”

“I got it in Paris,” I explained. “I thought it looked very chic and sexy.”

“It does. You have good taste. Do you like to travel?” asked George.

“I do,” I replied.

“We should maybe plan a trip together sometime,” George suggested.

“That would be lovely.”

It would be lovely but it would also be a problem. I didn’t have a female passport so when I traveled to Paris and back I had to board the plane as a man and then change at the hotel. I couldn’t very well explain that to George without revealing my big secret unless I somehow changed my whole identity legally and started living as a woman all the time. That was certainly another good motivation for considering such a change but it still seemed like such a daunting task.

I wondered what George would think if he knew the truth about me. Would he be amused that I was actually one of his male employees or totally horrified that he was fucking someone who was really a man? Of course it was becoming harder and harder for me to think of myself as a man anymore. There was nothing about that life that held any special appeal for me and I don’t think it was just the fact that as a sexy woman I had more opportunities for adventure. It was more like I had found the place where I truly belonged, where I felt happy and complete. It made sense that I would want to try and feel that way all the time but it was still a big step to take.

To “keep up appearances” we had been driven to the event instead of taking George’s sports car and on the way back George got his hand up under my dress and started fingering me while we kissed. I could definitely see the advantage of having a driver for sex in a moving vehicle. After a while George pulled down the shoulder straps of my dress and began to play with my boobs while I got my hand into his pants so that I could stroke him.

“My God, I can’t remember when I’ve been so turned on by a woman before,” said George. “Maybe never.”

“Oh, come now, I’m sure you’re just being polite,” I said modestly although it did make my heart beat a little faster hearing him say it.

“No, you’re incredible. There’s something about you that just rocks me to my core. I just think about you all the time,” said George.

“I know the feeling because I feel that way too,” I replied softly.

At that moment I just couldn’t help myself and scrunched my body enough to get into a position where I could get George’s cock into my mouth. As I sucked him off he reached behind my ass and fingered both holes, which just made me even more insanely horny than I already was. He was just beginning to ejaculate when we pulled up in front of his house so the driver had to wait patiently while I finished George off, but I guess that sort of went with the job.

I didn’t even bother to straighten up and just got out of the car with my dress hanging down from my hips and my bare breasts on full display. George scooped me up and carried me all the way up to his bed, although he did hand me his keys first so that I could unlock the door since it would have been kind of tricky with me in his arms.

I was impressed by the strength he was showing as well as the forethought to plan ahead about the keys but there was a lot about George that impressed me and U had a feeling I would discover even more things in the future if we kept hanging out together and at the moment that seemed like it was quite likely to happen.


CHAPTER 17:

I kept working at the club while I dated George but I didn’t see him there and we never really talked about it. It was kind of hard to imagine that he was really bothered by it or jealous or something and it seemed to me like he would mention it if he was. Even so I did wonder about it a little since we had been dating for some time and George even introduced me as his “girlfriend” sometimes, which I suppose maybe I was, although that was still a hard concept to fathom.

The secrecy of my true identity was getting harder and harder to maintain and the stress of that was really getting to me. I still didn’t hold out any sort of great hopes of having some long term relationship with George but things didn’t show any sign of slowing down either.

“So am I an idiot for keeping this thing going with George?’ I asked Brenda one day when we were talking about my burgeoning relationship.

“I don’t know, what do you want out of life?” she asked in reply.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what are you shooting for? What sounds like your idea of heaven? Where do you want to be in five years, ten years, and so on?” said Brenda.

“Wow, that’s actually kind of a hard question. What are you shooting for?”

“Financial independence for a start. I don’t want to be tied to some corporation or some man I can’t leave because I don’t have options to support myself. Down the line I suppose I’ll need to plan for retirement and all that but mainly I want to focus on financial stability. Aside from that I leave my options open as far as settling down with someone or starting a family. If the right person comes along and the timing is right I’m open for just about anything,” Brenda explained.

“Man, I feel like a scatter-brained loser,” I said with a laugh. “As a man I thought I had shit all figured out but I really didn’t and as a woman I’m even more uncertain about my future plans. I know I’m in love with George but I don’t know what that means exactly.”

“It means you’re following your heart,” said Brenda. “Nothing wrong with that. Sometimes I worry that I may be planning things so much that I miss some opportunities for adventure and spontaneity. Maybe this guy will break your heart or maybe he’ll make all your dreams come true but you won’t know for sure if you don’t explore it.”

I knew she was right, and had I been living my whole life as a woman I was pretty sure that I’d feel a lot better about the situation I was in but there was the big problem of the fact that I hadn’t told George that I was a man who actually worked for him. There was always the possibility that he would be cool with that, especially if I told him I planned to stay female for the rest of my life but there was also the chance that he would be totally outraged or disgusted and feel completely betrayed. I could be emotionally crushed by having him reject me, get fired from my day job, and possibly even get fired from my job at the club if he decided to expose my secret there.

All of those possibilities were depressing but so was the thought of having to lie and evade and make up excuses forever. George had already invited me to come to Greece to a villa that his friend sometimes loaned him. It sounded like such a wonderful idea but I kept putting it off because of the travel problems. I was desperate to explain my situation to George but terrified at the same time.

Finally I decided to do the sensible, but sneaky, thing to do and tell George about my situation after an especially intense fuck session. We had done a standing 69 and finished up with an anal wheelbarrow and were snuggling up afterwards all cozy and content when I dropped the bombshell. George just kind of stared at me for a while, like he was perhaps trying to figure out if I was joking, then suddenly burst into laughter.

“That is the strangest thing I’ve ever heard, but somehow it makes sense,” said George.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I knew there was something different about you. Something special that I could never quite define. It’s like your passion isn’t just sexual or romantic it’s life affirming. I think you appreciate being a woman in a way that most people who are born female probably never can,” George explained.

“Oh, that is so true,” I said, starting to feel very emotional. “When I started out doing this it was just to make some money. No offense, but I wasn’t getting rich working for you. But then all these gears clicked into place and I realized that it wasn’t the money I loved, it was being a woman, and that I would have paid for the privilege.”

“Hopefully it won’t come to that, but if it does I hope you’ll let me shoulder the burden. I have kind of a selfish interest in wanting you to be female as much as possible,” said George.

I couldn’t believe my ears. Not only was he not angry with me he seemed happy to know that I wanted to be a woman because he was happy having me be his. I was flooded with emotion and didn’t know how to react.

“Damn, I wish your dick was hard right now so that I could suck it,” I blurted out.

“I’m sure it will be pretty soon,” George chuckled. “But this does give us some time to talk about the future. What do you want out of life exactly?”

There was that question again. This time I felt like I had an answer.

“I want to be with you darling. In whatever capacity and for however long it works for both of us. I knew that I loved you before but your response to my secret is so amazing how could I not totally adore you?” I said.

“Well like I said it’s totally to my advantage to have you being female because I’m madly in love with you and can’t imagine life without you,” said George.

“And that’s not just because I fuck like a high-priced whore with an insatiable appetite for cock?”

“I’ll admit that’s part of your appeal, but no, that’s not the only thing I love about you,” said George with a slight chuckle. “So if you need my lawyers to look over any paperwork or there’s any expense involved in making this permanent I’m happy to help in any way that I can.”

“I sure wish you were erect right now because I still have that powerful urge to suck your cock,” I said. “Maybe I can suck it into hardness.”

With that I got my head down on his prick and once it was in my mouth I could feel it starting to come back to life almost right away. Feeling it grow inside me was a fantastic sensation and I made a mental note to do that more often. Soon I was devouring his sumptuous man meat and so happy it made me fear that this was all just a dream. Fortunately the tasty sperm that eventually filled my mouth was too visceral a sensation to be a mere fantasy and I knew that I really was in bed with the man I loved, licking his dick clean and hopefully showing him my utter devotion.


CHAPTER 18:

It was on our Greek holiday that George popped the question. With his help I had fully transitioned to female status and had been living that way for about three months. Legally my name was now Cynthia Fuller, since I was no longer hiding my old male identity, but it looked liked I would be changing it again to Mrs. George Landers.

Once I finally had my passport we were able to take that trip to Greece that we had been talking about for a long time and it was definitely worth the wait. George’s friend had this charming villa that was on a cliff overlooking the coast which provided spectacular views and access to the beach as well as being near a charming village that was something right out of Mamma Mia!

I had quit my day job because it seemed kind of silly to keep working as a wage slave when I was about to become the boss’s wife and because we really didn’t need the kind of office gossip that would have sprung up around that. Nobody at the company knew that I had become female and there was certainly no reason for anyone to associate Cynthia Fuller with John Fuller, aside from the same last name.

I also quit my job at the club but fortunately Brenda had other options and could always hire people to fill out her roster as needed. That left me with an incredible amount of free time which I devoted much of to wedding planning. I had never given weddings much thought, other than assuming that I would probably get married someday because that was what you were expected to do, but the whole wedding event thing had never captured my imagination all that much. I suppose I assumed that I would leave that to my bride to figure out but now I was going to be the bride and it was amazing how easily I got swept up into the whole thing.

I was also kind of amazed at how emotional I was on my wedding day. Something about putting on that amazing dress and being the center of attention made me feel like a princess. Of course the fact that I was marrying a very wealthy man meant that I would probably live like a princess as well but George was a prince of a guy, with or without money.

We honeymooned in Paris, which was a place that had a lot of sentimental significance to us, and even visited the club there, although Brenda wasn’t working there at the time. It was very interesting to watch someone else giving a performance and I could see firsthand how erotic it was, not that I needed any special arousal since our honeymoon was largely one big fuck fest anyway.

It was a little strange at first adjusting a life where I didn’t have a job to go to, let alone two jobs, but I figured that I would find some interesting new career path eventually. I certainly wasn’t going to complain about enjoying a life of luxury with few responsibilities. After all the only reason I had come to this wonderful situation was because I wanted to get my hands on a little mad money. Now I had more than I knew what to do with...but it would be fun trying to figure that out.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I’d been watching some European porn videos where a lot of elegant people gathered in a club or a fancy mansion for group sex or partner sharing and that sort of thing so I felt like doing a story with that kind of a vibe to it, at least in part. The live private sex show also had kind of a sophisticated feel so rather than just being a stripper or a cam girl I made my protagonist more of an exotic performer.

While it’s not specifically a New Year’s Eve story the ambiance of people dressed up drinking champagne sort of fit the holiday mood I thought so here it is as the first release of 2025. Hope you enjoy it!


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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