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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Brad Wilkerson and my story begins when I was 23-year-old college graduate rather disappointed in my job prospects, which didn't seem much better than they did before I invested all that time and money in getting a degree. Of course I knew it would take time to find the right career path, but at the moment I was just working the same kind of crappy low-paying jobs I had been doing part-time during my college days. That's why I was intrigued by an advertisement I saw for an "exciting, good-paying job with excellent benefits and flexible hours," even though the ad didn't offer much more in the way of job description. Apparently it was some kind of "call center" thing where a bunch of people sat around in little cubicles making those annoying sales pitches that no one ever wants to get, or offering "great deals" on time share rentals or something, but that didn't scare me off. I had worked one of those jobs before for a company peddling "free solar panels" so I knew the drill.

Calling that sort of work "exciting" seemed like a bit of a stretch, but honesty was not usually the main component of those operations anyway so I figured I'd cut them a little slack in the their recruitment pitch. I made an appointment for an interview and got all cleaned up and work attire ready as I went to meet my prospective future employer.

The man sitting behind the desk was named George Fuller, and he was probably in his late thirties or early forties I guessed. He had the good looks of a guy who would be selling luxury cars or something, and I figured he'd probably sold just about everything in his time. Right now I was listening to him selling me on this "tremendous" job opportunity.

"Now on the phone you said that you were open-minded and not easily offended by adult conversation. Is that correct?" asked Mr. Fuller.

"Sure, I'd like to think that I'm open-minded. And what did you mean by adult conversation exactly?" I replied.

"This business is basically an adult entertainment enterprise. You've probably seen our ads on late night television," said George.

"You mean, like a phone sex thing?" I asked.

"Exactly. We like to refer to it as a virtual adult encounter, but yes, it's basically what you would call a phone sex service," said George with a slight chuckle. "Does that offend you?"

"No, but I'm not sure how I would fit into that sort of thing. Those ads always have a sexy girl extolling guys to call the number. You may have noticed that I'm not a sexy girl...or a girl of any kind for that matter."

"Well, we actually prefer to hire men for this job," said George.

"Oh, it's that kind of phone sex. Well, I did say that I'm open-minded but I don't think I'd be very good at doing the gay chat thing, having no experience or interest in the subject," I told him as politely as I could.

"No, that's not at all what we're looking for. Our business is all about men calling in to talk to women, although we do actually get some lesbian calls sometimes."

"So again I point out the major flaw in this plan which is the fact that I'm not a woman, lesbian or otherwise."

"But you could be," said George.

"I don't follow you," I said, shaking my head slightly in confusion.

"There's a pill that temporarily changes a person's gender. All you have to do is come to work, take one of those pills, and you'll be transformed into a female, ready to work the phones and make some pretty darn good money, if you're ambitious and good at the job," said George.

"But why in the world would you want to go to all the trouble of turning me into women? Surely there are plenty of ladies with sultry voices who would like to make darn good money, as you put it," I suggested.

"The thing is we find that men seem to have a better understanding of what a man wants to hear from a woman. I assume you're no stranger to pornography."

"I've seen some," I admitted a little shyly.

"Of course you have. We all have. And we all know what kind of a fantasy world that is. Even if you enjoy a healthy and active sex life you probably don't find too many partners who are quite as bold and forward about the way they discuss sex. Everybody's had the girlfriend who wants to keep the lights out, or comes up with some silly name for genitals because they don't want to say 'cock' or 'pussy' or anything too lewd. The men who call this line like to hear girls talk dirty. That makes sense, doesn't it?"

"Sure...I suppose."

"So all you have to do is draw on your own experiences and tastes and give the guy on the other end of the line exactly what he wants to hear. Probably what you would want to hear if the places were reversed. And there's no shame or hang-ups about the thing because you don't have a boyfriend or a husband who might get ticked off by the thought of you talking dirty to a bunch of strange men on the phone every night," said George quite confidently, as if he had really hammered home his point.

"But you're forgetting about my shame and hang-ups about me being a straight guy talking dirty to a bunch of strange men on the phone every night," I said with a laugh.

"But you won't be a guy when you're talking on the phone, you'll be a girl, and if you respond like most of our male employees do, then you shouldn't have any trouble at all playing that role. That drug will make you female in every possible way, including your brain, except for the fact that your brain will still contain all of those memories from your male experience. The guy on the other end will never know that you weren't born a woman, and you're not actually seeing or touching these guys, it's just a voice. It's an act. You're giving a sort of a performance. You don't have to ever tell anybody your secret if you don't want to. Just come to work, do your job, get paid, and go home."

I did have to admit that George was a pretty good salesman. He was actually making me contemplate the most absurd thing in the world.

"Since you haven't run screaming from my office yet I assume you're somewhat interested in the job so let me show you around the facilities. I think you'll see that this is quite a well-designed and discrete operation," said George as he rose from his chair behind the desk.

I followed along behind him, somewhat in a daze I suppose, but at least curious enough to see what the hell he was talking about. I still couldn't imagine any way that this would be something I'd actually want to do, but it was a pretty fascinating concept when you thought about it.

"This is our changing lounge," said George as he showed me what looked something like what I imagined a movie star's dressing room might look like, with a comfortable-looking couch/bed sort of a thing, a big closet, and a brightly lit dressing table with a lot of cosmetic items on display.

The room was very attractively appointed and nothing at all like one might picture a sex chat boiler room facility looking like. It certainly made the thing seem a little less tawdry at any rate.

"The actual process of transforming into a woman takes a few minutes and sometimes makes one feel a little light headed so we suggest lying down until after the change has completed. That's what the couch is for. The closet is full of clothes, which you're welcome to use until such time as you decide to bring your own things with you, although you will be expected to provide your own under garments, which we will pay for out of your regular clothing budget, none of which is charged against your salary," George explained. "The same with the cosmetics. We have a supply on hand, but if you want to bring your own that's up to you."

"Is all of this really necessary since nobody is going to see me anyway?" I asked.

"We find that one gets much better results by immersing completely in the gender change experience. If you look sexy in that mirror it will make it easier for you to act sexy on the phone. And it also helps to draw a distinct line between the person you are when you come to work and the person you become when you're working."

I glanced through the closet and I could see that there was some pretty sexy stuff in there indeed. Short dresses and low-cut tops and even some lingerie, although I couldn't imagine what the heck that would be used for in an office environment.

"Now let's take a look at the actual work station," said George as he led me down a hall past a number of doors before opening one and stepping inside. "This is where you would be working, or at least in one of these rooms. They're all pretty similar as far as layout goes. As you can see it's nothing at all like the typical phone soliciting operation you may be familiar with. We have soft lighting, comfortable furniture, and every room is completely isolated from the others. There are people working all around us right now but you'd never know it. We also try to stagger the shifts so that you don't have to run into any of your fellow workers, at least at the start. No one but your direct supervisor will normally have any reason to see you come and go, so there's no need to feel uncomfortable or embarrassed about doing your job as a woman and going home as a man."

"I've got to hand it to you, you seem to have thought of everything. This setup is pretty swanky. Is there really enough money in the phone sex business to support this kind of thing?" I asked.

"Oh, you'd be surprised how much demand there is for this service. There are a lot of very lonely people out there who will gladly pay for virtual companionship."

"I guess that makes sense," I said, not totally sure if I really understood that.

It was the strangest job interview I had ever been on, and not just because of the type of work involved or the fact that I would be taking some kind of miracle drug that would supposedly turn me into a woman. Normally the employer holds all the cards and it was up to me to "sell" myself to them. Here it felt like things were the other way around and I was being seriously courted to join their team, sort of like a superstar athlete who has become a free agent and is fielding offers from people who were really anxious to hire them. I kind of liked that feeling.

"So what do you think?" asked George when he had finished the grand tour of the place.

"I think I'd really like to give this a try," I said.

So that is how I found myself working as a temporary woman in a phone sex boiler room.


CHAPTER 2:

I should state for the record that I had never particularly had any fantasies about becoming a woman. Yes, there was enough curiosity in me to wonder what it might be like, once in a while, but I had never taken that past the thinking stage before. I'd heard about this pill before but I didn't know anyone who had actually tried it. It honestly sounded like science fiction to me but presumably it must work. I don't think George Fuller would have gone to all that trouble to explain his operation to me if it was just some fantasy of an idea.

My first reaction when I got home was excitement that I had a new job. Then it was a type of horror is realizing what I had agreed to. Then later my mind sort of shifted into an anticipatory mode where I was actually a little anxious to see what would happen when I took that pill.

I wondered what I would look like as a woman, not that it mattered in the least since nobody would ever see me and would only hear my voice on the phone, but it was still kind of fascinating to contemplate. You get sort of used to the way you look, even though you really don't spend all that much time looking at yourself, unless you're some kind of crazy narcissist with a passion for mirrors.

I could sort of wrap my head around the idea that science had advanced to the point where gender could be dispensed from a bottle, so I felt mentally prepared for the probability that I would be spending some time as a temporary girl in the near future, but what I still couldn't grasp was how I would ever be able to actually do this job. The drug might make me look and sound like a woman, and George implied that I might even think like a woman a bit, but he also pointed out that I'd still know who I really was and retain all of my male memories. None of those memories included any sexual experiences with other men so how in the heck was I going to convince the guy on the other end of the phone that I was into whatever dirty shit he wanted to talk about?

Then I thought about what George said about "playing a role" and how I would probably know instinctively what a man would want to hear and I tried to let that concept sink in. Maybe he was right about that, although it was still hard to picture myself talking to some random dude on the phone and telling him how horny he was making me. Just trying to picture that scenario made my stomach feel a little queasy.

Ultimately I told myself it was just a job, and if I didn't like it I could always quit. Open-minded, that's what I said I wanted to be, so why not try to be it? It could be quite an eye-opening experience to see what it's like playing for the other team. Maybe someday people would just freely jump back and forth between being male and female but at the moment the concept was pretty radical. This was a great opportunity for me to potentially discover some of the many secrets and mysteries of womanhood that had always baffled me. Maybe becoming a woman would make me a better lover as a man.

It was a good self-sales pitch at any rate. It was more comfortable to think in terms of this being a path to greater male virility than to dwell on the idea of getting in touch with my feminine side. If I had a feminine side I had always been quite content to keep it at arm's length at least. Fate had made me a man so I had never really questioned that. Why would I?

I tried to do a little "research," and by that I meant I watched a bunch of porn, only I wasn't watching it the usual way. I wasn't trying to get my rocks off I was trying to see how the girls talked and behaved. Porn was the logical blueprint to follow for this sort of work.

That was sort of helpful but I noticed that a lot of modern porn clips didn't really have much talking at all. There might be some conversation at the beginning if there was some kind of a "story" involved, and now and then the copulating couple might exchange a few pleasantries, but phone sex obviously was all verbal. That made it a lot harder.

Of course porn wasn't silent. Once the fucking got started a lot of girls made plenty of noise, but it tended to be more along the lines of moaning and gasping, especially if they were supposedly having an orgasm. I wasn't sure how much of that I might have to do but I figured it wouldn't hurt to practice a little.

Although I felt like a total idiot trying to sound like a girl having sex using my male voice I did get the hang of it pretty quickly. It seemed to be all about exhaling while making some sort of a noise, usually just a short sound like "ooo" or "ahw" or "oh" which could be altered by changing the pitch. I'd never really given the science of female pleasure sounds much thought, but it was kind of interesting to mess around with since it was part of my new job.

I had never been terribly interested in written porn since it was so much easier just to watch people fucking rather than have to read about it, but I decided that it might be helpful so I took a look at some online erotic stories. I was actually kind of surprised at how some of that stuff was actually making me hard, and without even thinking about it I was slowly jerking myself off.

Maybe it was the fact that it was something new to me, or maybe it was something to do with having to use my imagination more, but I could begin to see how one might be stimulated quite well without ever touching the other person, or even knowing what they looked like. There was something kind of hot about describing sex. I remember hearing someone on television once say that they preferred the old movies where they didn't have nudity and graphic sex scenes because it left more to the imagination, and I had thought that was a pretty corny idea, but I could sort of see his point in a way.

It was pretty easy to get jaded by porn. There was usually some dick sucking at the beginning, then a couple would work through two or three positions, and at the end was the money shot. If you were bored with that you could try something with a bit more kink, like group sex, or BDSM stuff, but a lot of times it was just a tool for some quick relief. You weren't really interested in getting into a "mood" as much as getting your rocks off. Since people paid more the longer they were on the line presumably it would be good to be able to sustain a session as long as possible when I was working, and that would probably require a fair amount of foreplay and flirting before we even got down to the serious business of jacking off.

I still couldn't imagine how I was ever going to pull this off, but at least I knew I was giving it some serious thought and effort. The pay was way better than what I usually made, and it sounded like there was a chance to make even better money if I got good at what I was doing, so I liked the idea of having some cash for a change. Even if I didn't do it for very long I might be able to bank some of it, or at least buy myself a few things that I normally couldn't afford, and that served as an inspiration, which I needed badly since this whole idea was pretty screwy and potentially humiliating.

When I reported for my first day or orientation and training I had no idea what to expect, but I did come through the door with as open a mind as I could muster. I figured that would be tested to limit but it was about the only weapon I had at my disposal.


CHAPTER 3:

"The first part of your training should be rather enjoyable," said George, once I had finished my paperwork and signed a few waivers and a nondisclosure document. "We're going to have you call one of our expert trainers and have you engage in a typical phone sex conversation with her."

"Wait, what? You mean I'm going to have phone sex...right here?" I asked.

"Yes, absolutely," George replied. "You're going to be having a lot of phone sex in this facility, only usually you'll be doing it as a woman. Today you get to be yourself and see what it's like being handled by someone who really knows what she's doing."

"Ah...you aren't going to watch, or listen in, or anything are you?" I asked a little sheepishly.

"No, of course not. You'll call from one of the working rooms, which you've already seen, so you can be as relaxed and free as you like. And yes, by that I mean you can get yourself off. There are tissues and things like that in the room if you're worried about making a mess."

"That's the weirdest thing anyone has ever said to me while I was on a job," I said with a nervous chuckle.

"Well, that's what this job is all about," said George. "Obviously our priority is getting the client to climax, but a lot of our girls do experience orgasms during a session. Some men will insist on it, and you can fake it if you want, but we find that having an actual physical encounter with a client tends to lead to longer sessions and more repeat business."

It was all so strange to talk about this kind of stuff so openly and casually, and at work no less. Most of the world had been caught up in the #MeToo movement so even casual flirting in the office was usually frowned upon these days. Here I was basically being told that it was okay to masturbate in the office while one of my co-workers talked dirty to me, and that I had company issued tissues available for my convenience.

I didn't tend to talk about sex all that much, at work or elsewhere. Of course sometimes you had to brag with your buddies, if they were recounting tales of their various conquests so that you wouldn't seem like a pussy, but those were just kind of bawdy tales and not frank discussions of human sexuality.

I imagine just about everybody masturbates but it's not something that most people seem to be very comfortable talking about. I remember asking a girlfriend once about whether she did it and she turned beet red and tried to change the subject as quickly as possible. Guys didn't like to admit that they did it because it implied that they couldn't get a real woman so they had to resort to self-stimulation. I guess it was just something you were sort of raised to feel ashamed of. The last thing in the world you ever wanted was to have your mom catch you whacking off in the bathroom or something.

George took me down to one of the little rooms that was similar to the one I had visited during my interview and he showed me which line to press and what numbers to enter to call the appropriate room instead of getting an outside line.

"You're in good hands with Sharon. She's one of the best. I'm sure you'll have a very good time," said George as he headed for the door.

"What do I do when I'm...done?" I asked.

"Just come back to the office when you're ready," said George pleasantly, as if he had just assigned me to put away a stack of file folders.

I honestly wasn't too worried about getting my rocks off because I thought I would be too uncomfortable to do it under these circumstances so I was a little more concerned about how to end the conversation. Of course George had said I could fake an orgasm as a girl, so I figured I could fake it as a guy if I had to.

I picked up the phone, which was actually a headset with a small microphone for hands free talking, and activated the device by pushing the appropriate button on the control panel and entering the three digit code that George had given me. A moment later I heard a delightfully sexy voice on the other end of the line.

"Hello, this is Sharon, and you must be Brad," the voice purred silkily. "George said I should expect your call."

"Ah, yeah...I'm new here," I sort of mumbled.

"Well, then we ought to get better acquainted."

"Yeah, absolutely."

"Is this your first time doing it on the phone?" Sharon asked.

"Yeah. I mean I've talked to plenty of women on the phone before, but not like...you know...like this," I replied.

"Then this should be fun for you. Something new and different."

"You have a very sexy voice, by the way," I volunteered.

"Thank you, sweetie, I like your voice too, but you sound like you might be a little...tense," Sharon suggested.

"I suppose you could say that. I mean I don't know you at all."

"What would you like to know Brad? What I look like? What I'm wearing? What my favorite food is?"

"Favorite food seems like a safe topic," I joked.

"Pizza. I know, girls are supposed to like rabbit food, but I'm totally addicted to pizza," said Sharon.

"Me, too. A holdover from my college days I suppose."

"Were you a frat boy?"

"That was never really my thing. I was probably closer to a nerd."

"I find that hard to believe."

"Well, I just mean that I concentrated on my studies more than partying."

"Impressive. That shows a lot of self-control and maturity. But sometimes it's good to relax a little and let yourself have some fun."

"Yeah, I think you're right. I tend to be kind of serious and analytical about things," I told her.

"Sounds like you're someone who's going places. I like that in a man. I think men with ambition and drive tend to make the best lovers. It's actually making me kind of hot just thinking about it."

That was kind of the tipping point for me. I didn't really notice at the time that she had shifted gears into an overtly sexual mode but looking back on it that was the moment when the conversation started to get dirty.

She handled it perfectly and had me rubbing my crotch through my pants in no time, and then finally whipping my dick out and jerking off furiously while she moaned in my ears and begged for my cum. I knew she was somewhere in this building and it made me want to run down the hall flinging open every door until I found her, but I was already ejaculating into my hand so I put that crazy notion aside and just wrapped up the conversation with a few pleasantries.

Sharon was really good at this sort of thing. Better than I could ever be I imagined, but she probably didn't start out being an expert. I wondered what she looked like. And I wondered if she was really a girl or a guy like me who just became female for the job. I liked to think that she was a real woman but what difference did it really make? She was just a sexy voice, and we chatted like we might be on a first date...except that we got to the sex part a lot quicker than I had ever done on any real first date.

"So what did you think of Sharon?" George asked once I was cleaned up and back in the office.

"She's a hard act to follow," I said.

"She's a good role model. Something to aspire to. But everyone has their own style, and I'm sure you'll develop yours over time, although it's good to be flexible and able to adapt to whatever the client seems to want," George explained. "Some men want the dumb bimbo type, and others like the shy girl-next-door and some want a dominatrix. When you finish with a client we have you fill out a report for our database. That way if the client calls back again your screen will pop up with information about his previous encounters, whether with you or one of the other girls. We find it's quite helpful to have that kind of information at your fingertips."

"Can a guy ask for a specific girl?" I inquired.

"Absolutely...he can ask, but there's no guarantee that she'll be free. It's usually not that hard to convince him that someone else can take care of his needs, but if he's insistent we try to accommodate him, if possible."

"I've got to say that this is not at all what I pictured the phone sex business being like."

"Well we strive to be a cut above. We don't want bored operators reading from a prepared script. We want every man who calls here to feel like he made a real connection," said George rather proudly.

I could definitely attest to the fact that Sharon had made me feel like I had a real connection with her, but of course that was her job. If I wanted to be that good I was going to have to learn how to do the same thing.

It was actually pretty surprising to me how hot this phone sex stuff could get. I never would have dreamed of spending money to talk dirty with someone on the phone, but the results kind of spoke for themselves. I had cum hard and was still kind of glowing from the experience.

"Now we come to another big part of your training that I hope will also be somewhat enjoyable," said George, interrupting my reverie. "It's time for you to see what it's like being a woman."


CHAPTER 4:

We went over to the changing lounge that I had visited on my initial tour of the place and George had me sit on the little sofa thing.

"I'm going to send one of our girls in to guide you through the process and help you get acclimated to the experience of being a woman," said George.

"Not Sharon by any chance?" I asked hopefully.

"Afraid not. She's too busy on the phone right now but Anne will be quite capable of helping you with the transformation and answering any questions you may have about your new body. I'm afraid I'm not an expert in that area and you'll probably feel more comfortable with a fellow female in the room."

It was funny thinking of someone as a "fellow female" when I was still very male, and still buzzing from the hot phone sex with Sharon, but he was probably right that I'd be a little less uncomfortable with a woman there to help me through the process. I was a little disappointed that it wasn't going to be Sharon, but for all I knew Sharon's looks didn't come close to matching her voice and I'd only be disappointed that I had spoiled the illusion, but Anne certainly was easy on the eyes when she popped into the room and gave me a little smile.

"First time, huh?" said Anne, more as a comment than a question.

"Yeah," I replied. "Does it hurt?"

"No, not really. Well, your male ego may be bruised a bit, but physically you'll be fine," Anne said with a laugh. "Basically here's the drill. You pop this little pill in your mouth, wash it down with some water, and wait for the magic to happen. If you feel a little dizzy or lightheaded just lie down on the couch and wait for it to pass. It'll feel weird the first time you do it but you get used to it after a while."

"So you've done it a few times I take it?" I asked.

"Oh, yeah. I've been working here for about a year now so it's old hat to me."

"So it doesn't bother you...I mean the idea of it?"

"Hell no! Being a chick can be a total blast if you let it. It's a secret identity, a double life. You can reinvent yourself as an entirely different person. You'd be surprised what you're capable of when you don't feel shackled by your old self," said Anne with a wink.

I wondered what that wink meant, exactly, but I was definitely intrigued. I was also a bit relieved to talk to someone who presumably was in the same boat I was and didn't seem to be any the worse for it. It was hard to imagine how it could ever be a "blast" as she put it, but maybe it didn't have to be a total bummer either.

"You might want to take your clothes off first," Anne suggested. "Your body is going to go through some funky changes and you'll probably be more comfortable letting it all hang out while it does. And don't worry, I won't look if it bothers you."

I didn't want to seem like a total prude so I stripped out of my clothes, despite being a little uncomfortable about doing so in front of this strange but cute girl. Somewhere in my mind I knew that she was actually a man underneath it all, but I wasn't sure if that made it better or worse. There's just something kind of strange about being the only naked person in a room, but what wasn't strange about this whole setup?

Anne served me up a pill and a glass of water and soon I was sitting on the couch waiting for something to happen. After about twenty or thirty seconds I got my first jolt as I felt a sort of ripple running through my body, like a type of convulsion I guess you would say, and then things started to kick into high gear. Parts below began to shrink, and parts above began to grow and I did feel a little dizzy so I went ahead and stretched out on the couch for the remainder of the process.

I realized that Anne had come over and taken my hand when I went to lie down and she was still holding it as I sat back up again.

"Is it done?" I said in my new voice that would be the backbone of my livelihood.

"It's done," Anne replied. "Come take a look."

I was just a bit shaky on my feet as I got up but Anne was there to support me as we went over to the mirror at the dressing table and I stared in total disbelief at my own reflection.

"Is that really me?" I asked in wonder.

"It's a version of you at any rate," Anne replied. "It's the female you."

"God, I look kind of hot, don't I?"

"Definitely."

"Is it weird to be getting turned on by your own reflection?" I joked.

"That's the whole idea, baby. Look sexy. Feel sexy. Talk sexy. Make sexy money. I think it would be almost impossible to work here and not feel the sexual energy bouncing off the walls. Where else are you going to be encouraged to masturbate while on the job?"

"What happens now?"

"Now I give you a crash course in the basics of cosmetics, and then we find something for you to wear in that closet, and then we both go out and grab a drink," said Anne.

"You're kidding."

"Nope. Something else you usually don't get encouraged to do on the job," she chuckled. "I think the idea is to get you comfortable and to get some life experience as a woman as quickly as possible. It's no big thing. Just a couple of gals having a drink."

"Man, I think I could use a drink," I said.

"Well, first things first. Right now I have to teach you how to use all this junk to make yourself look pretty. Then we'll get you dressed up and then we'll have that drink."

It was hard for me to focus on the makeup lesson that Anne was giving me because my head was absolutely swimming with marvel and confusion. I don't know what I expected from this process but I guess I just didn't have any way to imagine what it would really be like to suddenly find myself in a new body...let alone a new gender. You get used to the way your body feels when you sit or walk or move about, and you certainly get used to the sound of your own voice, but everything was new, like I had just been born, but I obviously wasn't an infant, I was a grown woman.

I could begin to understand the look sexy, feel sexy, philosophy because it did help to put me into a different head space where I could more easily picture myself interacting with men on the phone as a sort of alter-ego character, but I wasn't sure I could see the need for going out in public like this.

Ultimately it didn't really matter whether I saw the need for it or not, as it was ostensibly part of my job for some reason, and Anne was doing a terrific job of making the whole experience quite enjoyable. After she finished the cosmetics demonstration, and had me try a few simple basics, she made a big production of finding something to dress me in. I had pretty much forgotten all about the fact that I had still been totally naked up to that point. I didn't feel shy about my body at all for some reason. Perhaps because I looked so good, or perhaps because I didn't have a dick at the moment. Men tend to worry about their dicks when they're naked. Firstly because you don't want to be judged as too small, or smaller than those around you, and secondly because you don't want to get an erection at an embarrassing moment.

Once Anne settled on a pretty floral dress, and all the crap that went with it, we headed out of the building through a door I didn't know about, and I got in the passenger seat of her car before we drove a couple of blocks to a bar I wasn't familiar with.

It was pretty nice inside, with a sort of "hip" vibe and a younger crowd, and we just sort of lingered off to one side for a few moments.

"Shouldn't we go up to the bar?" I asked.

"Hang on. It probably won't take too much longer," Anne replied.

Almost on cue two guys came up to us and offered to buy us drinks. I assumed Anne would decline the invitation but to my dismay she accepted and we all ended up sitting in a booth together. The men, whose names were Tom and Phillip, looked like they were both about my age, or maybe a little older. They were well-dressed and very polite but quite obviously hitting on us, which made me squirm in my seat.

Anne did most of the talking for the female contingent at the table, but she kept trying to draw me into the conversation. Then suddenly it all clicked in my head. Anne expected guys to hit on us and that was the whole purpose of being here all along. It was flirting practice. Real life experience being a woman interacting with a horny man. I probably should have thought of that sooner, but once I grasped the situation I tried to dive in and participate. It really wasn't so bad because the men were so complimentary and obviously trying to impress the hell out of us, which was kind of amusing when I considered the fact that Anne and I had probably both been in their shoes a million times before and knew exactly what they were thinking.

We had another round of drinks, and the boys were anxious to continue the program, but Anne rather skillfully explained that we were just on a break and had to get back to work, and when they pressed us for our phone numbers she handed them each a business card.

"This is where you can reach us," she said with a grin.

"No way, you're both phone sex girls?" said Phillip.

"That's right. You should give us a call sometime and we can take this conversation to the next level," Anne replied.

"I figured phone sex girls were all 300 pounds and ugly," Tom joked.

"Not the girls where we work...as you can see," said Anne. "Thanks for the drinks, boys. Hope we talk again soon."

"That was brilliant," I commented as we got back in the car and returned to the office. "You got me to break the ice on flirting with men and made a sales pitch in the process. They should give you a raise!"

"Oh, I do pretty nicely as it is, although there are always opportunities for extra sideline work that can really make you some good money," Anne replied. "But thanks for the compliment. I hope you weren't too traumatized by having to flirt with a man for the first time."

"No, once I realized what was happening it was pretty easy to get with the program," I said. "With this makeup, and wearing a dress, and having my tits sticking out in front of me the whole time it was pretty easy to forget that I'm not really a girl."

"But you really are a girl," Anne corrected. "Once you take that pill you're 100% female in every possible way, just as you'll be 100% male again when you take the pill that changes you back. I said it was like living a double life, but in a way it's really more like living two totally separate lives. What I do as Anne is Anne's business, and what I do as that other person is a totally different world. Just remember that and you should have no trouble at all living in this new world."


CHAPTER 5:

Jennifer. Or Jenny for short. That was the name I chose for my female identity. Don't ask me why, I think I just liked the sound of it. It was amazing how much having a female name seemed to help me embrace my female character. I suppose it made it easier for me to think of Jennifer as a different person, rather than just myself as a woman.

For the next few days my training consisted mostly of going through the transformation ritual, practicing with cosmetics some more, picking out something to wear, and then monitoring calls being handled by other girls. I wasn't sure why I needed to become female just to sit and listen in on someone else's phone conversation, but I suppose it was all part of the process. When I came to work I left Brad at the door, as if he was just giving me a ride or something. Jennifer was the phone sex girl and making a distinction between the two was probably a really good idea.

I had a chance to listen to a variety of different girls taking calls, and George was right that everyone seemed to have their own style, while still trying to be flexible enough to go along with whatever the client seemed to want. The main trick appeared to be trying to delay the inevitable. Since the client was paying by the minute it wasn't a good idea to get him off too fast. At the same time you didn't want to seem like a cab driver deliberately taking the long way around to jack up the fee, so the skill came in making the entire conversation entertaining and worthwhile, even the parts where you weren't being overtly sexual.

Aside from being instructional it was also surprisingly arousing to listen in on these private conversations. I felt like quite the voyeur hearing the disembodied sounds of two people passionately engaged in this strange form of simulated copulation. I was once again alone, and free to masturbate if I wished, and sometimes I let my hand slide into my panties and just sort of rubbed around the outside of my pussy, but I resisted the temptation to actually go any further. I guess that was a line I was reluctant to cross.

After a few days of listening in on these transactions I felt pretty good about knowing what I was supposed to do, which was a good thing because the next step was for me to practice taking some calls with employees standing in for the client. I was a little nervous, but excited at the same time to be finally putting my skills to the test. I had no idea who these employees on the other end of the line might be, but at least I knew that they were there to train me and not a paying customer expecting results.

On my first call I was a bit shaky, but I managed to pull myself together and I think I did a pretty okay job. It certainly sounded like the guy got off for real, but he may have just been faking it so that I'd know what to expect. I took a few more calls and then was surprised when I recognized the voice of my next caller.

"Hi there, this is Jennifer. Who am I speaking with?"

"Hey Jennifer, this is George."

That took me a bit by surprise since I hadn't expected George to be one of the callers so I sort of figured he was just calling to tell me that I needed to do something or I needed to come to his office.

"Yes, Mr. Fuller?"

"Just George right now, sweetie. I'm at work and feeling a little tense so I thought I'd give you a call and see if you could help me unwind a bit."

"Well, of course...George. Anything I can do to help you feel better would be my pleasure," I said, realizing that he was testing me in person.

"Don't get me wrong, I love my job, but sometimes I feel like I'm being tugged in all directions. I mean most phone sex businesses don't really give a shit. It's just a boiler room packed with little cubicles and a bunch of people who are just going through the motions, but we're trying to offer so much more, and that takes a lot of effort and a lot of work to keep everything going."

"I can imagine," I said sympathetically. "It's got to be a real headache sometimes trying to manage such an elaborate and sensitive operation."

"You have no idea. I try to keep upbeat and positive about things but sometimes I just sit in my office and wonder whether it's worth all the bother. I have these rubber stress balls that are supposed to help you relax if you squeeze them, but I don't know if they really do any good or not."

"Sounds like you could use a little help. I'll bet you'd relax more if you had someone squeezing your balls for you."

"I like the sound of that. Maybe suck on them too."

"Of course, if that would help you feel better."

"I feel better already just picturing you with my balls between your lips."

"That could just be a start, you know. I mean as long as I had your balls to play with I wouldn't have stop there," I suggested.

"No, I suppose not. What else would you want to do?" asked George.

"Well, your big cock would probably be hanging right there next to my face. I'll bet I could bring you a lot more relief if I sucked that too."

"Oh, that sounds like a wonderful idea. I can picture you coming into my office...me sitting in my chair behind my desk...you getting down on your knees and taking my warm cock in your soft hands."

This was getting a little weird for me because I knew the man I was talking to was just down the hall from me, presumably sitting in his chair behind the desk in his office. I could actually stroll down there, if I wanted to, get on my knees, and take his warm cock into my soft hands. That thought was startlingly exciting and I could feel my pulse starting to accelerate.

"Doesn't your company frown on that sort of thing in the office?" I asked, trying to steer the conversation in a slightly different direction without totally ruining the mood.

"No, that's one of the good things about this job. Consensual sex is perfectly fine. It makes for a more pleasant office atmosphere," George replied.

"Well then, I suppose once I had your cock in my hand I'd have to stroke it a bit to get it nice and hard."

"That wouldn't take long. I'm getting hard already."

"Mmm...that's what I like to hear. Would you want me to kiss it?"

"Oh, yes...smother my cock with kisses."

"And maybe lick it, too, so that it was nice and slick and gleaming?"

"Oh, fuck yes. Your lips and tongue on my cock...God..."

George sounded like he was really getting into this and to my surprise I discovered that my hand was not only in my panties but my fingers were rubbing my clit rather vigorously. I let out a little moan as I felt myself starting to lose control of the situation.

"Are you touching yourself now?" George asked, as if clairvoyant.

"Yes...oh, yes," I moaned.

"Do you have a finger in your pussy?"

"No. I've been scared to," I confessed.

"Go ahead. Do it for me. Put a finger inside your pussy and tell me how you'd like to suck my cock."

Was this sexual harassment? The man was my boss. But we were just talking...pretending. He was training me how to do my most unusual job. He wouldn't know whether I really fingered myself or not. I could always just say that I was doing it. Too late...my finger slid quite easily into my wet gash.

"Ooooh," I gasped.

"Feels good, doesn't it?"

"Yes. It feels very good."

"Now, about that blowjob..."

I proceeded to describe to him, the best I could, how I would suck his cock, playing with myself more aggressively all the while. Suddenly I felt a surge between my legs that seemed to shoot up throughout my entire body and I almost let out a scream. I had a hard time breathing, let alone talking, and felt very odd and confused, but fortunately George started to make sounds of his own that implied that he was also having an orgasm.

I wanted to keep talking and say something sexy to wrap things up but I was still breathing hard and my head was spinning.

"Well thank you for that Jennifer," said George, taking the responsibility from my shoulders. "That was exactly what I needed. I hope you had as much fun as it sounded like you did."

I was kind of frozen in place for a few moments after the call was done, not sure what had really happened and why I was feeling the way I was feeling. George was a good looking man with a ton of charisma, I had thought that when I first met him, but then I just viewed it as typical attributes of a successful salesman. Somehow those attributes took on a whole new dimension when I was female.

Fortunately I was done for the evening, and George had told me that I could go home as soon as I finished my last test call, so I went back to the changing room and got ready to take my pill, which I was now doing on my own without guidance from Anne. Part of me wanted to gulp it down and rush out of the place as quickly as possible, and part of me was kind of hoping that George would drop in and take me in his arms, but after a couple of minutes of waiting I figured it was best to just get the hell out of there. I was obviously not thinking clearly and in great danger of going way past any line that I might still want to draw for my behavior.


CHAPTER 6:

There was nothing wrong with having an orgasm as a girl I told myself. Real girls probably had them all the time and it was basically a part of my job. What was troublesome was the fact that I had experienced my first female orgasm while telling my boss how much I wanted to suck his cock. And it wasn't the fact that he was my boss that troubled me. It was the fact that while I was pretending to give him head over the phone I was actually getting myself off in the process. He wasn't some anonymous dude I'd never meet, he was a guy I saw at work all the time. I wondered what I would do if he ever did actually ask me to come into his office and blow him. I had a terrible feeling that I would be very tempted to do so.

My training was over, at any rate, so I was happy to be getting to work at last. I knew I could do the job, although I wasn't sure whether I would ever be really good at it. It wasn't so hard to talk to a man, and I did have a pretty good idea what they wanted to hear. That was really the genius of this place. The pill gave me the voice and the body, and to some extent, the desires of a woman, yet I still retained my masculine experiences and knowledge. Getting a man to cum using only my words wasn't really the hard part. The trick was in making it last long enough to be profitable before the guy popped his wad.

Anne stopped by the changing room as I was preparing for my first night on the job and handed me a little gift wrapped box.

"This is from George," she said with a grin. "Sort of a graduation present."

I took the box from her hand and opened it. Inside was a rather large and very realistic-looking rubber penis.

"Oh, my God," I said as I felt myself blushing.

"Everyone gets one when they start working here," Anne explained. "It can be kind of useful when you're on the job for inspiration. And it can be kind of useful when you're not on the job just for fun."

"It looks kind of big," I pointed out.

"Yeah, that's sort of the idea. It's supposedly cast from a mold of some porn star's cock."

"I was afraid you were going to say it was cast from a mold of George's cock," I joked.

"Well, if it had been it wouldn't have been all that much different," she said with a wink. "Now go make some dirty men's dreams come true."

I was kind of dumfounded by both the gift and by Anne's response to my jest about George's penis. Had she really seen it? Were they lovers? Is that why she had this special position training other girls? I felt a little twinge of jealousy for a moment, which was utterly ridiculous. What difference did it make to me whether Anne had seen George's cock? There was obviously no rule against fraternizing here, even in the workplace. She was an attractive woman. I could see how George might be drawn to her.

But of course she was actually a man, like I was. George obviously knew that because he hired her...him...however you wanted to look at it. And Anne must have come to terms with the idea of being with another man if they really did something together. Maybe she was gay in her male life and this was just another way of expressing her desire for men. Or bi-sexual, perhaps. The job was seeking sexually open-minded people after all. I kind of liked that thought because I'd had a few fantasies about Anne. Interestingly they started out being fantasies about me as a man being with her, and then later turned into lesbian fantasies. Now I wasn't sure which I'd actually prefer if I had the choice.

Anyway the dildo did prove to be kind of handy. It had a very "fleshy" feel to it, not rubbery at all, and I could stroke it or suck it or put it in my pussy depending upon whatever the scenario called for. It was big, but it seemed to fit just fine, and it definitely helped me get to the finish line easier and quicker than just using my hand. I was glad that I didn't have to fake my sounds of pleasure because I wasn't sure how well I could pull that off. At least now I was starting to know what sort of noises I made in the throes of ecstasy so if I had to mimic them I had something to draw on.

I had never imagined that I would actually masturbate so much while working, or that it would be such a marvelous feeling, but it was definitely a major fringe benefit of the job. I didn't get off on every call, but by the end of my shift I was usually pretty seriously satiated. It was one of the interesting features of having a female body that I was able to remain horny for much longer stretches of time, even after having climaxed. As a man the big finish was just that. Everything built up to the end and then I was perfectly happy to forget all about sex for the time being and get on with my life. As Jennifer once I got warmed up I stayed warm for ages.

After a few weeks on the job I was feeling pretty comfortable with the whole arrangement. I had never been what you would call a "morning person" so working at night was just fine with me. I was starting to make decent money and enjoyed the opportunity to sleep late. Coming into work and changing into Jennifer was becoming so commonplace I barely gave it a second thought. It wasn't really that different from going to work somewhere where you had to put on safety gear and a helmet or a uniform of some kind. My uniform just involved a bra and a little lip gloss.

At first I stuck to more conservative attire but after a while I began to experiment with some sexier looks. Miniskirts and crop tops just looked so good on my body and made me feel ultra sexy when I was on the phone. I hadn't tried wearing lingerie yet but I figured it was just a matter of time.

It was a strange kind of isolated job at first as there were nights where I would come in, check the board to see what room I was assigned to, work my shift and go home without seeing another person, unless I happened to take a bathroom break at the same time someone else was doing so. Sometimes George would pop in to see how I was getting along, or to give me some update to my schedule or something, but usually I came and went unnoticed. At first I found that a relief but it really only mattered during the coming and going as a man part of things. Once I was Jennifer I didn't mind the idea of interacting with the other girls. Even so I understood and appreciated the privacy concerns. As far as I knew only George and Anne had ever seen me as a man, and Anne didn't even know my male name.

The break room was the only other place where you might run across your fellow employees, but since everyone was working on their own personal schedules most of the time the place was deserted when I came in to get coffee or a snack.

Then one evening, while I was waiting for something to heat up in the microwave, Anne came into the break room, much to my pleasant surprise.

"So how's it going so far?" she asked as she started to fix herself a cup of coffee.

"It's been great, at least from my perspective," I replied. "The work is fun, the pay is good. I just hope I'm doing a good enough job."

"I'm sure you are baby. They'd tell you if you weren't. But what I was really wondering was how do you like being a girl?"

"I'm honestly shocked at how natural it feels sometimes," I replied diplomatically. "I thought that would be the hardest part of the job, but doing it all the time just makes it part of the routine."

"But how do you like it?" Anne pressed. "How do you like having that curvy figure and those moist lips and that sweet little slit between your legs? How do you like dressing up so that you can get down and dirty with a bunch of strange men who can't wait to jerk off to the sound of your voice?"

"I guess I like it a lot," I confessed a little softly. "A lot more than I thought I would."

"Good. You got any plans for after work on Friday?" asked Anne.

"Just to go home as usual," I said with a shrug.

"Want to go to a party with me instead?"

"As Jennifer?"

"Of course as Jennifer. Why do you think I was asking about how much you liked being female?" Anne said with a laugh.

"How would that work, I mean as far as being female after hours?" I inquired.

"Simple. You just don't take the pill until you get home later. There's no rule that says you have to change here."

"Oh, I never thought of that."

"They don't care if you want to be a girl on your own time. Hell, they'd prefer it. Anything that makes you more comfortable being female is in the company's best interest," said Anne, and I could see how that made total sense.

"In that case I'd love to go," I said more enthusiastically than I felt.

"Terrific. We'll hit the closet on Friday night and get ourselves all fixed up for a little fun and adventure."

I figured it would probably be an adventure but I wondered how much fun it was going to be, although the idea of going to a party with Anne was just too appealing to pass up. When Friday night rolled around, and we'd both clocked out, Anne supervised our wardrobe selection and gave me a cosmetic makeover that was definitely less conservative than I had been going with. We both kind of looked like high class call girls, or slutty party girls at the least, which is to say we were hot and I could feel my heart racing a bit as we drove off into the night and for me, the total unknown.


CHAPTER 7:

"I should probably warn you that this place tends to get a little wild and just about anything goes," said Anne as we headed up to the door of what appeared to be an old industrial building.

"You waited until now to warn me?" I joked.

"Just be glad I warned you at all. So let yourself go, get in the groove, and be ready for anything."

As we entered the building there was a hallway we had to walk down to reach the main doors but we could hear the loud music pumping away from inside. The hallway itself seemed pretty busy with people leaning up against the wall looking stoned, others making out, and I noticed what appeared to be at least one drug transaction taking place as we strutted by.

Once inside the noise was almost too loud, but you could really feel the beat. It was the kind of thumping, driving bass sound that bounced around in your stomach. There were colorful lights flashing on and off everywhere and a youthful crowd of revelers dancing and hopping around on the main floor. Off to the sides were these steel staircases that led to a sort of a catwalk that appeared to wrap around the whole room. It looked like there were some couches and chairs up there but very little light so it was hard to see what was going on, which was probably the idea.

"Isn't it wild?" Anne shouted in my ear.

"Yeah, you can say that again," I shouted back.

"Let's dance," Anne suggested.

"Okay," I said with a shrug.

We wandered into the bouncing throng and Anne started to sway her hips and swing her arms over her head in time to the music. She looked so sexy doing that, but there were a lot of sexy girls in that place...and a fair amount of sexy guys too. I was normally a bit uptight in these social situations, and didn't go to a lot of parties, but Anne put her hands on my hips and kind of gave me a jumpstart.

"That's it baby! Just let the beat take you!" she called out.

I tried to take her advice and found that as Jennifer I didn't feel so worried about looking silly. I wasn't busting any especially great moves but I could at least shake and shimmy with some sense of rhythm.

Suddenly I felt hands on my hips again, but this time from behind. I knew it wasn't Anne because she was still dancing in front of me so I shot a glance over my shoulder and discovered that a tall dark-haired guy with a kind of thin mustache had taken hold of me by the waist and was grooving to the beat rather close behind me.

"Hey!" I shouted over my shoulder.

"Hey," he replied with a nod.

I mouthed the word "help" to Anne who just laughed and held her hand up to her mouth suggesting the action of a blowjob. That wasn't really the kind of advice I was looking for but Anne was soon partnered up with a cute blonde dude and they seemed to be hitting it off quite nicely.

My guy had his arms around the front more and they were pressed up against my bare stomach. He also had gotten in even tighter on my backside and I could feel his crotch rubbing up against my ass. I really didn't know what to do so I just kept dancing. It was weird not to be looking at my partner, but maybe better in a way. I didn't have to constantly be reminded that I was dancing with a man, although I was pretty sure that I could feel his dick through his pants, though I might have been imagining that.

For a while his fingertips slipped under the band of my skirt but they didn't go too much further, then a little later they moved up and cupped my breasts over my top. I looked around nervously in case we were making a scene or something but that sort of thing was going on all over. In fact a number of women had their breasts exposed in some way, and there was plenty of groping going on along with the dancing.

Anne had disappeared, which scared me a little, but I was pretty fascinated by the whole experience of being in such a decadent place. I had just come from another typical evening at work where I spent the night engaged in virtual sex with a variety of strange men so it didn't take much to get my motor running, especially when it was all happening without a word for a change.

"Want to go up?" my partner offered in my ear.

"How about a drink first?" I called back over my shoulder.

"Cool," the guy replied and we headed off for one of the makeshift bars that were placed around the room in various spots.

The "bar" was basically a folding table with a beer keg on top of it and a big stack of plastic cups. There didn't seem to be anybody tending it or charging anything as my "date" just poured us a couple drinks and we stood off to the side and consumed them.

"I'm Jennifer by the way," I volunteered.

"I'm Archie."

"So what happens if we...go up?" I asked.

"Whatever we want," he replied.

What did I want? Now that I had a look at my dance partner I could see that he was kind of attractive, but was that really enough motivation to go upstairs and fool around with him? At least I assumed that what "going up" meant. It was temptingly convenient, that was for sure. And there was something wonderfully wicked about the idea of just getting picked up on the dance floor and carried away to some dark nook to make out. Sex was so much work when I was on the phone, but this was all so easy.

We finished our beers, and I was tempted to have another for fortification, but Archie already had me by the hand and was taking me up one of the sets of stairs off to the side. When we got up to the landing I could see that there were quite a few people engaged in various forms of necking, but also plenty of more explicit sex acts going on as well. It was dark, but I was still kind of shocked that people would just fornicate in public like this, but it also turned me on to see all the action around me. Then Archie had me pressed up against a pillar and I closed my eyes as he bent in to kiss me.

During the kiss I felt my mouth open and our tongues meeting. I put a hand on the back of Archie's head and he put a hand under my top. I felt my bra being pulled down on one side and my boob popping free under my shirt. After a little more kissing Archie pulled my top up and began to suck on my exposed nipple. I rubbed his hair and moaned softly, waiting for the other nipple to receive similar attention.

I talked a good game, but I had no actual experience as a woman, so I was finding this whole thing to be amazingly new and exciting. I was turned on by Archie's boldness in the way he just did what he wanted. He had asked permission to bring me up here, and I guess he assumed I knew what that entailed, but it was actually the wordless way in which he took my body that was so thrilling.

As Archie continued to fondle and kiss my breasts I wondered what Anne was doing. She obviously knew this was kind of a meat market and that we'd both be hit on sooner or later. Was this another subtle training maneuver to get me some more real world experience with men, or was this just how she liked to spend her free time away from the office?

The thought that I could be a girl whenever I wanted by simply not taking the pill before leaving work was kind of a eye-opener. I had sort of assumed that Jennifer would only exist inside the confines of that office space, but now she was getting a little taste of freedom and it tasted kind of good.

To my surprise Archie suddenly stopped playing with my tits and got down on the floor in front of me. He reached up under my skirt and pulled my panties down around my ankles and then pulled them off completely and stuffed them in his pocket. Then he lifted up the front of my very short skirt and got his head under it and started licking my pussy.

"Put one of your legs over my shoulder," he instructed between licks, and I did as he asked.

That seemed to open me up a lot more as I rested my foot on his back and Archie was able to do some serious muff diving that had me creaming like mad. A couple of my callers had described how they would go down on me but it wasn't a big topic of discussion usually. They were much more interested in hearing me talk about performing oral sex on them. Now that I was actually experiencing the thing first hand I realized how awesome it could be. Archie was giving me the full treatment with tongue, lips, teeth, and fingers and I was responding to it all with quivers and moans.

Then he was up on his feet again and I was turned around facing the pillar. He tugged at my waist to pull my ass back a little and I placed my forearms on the beam for support. This time it was the back of my skirt that got flipped up and I knew what was about to happen to me but it felt unreal, like a dream or something. Soon I felt something warm and fleshy rubbing against my slit and it reminded me of my dildo so I just relaxed as Archie slid his rock hard cock inside my pussy and started to fuck me.


CHAPTER 8:

Did people really fuck in public like this? Obviously so, since it was going on all around me, but somehow I never imagined that I'd be in a situation like this. That's not to say that I hadn't imagined getting fucked as a woman, just not up against a pillar by a stranger in a warehouse turned nightclub.

Technically I still had my clothes on, though my panties were gone and my boobs were hanging out of my bra, but I still felt incredibly exposed, as if I were buck naked on a public bus or something. Of course nobody really gave a shit about what I was doing but my senses were in overdrive. It was like we were in the center of the dance floor with a spotlight turned on us, but for some reason that feeling aroused me even more. The idea of being the center of attention while a man stuck his hard cock up my gash sent shivers of excitement racing throughout my whole body.

Archie wasn't as big as my dildo but he was certainly a lot harder, and it was quite a different experience to have someone else controlling the tempo of the thrusting that was going on inside me. It was a definite loss of control, as I could always speed up or slow down or stop whenever I wanted to when I was masturbating, but that made it even better because there was some genuine human interaction.

"Fuck yes, that feels good," I moaned out loud before I realized that the words weren't just in my head.

It wasn't the kind of witty or seductive or clever thing that I probably would have said to a client on the phone, but it was how I genuinely felt at that moment. I did feel good. Incredibly good. Maybe better than I had ever felt during sex in my life.

The music was pounding in my brain as Archie pounded my pussy. It was all so reckless and uninhibited and wild. I wasn't used to this kind of shameless behavior but somehow it all seemed to make sense to me. I was working in such a sexually charged environment where each caller was a strange man that I had to try and get off. There was often some flirting involved, but it didn't mean anything because we were never going to meet. There was no "pacing" the sexual activity like there would be in a real relationship. Men called my company and paid money to pretend that they were fucking me based entirely on the sound of my voice.

This was basically the physical embodiment of that same experience. Archie had presumably come to this club hoping to get his rocks off and he was happy to do so with me based almost entirely on my looks. We danced a little, and had a beer, but it was too noisy to really flirt or try to get to know one another. Fortunately for him I was just as horny as he was, and very curious to know what it would feel like to really have sex as a girl. I'd probably never see this guy again and it didn't matter because he was giving me the cock I craved at this particular moment in time.

Archie's hands had started on my hips but now they moved up and grabbed my boobs. He had my nipples in between his fingers and he made this little opening and closing kind of motion, like a soft pair of pliers, and I found the sensation to be quite stimulating.

Where was Anne? I wondered what she would think if she came up here and saw me like this. Was she off doing the same thing in some other dark corner of the building or was she just here to dance? Would she be proud of me for taking this bold move or just think I was a filthy slut? She must have known that something like this might happen and she did warn me that the place could be pretty wild and that I should be ready for anything. Anne certainly seemed to be completely at peace with the idea that what she did as a woman didn't count against her when she was a man, and I was beginning to see the upside of that philosophy. Why beat myself up over something that was perfectly natural to do when I was female? I had a pussy, why shouldn't men put their cocks in it? That's what it was built for.

Of course I was really looking for any justification I could get at the moment since I was having such a blast getting banged by this stranger in a semi-public place. When I got home, and was restored to my true male self, I might have a few more regrets, but that was later and this was now, and right now I wanted to be fucked.

For some reason I suddenly thought of George and wondered what he would think if he saw me. Would he be jealous? I had kind of a suspicion that maybe he wanted me, although he hadn't really done anything to make me think that. Maybe it was just wishful thinking on my part. I never could get the idea of going into his office and blowing him out of my head completely.

Anne had implied that she had seen George's cock, and that was hard to get out of my head too. Had she really seen it? If not, why suggest that she had? And if she had seen it, did she just look at it, or did she touch it? Maybe she went into his office and sucked his dick all the time. Now I was the one feeling jealous.

"I'm going to cum pretty soon baby, you want me to pull out?" asked Archie.

"Ah...yeah...pull out. I want you to cum in my mouth," I replied, shocking myself in the process.

Archie pulled his dick out of me at once and stood there with it throbbing in his hand as I turned around and got down on my knees in front of him. I think I had the crazy idea that if I was going to blow George sometime I'd need some practice first. And I didn't want to be compared to Anne, or anyone else for that matter, and be considered too timid to swallow his load. If I didn't like it I could always spit it out now and I'd probably never see Archie again, but I worked with George and if I took that big step I'd really want to please him.

I just instinctively grabbed Archie's member and started sucking him off while I sort of stroked his shaft at the base. I had put my dildo in my mouth before, trying to get an idea of what giving head might be like in order to describe things in better detail to my clients, but this was quite different. His prick was so alive and I could feel all that pent up energy about to explode in my mouth. I didn't care. I wanted it to happen. I was obsessed by the thought of this man blasting his cum down my throat. I wanted to know what it tasted like. I had to know.

"Oh, fuuuuck," Archie groaned as the first of his jizz was expelled from the tip of his dick.

Hot...thick...salty...those were the first thoughts that popped into my head. Then I thought about what was actually happening and I felt kind of weird in my stomach. Sort of a combination of being turned on and repulsed at the same time. I was sucking a man's penis and he was ejaculating his sperm into my mouth. It was just so crazy, and impossible, and wrong...and thrilling.

I heard the sound of someone clapping as soon as I finished and looked around in a panic. There was Anne, grinning a goofy grin, and giving me a sort of half-hearted round of applause for my efforts.

"Look at you, you dirty little bitch. On your knees, cum dripping from your lips," Anne commented.

I realized that my lips probably were dripping with cum and quickly wiped them off. Anne came over to Archie and tapped him on the shoulder.

"You can go now son. Your work here is finished," she announced.

Archie just grinned as he stuffed his dick back in his pants and zipped up. Then he was gone without a word.

"Did you set this up?"I asked, still on my knees.

"Nope. That was just kismet I guess. His cock was meant to be in your mouth so there it was," Anne replied.

"That's not the only place he put it," I said with a grin of my own as I got up and straightened myself out as much as I could.

"Good for you, girlie. That was a nice accomplishment for your first time out on the prowl."

"Is that what we were doing?" I asked.

"Oh, yeah, definitely."

"I think I kind of like being out on the prowl."

"I'll bet you do, honey...I'll bet you do."


CHAPTER 9:

"On the prowl" had such a feline, animalistic sound to it. I liked that. Or maybe it was more like being a bitch in heat. I definitely felt the need to get my pussy stuffed with cock and I hadn't been too particular about it. Any one of dozens of guys there would have been just fine by me. Archie just happened to be the first guy who made a move.

"You knew I was going to get laid, didn't you?" I asked as Anne drove us back from the club.

"I figured you might. Or at least you'd do some serious fooling around. I remember what it was like when I first started doing this job. It's just sex, sex, sex all the time. It's only natural that you'd be curious to find out what it was really like as a woman. Actually I'm glad you went even further than I thought you might," said Anne.

"Why is that?"

"Just because it means you're adventurous and open to things. And you're obviously not afraid of your newfound female sexuality. Some people just never get over their hang ups about the whole gender thing and they have a miserable time at work and they don't usually last very long."

"The other day you...you...made it sound like...well...like you've seen George's cock," I said rather haltingly.

"I have indeed."

"Does that mean you've had sex with him?"

"I have. But I've had sex with lots of men. George just happens to be one of them. We're not lovers, if that's what you mean."

"I guess that's what I was asking," I said a little shyly.

"I take it you want to fuck him," said Anne casually.

"Actually I have this fantasy about going into his office and blowing him while he's sitting at his desk," I confessed.

"You should do it. I think he would certainly enjoy that. Do you think that's something you would enjoy?"

"You know, I really haven't thought about my pleasure all that much yet. I mean, I certainly got pleasure from what I did tonight, but I was just kind of driven by curiosity. I had no idea what any of it was going to be like but I just felt like I had to find out," I explained.

"Well, just keep going with your instincts, then. They seem to be serving you well so far. If you think you'd like to suck George's cock you should probably suck it."

"But how would I go about doing that exactly?" I asked.

"Easy. Sometime when your shift is over pop into his office on some pretense or another and show him what you can do. Just make sure to wear something sexy. It'll put him in the mood quicker and do half of the work for you," Anne suggested.

I went home that night as a woman for the first time, and decided to stay that way when I went to bed. I still had the aftertaste of Archie's cum on my tongue and I didn't really want to lose it right away. After losing my virginity like that I just sort of needed to savor the experience as long as possible. I always had my pill handy if I suddenly needed to change back into a man for some reason, or just got tired of the charade and came to my senses.

I had acted like such a slut, although as a man the thought of getting easy sex whenever I wanted it never made me feel like a slut. It was just the way it was for guys. They wanted sex all the time. Maybe that's why I behaved the way I did, or maybe women just really had the same kind of sex drive and got criticized for it. All things considered being a slut didn't seem like such a terrible thing to me. I wasn't exactly in a position to go out and have some big love affair with a man and get married or something even if I wanted to so fooling around was pretty much the logical course of action, if I wanted to be sexually active as a woman.

After my experiences this evening I figured it was probably time for me to start building up my female wardrobe. I had picked up a couple of things for work, but knowing how much fun it could be to be Jennifer after hours I had a hunch that I'd be wanting more clothes to choose from. I could certainly afford to splurge a little. The job actually was paying remarkably well so far.

It was kind of dumb that I hadn't realize that we could be female outside of the office pretty much whenever we liked simply by not taking the pill that changed us back. Of course Anne was right that nobody was going to object to us getting more practice at being women. It could only help us on the job by providing more real life experiences to draw on. I certainly knew that my experiences tonight would benefit me at work. I finally knew what it really felt like to have a dick inside me, and even what cum tasted like.

I wondered how often Anne was female. She just seemed so natural at it. It was kind of hard to believe that she was really a man, but I suppose if someone saw me at the club tonight they'd never guess the truth. I felt like I had come a long way in a relatively short amount of time. The process of putting on makeup, for example, had seemed like rocket science at the start, but now I not only knew how to apply it I was developing my own opinions about which brands I liked and what shades I thought worked best with my complexion and things like that. That just happened organically as I came to work each night and went through the ritual of turning myself into a girl. Now there were even times when I would be at home as a man and getting ready to go out somewhere where I instinctively went to check my makeup in a mirror before realizing that I didn't have any on.

Just walking around my apartment now in my hot female body made the place seem different somehow. I picked up some clothes that I had been too lazy to pick up and tossed them in the hamper. I even noticed how the decor was kind of bland and thought it might use a little sprucing up. I wouldn't say that I was necessarily thinking of "feminizing" the place, but a little splash of color might be nice. I never really concerned myself with appearances but I did know that women tended like a neat and tidy place so whenever I had girls over I made a point of cleaning up a bit. After that I fell back into my slovenly bachelor ways and tended to let things get messy again.

It was funny thinking about how much work I'd do to try and impress a girl. I wanted to look my best and make a strong impression. I wanted to seem interested without seeming desperate. The end goal was always trying to get laid, or at least get as far as I could with a promise of a repeat performance. It was strange to be looking at it from the other side of the fence. I figured I was easily cute enough to get a guy to straighten up his apartment and put on clean underwear.

I slept that night in the nude, and never felt so sexy being in bed alone before. I even decided to stay female after I woke up and spent the day as a woman, doing a little cleaning and a little shopping before it was time to go to work. It was actually kind of convenient to already be transformed and with my face on as I came through the door because it saved a lot of prep time and I could hit the phones faster.

During my shopping trip I had purchased some very sexy new lingerie that I was hoping George might like, but I chickened out when my shift was done and couldn't bring myself to go to his office. It actually took me almost two weeks to work up the courage but one night I was feeling especially horny after my shift and decided that it was now or never.

Clad in my provocative underwear I made my way to his office and stepped inside. George looked up and smiled when he saw me, which made me gain a tiny bit of confidence.

"My, don't you look lovely tonight?" said George.

"Thank you. I was hoping you'd like this outfit," I replied.

"Well, I certainly do, but why did you particularly want my approval?"

"I guess I just wanted to please you," I said, kind of looking down at the floor but not really feeling as shy as I pretended.

"Is that so? This is certainly an interesting turn of events. Is there anything else you wanted to do to please me?" asked George, still smiling pleasantly all the while.

I locked the door and walked over to where he was sitting behind his desk. He swiveled his seat to face me as I came over and climbed in his lap, putting my arms around his neck in the process. George promptly kissed me on the lips, and then on the neck.

"I was hoping you'd let me suck your cock," I whispered in his ear.

"By all means," he replied.

I slid off the chair and got down between his legs. Then I unfastened his belt and unzipped his pants. After a little fishing around I managed to pull his cock out and saw that Anne was correct in that it gave my big dildo a run for the money. It wasn't fully hard yet but after a little stroking I had that beast raging and ready for action. I wondered whether any woman had ever thought of my cock as a raging beast, but I know I never did. George had it all over me in that department and I admit I was impressed and maybe even a little intimidated.

I was going to comment on the awesomeness of his manhood but I actually kind of liked the wordless visceral sensation of simply touching and tasting, so when I opened my mouth his cock slid in instead of words coming out.


CHAPTER 10:

It was all going very much like my fantasy. And it had all been so easy to get this far that I felt kind of foolish for having waited so long. Well, that didn't matter now, I was doing it at last and I felt fantastic about it.

I think what really appealed to me was the fact that I wasn't doing this just because he was my boss and I was trying to get a promotion or something, I was doing it because I found myself drawn to him sexually almost from the start. Archie chose me but I chose George. I had spent weeks obsessing about his cock, and now I finally had my lips wrapped around it.

Of course the fact that he was my boss wasn't completely lost on me, and neither was the size of his dick. It just made him seem all the more manly and powerful, which made me feel all the more feminine and weak, which made it seem more appropriate to be on my knees servicing him like a whore.

Perhaps it should have been humiliating to be so voluntarily emasculated but I found it thrilling for some reason. It seemed to suit the personality that I was developing as Jennifer. Sex obsessed slutty sex kitten. That's what I felt like when I was in this body and that's what I was basically paid to be so it was probably a darn good thing that I embraced the role so easily.

What I knew about giving head I had learned from porn, which was probably a pretty good teacher when you got right down to it. In my personal experience most of the women I knew weren't super anxious to put my penis in their mouth so I didn't have a lot of firsthand knowledge of what a superior BJ was supposed to be like, but I had watched tons of blowjobs on video and knew what looked good to me. From the contented groans George was making I had a feeling that whatever I was doing was working pretty well.

For variety sake I tried to mix it up, bobbing on his knob for a while, then licking his shaft. Quick woodpecker jabs then deep slow thrusts. His dick was so big I gagged on it a couple of times but I suppose that was to be expected. He wasn't making me try and deep throat him, but I wanted to see how much of that huge sausage I could swallow.

A few times along the way I used one of my hands to play with myself as I continued to work his pole, but I was honestly getting off just from the sensation of sucking his cock. With Archie I just got the tail end of things but with George I had all the time in the world to enjoy the experience to the full, and I was definitely enjoying it, to say the least.

"You must have been practicing," George commented.

"Not really very much," I replied. "I honestly don't know what I'm doing."

"Well you just keep doing it, honey. You've got a natural talent for this."

I probably should have found that concept disturbing, being a man who was only doing this as a job after all, but instead I basked in his praise and tried to take a little more of his prick down my throat. So many guys on the phone told me that I must be great in the sack or that I really knew how to get a man off, when of course nothing could have been further from the truth. To be complimented for what I was actually doing felt especially good.

I'd never really gotten much praise from women for my sexual prowess. In truth most of the girls I'd been with acted like they were doing me a huge favor. I didn't want to be that girl. I wanted a man who fucked me to feel like he was King of the Studs. That's what a man really needs to feel like to perform at his best. Male sexuality is so aggressive that you need to be in the right frame of mind to overcome your shyness, or your anxiety, or your fatigue and get the job done properly. A girl could always just lie on her back and read a magazine while some horny slob stuck it in her, but I wanted to give pleasure and show how much it pleased me to do it.

"Don't you want me to give you some attention about now?" George asked.

"No, I want you to cum in my mouth," I casually replied. "Just let it rip whenever you're ready. I'm happy as a clam doing what I'm doing."

I think that might have tipped the scales for George a little because he didn't last too much longer after that. I hadn't been doing the phone sex thing for all that long yet but I certainly knew that certain phrases could really drive a man wild, and I had just uttered one of the best triggering mechanisms to get a man to climax.

Who talked like that? Probably nobody outside of porn or the phone sex business. That's what made it all the more powerful to use in real life. Most guys would be hard pressed to find a woman who'd be willing to let them cum in her mouth, let alone have her ask them to do it. Anal sex was another one of those things that guys seemed to really have a lot of fantasies about. I don't know how many times I had told a caller how much I wanted him to fuck me up the ass. I was still a little scared at the thought of putting something as big as a dick in my anus but I was curious to know what it might be like. Maybe I could practice with something smaller and work my way up I thought.

George lasted a little longer than I had anticipated, although I had nothing to compare things to except my own few acts of oral sex, and when he started to cum it came springing out of him with surprising force. These weren't lazy drips of jizz, they were angry jets and he was filling my mouth almost faster than I could swallow. I didn't know a man could produce that much semen, but I was determined to get it all down.

When he was finished, and properly cleaned by me, I climbed back up into his lap and put my arms around his neck again.

"Did I do okay?" I asked rather sweetly.

"More than okay, you were fantastic, sweetie," George replied before we started kissing again.

I hadn't really thought about kissing too much, but when we were doing it I thought it was lovely. I guess I was still really horny because I was sort of grinding myself down on George without really noticing it. He noticed it quickly enough and suddenly his hand was on my snatch and I was getting finger banged, much to my delight.

"Ooooooooo...oh, wow...oooooooooo," I moaned, possibly a little louder than I should have since we weren't exactly in a totally private place.

"I take it you like being a girl," said George.

"I do right now," I gasped in reply.

"I'm glad. It makes the work here so much more pleasant I imagine."

"Yes...yes it does. I can't recall anyplace I've ever worked that was as pleasant as this."

"Good, because I have big plans for you sweetie."


CHAPTER 11:

Apparently part of George's "big plans" involved opening up a new aspect of our core business. Phone sex was still surprisingly popular, despite being a bit old fashioned, but "camming" was big business these days and George wanted in on it.

Camming, for those pure souls who may not be familiar with the term, refers to the process of watching a person, or people, broadcasting live on the Internet while they do and say sexy things. Viewers can interact with the performers and request that they do certain things, like take off an article of clothing, or masturbate with a certain sex toy, usually at a cost of some kind of "tip" that will promote the desired action. There were all kinds of setups with people basically running their own business, to more elaborate arrangements with a camming site that worked somewhat like a video talent agency providing customers with a wide selection of performers to choose from.

Unlike phone sex, which left everything to the imagination, a web cam show was obviously more visual in nature and having really attractive girls would be a big advantage, especially if those girls were totally comfortable with the exhibitionist aspects of the job.

It was George's idea to expand our operation to include web cam options that would take place here in our offices which had added some "bedrooms" that were basically sets designed to look like a typical female bedroom, only a bit smaller. The bed was the main piece of furniture and the rest was mostly decor. George, wanting to always be a cut above the competition, had installed three cameras in each room, one in the front, one on the side, and one directly overhead. All three were active all of the time and the customer could select whichever camera they wanted to view by pushing a button on their browser interface.

There was also a large monitor, sort of like a teleprompter, where the performer could easily see whatever "chat" was being typed in at the moment by the viewing public. It was a different ballgame, and a whole new level of sex work, but I was thrilled to be asked to be part of the program.

One of the things I really appreciated about the company I worked for was that there was nothing cheap about the way they did things. Businesses today are usually so bottom-line obsessed that they cut every corner to save every penny. We took a much more upscale approach to things, which I think gave us a real touch of class.

Since this was new to all of us there wasn't really the same kind of training program to prepare us the way there was with the phone sex work. We did do some test runs, but those were mostly technical to make sure the equipment worked and that the web interface was functional and easy to use. George suggested that we would probably be making changes as we went, as we discovered what worked best and what didn't, and I found the whole thing very exciting. I was on the ground floor of something and its success or failure would no doubt be influenced by how I did. It was pressure, but it was also a challenge. I felt a little like one of the first seven Mercury astronauts, although lying on a bed sticking a dildo in my snatch for money probably wasn't a very accurate comparison.

Not surprisingly Anne was also going to be one of the first cam girls and we talked about it quite a bit.

"You know, in a lot of the cam sites out there the girls aren't always solo," Anne pointed out. "Sometimes there's two girls, or a guy and girl, or whatever."

"Wow, do you think we'll try something like that?" I asked.

"I don't know, but how would you feel about getting it on with another chick?"

"I can't imagine I'd have a problem with that," I replied.

"Me neither, especially if I got to fool around with a hot babe like you."

I hadn't noticed how close Anne was standing next to me until he grabbed the back of my head and gave me a tremendously deep and long kiss. I was surprised, but very aroused too.

"I'd sure like to fuck you sometime baby, on or off camera," Anne whispered.

"I think I'd like that very much," I whispered back.

That was the end of our lesbian moment for the time being, but it put all sorts of new ideas in my head. Fucking girls was what I had aspired to do my whole life, but somehow when I was female the thought seemed kind of kinky and taboo, which made it all the more enticing. Anne was the only real friend I had made so far as a woman and the idea of being fuck buddies was pretty darn appealing.

Oddly though, I knew that I had really developed a taste for men. I guess that's not a very scientific way to put it, because I don't know if people can really "train" themselves to be attracted to one gender or another, but when I was in Jennifer's body it just felt natural to find men appealing in a way that they never did when I was in my male body. Of course I wasn't in a "normal" situation at all. I was only female part-time, and that had only come about because I wanted the job, so I had needed a little time to warm up to the idea of men as sex objects. My female instincts may have been craving cock, but my male brain was still fighting me at the start. Now I felt like I left my male brain in the changing room, along with my male clothing.

Of course I had to admit that my interest in girls seemed to be waning somewhat when I was Brad, which seemed a little odd because a big part of my desire to make more money was to be able to impress women, or at least afford to show them a good time. Granted, the job kept me pretty busy, but when I did have some free time I was more interested in spending it as Jennifer if I could. Hopefully it was all just the newness of the experience, and the fact that I wanted to get better at being a woman so that I could be better at doing my job, but some doubts had begun to sneak into the back of my mind and I wondered whether I had started something that would be very difficult to stop.

I knew that I was in a unique situation, due to the newness of the drug I was taking, and my motivation in taking it in the first place. I had certainly heard about transgendered people but never given it much thought before. I assumed they were people who were born one gender but always felt like they were in the wrong body. I also wasn't really clear on what going through a "transition" really meant but I knew that people sometimes had very painful and expensive surgery to make their bodies more like the gender they identified with. Presumably this pill I was taking had been developed to replace that surgical route, or help people decide whether they really wanted to augment their bodies permanently or something, but obviously it had other uses and people like George had seen the commercial potential in using it for sex work.

Maybe some people would take it for fun, just to see what it was like to change their sex for a little while, or some people would take it because it was something new and kinky to try, but I didn't seem to fall into any of the logical categories of voluntary users of that drug. I wasn't forced against my will, but I never would have taken it without the financial considerations. And I had never felt any sense that I was trapped in the wrong body or felt a strong urge to explore my feminine side.

Even so I found that womanhood suited me, as much as I hated to admit it. The changes in my behavior and my thinking whenever I was transformed into a girl all seemed very natural and quite pleasant, even my shocking attraction to men. I was still learning things all the time, but it seemed like the more often I became Jennifer the more I wanted to be her again, or to stay as her for longer stretches.

I wondered about labels. Was I bi-sexual now? Was I trans? Or was I really two totally different people? It was confusing but at least I wasn't unhappy being Jennifer, if anything it was quite the opposite. That might make for trouble in my personal life down the line but it certainly didn't hurt my current career, and at the moment, as I was preparing to make a major leap in that regard, I figured I could use all the help I could get.


CHAPTER 12:

"Just assume that some technical things are going to go wrong and let us fix them," said George as I prepared to begin my new career as a cam girl. "Customers know that this is a new service, and we're giving out a lot of free trials so hopefully nobody will get too pissed off if there's a glitch or two as we work out the bugs, but just do your thing the best you can and try to have some fun with it."

Thinking about doing this had been pretty easy. I had already had sex in a public place so I obviously wasn't all that shy, but this was a little more intimidating once I was actually in my room and the three cameras were all trained on the bed waiting to catch my every move. The phone sex cubicles were kept pretty dark, but my "bedroom" was well-lit to show everything on camera. I guess I was kind of getting a type of stage fright or something.

Then it was time to go live and I hit the button that activated the system. I had one monitor to follow the chat that my audience typed in, and another that had all three cameras on a split screen presentation so that I could see what the viewers were seeing and make sure that I was in frame. It was really a pretty fancy rig and a lot nicer than just having to try and do everything from a laptop computer or something.

"Hey there," I said cheerfully as I waved at the camera. "I'm Jennifer, but you can call me Jenny, or even Jen if your fingers are tired from typing."

That got quite a few responses on my monitor such as:

[Romeo13] LOL

[Justin] I'll bet your fingers are going to get tired from playing with your pussy.

"I hope so Justin. But you guys got to show me some love before I show you the goods."

[Ace] U R 2 pretty for camming.

"Aw...thanks, Ace, but how can anyone ever be too pretty for anything? I try to be pretty all the time."

[Romeo13] Mission accomplished.

"Do you like what I'm wearing? I wanted something especially nice for my debut."

[BigEddie2] Yessssssssssssss!!!!!!!!!

[Justin] You look hot, but I'll bet you'd look even hotter with nothing on.

"That can be arranged Justin. I'm always ready to get naked but you guys gotta' make it rain."

That led to kind of a slow motion strip tease, or maybe something akin to strip poker where you removed one article of clothing after losing a hand. Each time I took something off I tried to showcase the newly exposed body part. For example when my boobs were bare I spent a good amount of time playing with them, rubbing and pinching my nipples, cupping them in my hands and jiggling them up and down, and moving closer to the camera in front of me so that my tits got a nice close-up shot that basically filled the screen.

I was really getting into it and it seemed like I was going over well with my audience as the tips kept piling up and the requests kept pouring in. It tripped me out that each of those names on my screen represented a horny man somewhere, probably sitting with his dick in his hand. They obviously wanted to see a naked girl touching herself all over, but they probably really wanted the personal connection as much as anything. You could see women masturbating in porn all the time but you didn't get to interact with them. You didn't get to tell them how hard they were making you, or how much they loved your tits, or better yet, tell them what you wanted to see them do.

I had a whole arsenal of sex toys to play with and each of them kind of had its own special functions. There were lifelike dildos with big bulging veins, and colorful little clit stimulators, and vibrating massagers and whatnot. I had all the tools I needed to stimulate just about anything I needed to stimulate.

They say time flies when you're having fun and they must be right because my shift just flew by. And even though I had masturbated my silly head off I was still horny as hell when I finished. After I gathered up my stuff and straightened up the bed for the next girl who would be going online I just strolled down the hall buck naked and walked into George's office.

"So how was I?" I asked boldly as I stood in front of his desk in the buff.

"You were absolutely fantastic, honey!" George replied. "If all the girls are half as good as you are at this it'll be a huge success. Your star is on the rise, baby."

"Awesome," I replied. "I wanted you to be proud of me."

"And I am, believe me," said George as he got up from his desk and came over to where I was standing. "You were amazing tonight."

"I'm really horny right now George," I said in kind of a whinny little girl voice that I didn't even know I possessed.

"Even after all that masturbating?" George said with a chuckle.

"That just got me warmed up. I need some cock."

"Yes you do, little girl. I think you definitely need some cock."

George picked me up and effortlessly plunked me down on top of his desk so that I was sitting on the edge with my legs hanging over the side. While he pulled his pants down I pulled my legs up and open so that my feet were perched on the top of the desk. Then he rubbed my wet and willing pussy with his hand a little bit before he got in close and gave me the full glory of his throbbing manhood.

"God damn I'm such a horny little bitch," I giggled.

"Oh, yeah," George nodded in agreement. "But that's a good thing, isn't it?"

"It's the best. Horny little bitches rule!"

And they did rule, I realized, although I had just been making silly conversation. I could just stroll into my boss's office naked and basically demand that he drop whatever he was doing and fuck me and know that he would without hesitation. Dozens of men had just paid good money to see me take my panties off. I knew that all of those guys wanted me, and probably wanted me pretty badly. I couldn't imagine what they would have paid to be in George's shoes right now as he jack hammered my snatch and kissed my neck.

There was kind of a strange dynamic to what George and I had going on. Usually when you thought of some woman having sex with her boss in the workplace it was some horrible story of sexual harassment where the employee was pressured into doing it and the object of unwanted sexual advances. The two times I had been with George so far I had definitely been the aggressor. We had never interacted outside of the office, or even socialized at work, aside from my phone sex training session, but somehow I was using him as my personal boy toy, even though he was the older person and the one in the position of power.

Suddenly George pushed me down so that I was lying flat on my back, sprawled across his desk. He looped his arms under my bent knees and pressed in tightly, leaning over me and filling my pussy with thunderous strokes. I started kind of losing my senses and clutched at his back while I moaned wildly and my breathing became erratic.

"Oh, yesssssssss...fuck me baby...fuck me harder!" I wailed.

"If I fuck you any harder you'll go flying off the back of the desk," George teased.

I kind of felt like I was flying anyway. My body was so completely in sync with his and my brain was floating off into a pink haze where everything in the world was simplified and reduced to the essential connection of his cock in my pussy. It was like we had been riveted together on some kind of a hinge and there was nothing we could do to stop the rhythmic flow of penis joined to vagina. Well, nothing except an orgasm I guess as George eventually began to growl as he started to pump his seed into me.

"Oh, yes, baby yes...cum inside me...cum inside my pussy," I pleaded in that slightly immature voice I had suddenly discovered.

My exhortations were somewhat irrelevant as George was already putting his cum inside my pussy and not likely to stop at that point, but I'm sure he didn't mind hearing me beg for it.

"Man..." I said, gasping for air as I continued to lay on top of his desk, "you really know how to fuck a girl senseless."

"Well you're pretty inspirational. You make me want to do my best," he replied, putting his dick away in the process.

"You want to maybe go out and grab a drink sometime after work or something?" I suggested casually.

"Are you asking me out on a date?" George said with a smile.

"Yeah, I guess I am," I replied as I sat upright and rested on my outstretched arms.

"Sure. But why don't we make it dinner?"

"Sounds good I said," as I hopped off his desk and gave him a quick kiss before leaving his office just as naked as I had arrived, only nicely filled now with his hot and fresh sperm.

So I had kicked off the new cam experience on a high note, gotten my brains drilled out on a desk, and had a date with a man who happened to be my boss, and made a tidy little bit of money in the process. All things considered it was a pretty good day.


CHAPTER 13:

I knew I was crossing a whole lot of lines by dating George, well, by dating any man for that matter, but I didn't let it worry me too much. I was young and fit and able to do this job for years if I wanted to, and at the moment I couldn't think of any other job I'd rather be doing. It was just one date, and I had pretty much pressured him into accepting my invitation. He might not have any interest in me outside of the occasional office quickie. He had never made a move on me yet, it was all my doing. What's a man going to say when you offer to blow him? No thanks? I sincerely doubt it.

It was pretty interesting going to dinner with George because he was a good conversationalist, and a good listener as well, and I found it surprisingly easy to be playing the female role in a dating situation. I thought long and hard about what to wear before settling on a pretty classic little black dress, but went all out on getting my hair and nails done. George seemed to appreciate my efforts, which was the main thing, but I was also learning about how much women judged each other's appearance and I didn't want to stand out as a total newbie.

"So I take it you've been spending some time as a woman away from the office," said George.

"Ah, yeah...that's okay, isn't it?" I replied a little cautiously.

"Absolutely. The more time you spend being female the better, as far as I'm concerned."

I didn't know if he meant that as my boss, saying that it would help me do my job better, or as a man I was on a date with who was hoping for more opportunities to get together off the clock. Either way I was glad to have his blessing. I really was spending more and more of my free time as Jennifer and didn't actually want to scale that back at the moment. There were still so many new and fun things to experience.

"You know I think this new web cam thing is going to be a tremendous success for us, or maybe you'd rather not talk shop tonight," said George.

"No, I'm delighted to talk shop. I absolutely love my job," I replied with a smile.

"Well you're damn good at it, that's for sure. You have a natural sex appeal that doesn't feel forced or staged at all. Either you're an incredibly sensuous woman or an amazing actress."

"I don't know the first thing about acting so I'm guessing I'm just incredibly sensuous," I joked. "I like the sound of that anyway. Although I'm kind of blown away myself by how easily I embraced my new sexuality. I thought that was going to be really hard, but instead it's all just come so naturally to me. Maybe I was a woman in a former life or something and I'm channeling the spirit of my previous existence."

"I've met you when you were male, and I've seen you as a man numerous times, but whenever I'm around you when you're female it's so hard to imagine that you've ever been anything else," said George, taking a sip of his wine and looking into my eyes so deeply that I almost felt a little uncomfortable.

"Do you like me George?" I suddenly blurted out.

"Of course I like you. What's not to like?" George replied.

"Well, you know, I've been throwing myself at you so much that I haven't really given you a chance to do anything but react to what I'm doing. I know that can be a real turn off to a guy. A man kind of wants to want what he wants," I said.

"It might not seem like it but I do try to maintain some professional standards at work, which isn't always easy to do in such a sexually charged atmosphere. It's very easy to be attracted to you physically, and very hard to resist your advances. I'm not turned off by your aggressiveness, I'm flattered, and I think I'd like to have more chances like this to get to know you better. I have a feeling you're a very special person," said George, taking my hand across the table and making my heart flutter in the process.

Jesus, I was playing with fire by being here with him. What the hell was I thinking? I got myself all hopped up on horny fantasies and played them out with the handsome stud I worked for and now I was drinking wine and holding hands at a candlelit dinner and feeling romantic sensations in the pit of my stomach. I should have him take me home right after we eat, but I know I won't, I thought. I wanted him to take me to his home and I wanted to spend the night with him and I wanted to make love as much as we could.

And of course that's exactly what happened. George had a very nice house, which didn't surprise me because I knew that our business must be pretty darn profitable for what I was getting paid. I felt kind of a nervous tingle all over. This was some serious stuff for me to be getting into as a woman and I wasn't sure that I knew what I was doing. In a way I suppose that made it even more exciting. It felt like a more mature and sophisticated dating experience than I was used to, although we hadn't done anything special. I guess the fact that he was older and the way I was dressed and the pleasant little buzz I had going just made me feel like I was kind of stepping up in class or something, as dumb as that probably sounds. I was used to pizza and beer and trying to cop a feel at the movies. George actually had mood lighting and put on some soft jazz in the background.

When we started kissing it made me think back to some of my more memorable lip lock moments. My first kiss was with a girl named April Sandoval back in junior high. She was kind of cute but what made her really stand out was the fact that she was an early bloomer and had some nice titties for a girl her age. I always wanted to see those knockers in the flesh, which never happened, but we did do some smooching under the bleachers one day and that made me feel like the biggest stud on campus.

The first time tongues came into play was in high school when Madison Parker exposed me to "Frenching" as we called it around the school grounds. She was supposedly an experienced woman with a loose reputation but I never got anywhere past cupping her breasts with her shirt on.

By college I had a reasonably healthy sex life and kissing was usually a part of foreplay. Of course even then foreplay didn't always lead to fucking, but it did more often than not. College girls didn't seem to have the same reservations about sex that I had noticed in high school.

I probably couldn't even remember all the girls I had kissed in my young lifetime, but some of the moments had obviously stuck in my mind. As my tongue danced and entwined with George's I had a feeling that this would be some kissing that I would remember for a long time.

When he reached behind me and skillfully unzipped the back of my dress I couldn't wait to have it off my body. I wanted to feel the warmth of our flesh pressing together. I didn't get the chance right away as he just left it open while we continued to make out on the couch, but it was a promise of things to come.

Eventually he decided to take me to his bedroom and when I stood up I took the opportunity to step out of my dress and walked in my underwear and stockings as he took my hand and led me to his bed. It had largely been that wordless connection that I found so appealing. There was no shyness or need to discuss anything. He knew what he wanted to do with me and I was happy to let him take charge.

Once inside his room he placed me on the bed and once I was naked from the waist down he got his head between my legs and began to lick my pussy rather skillfully I thought. I had been surprised when Archie licked my pussy at the nightclub, and I was surprised again by George starting this way, but I wasn't going to complain. I was quite comfortable lying on my back, and George had much better access than Archie did with me standing up against a pillar, so I just lay back and let it all wash over me.

George had gotten naked by this time and it was my first chance to see him in the buff and I liked what I saw. Fit and trim he looked like man who took care of himself although I hadn't really had much of a chance to ogle his body as much as I wanted to yet. I had still been wearing my bra when the cunnilingus started but I found myself removing it so that I could squeeze my breasts and touch my nipples. I really liked having my boobs fondled, even if I was the one doing it myself, and doing it while someone else was going down on me made it even better.

He was doing a fantastic job but I hadn't quite cum yet, for some reason, as he suddenly flipped me over and pulled me up on my hands and knees. Then he got up behind me and grabbed the back of my hair a little roughly and just held my head back slightly while he used his free hand to squeeze my butt cheeks before reaching between my legs and fingering me up.

The gesture seemed so powerfully symbolic that it kind of took my breath away. A man wants to want what he wants after all and George was showing me if he wanted me he would take me and that was that. As his big cock finally slotted into my wet cunt he released his grasp on my hair and took hold of my waist instead. He started pulling my butt to meet his strokes but he didn't have to for very long because I was jerking my backside pretty frantically on my own in no time.

I was happy that George had fucked me from the front the first time but I was just as happy being taken from behind now. He was making me feel ultra female and I knew that I was really turning him on. There's just something that a guy feels when he's looking down at a girl he's humping doggy style that's hard to put into words. It's kind of a feeling of conquest I guess. I know I was feeling vanquished in this scenario and I didn't mind submitting to George's power in the least. Pussy and cock. Cock and pussy. It was all so simple sometimes when you just surrendered and let nature takes its course.

The orgasm that I had been on the edge of earlier exploded with sparks flying in all directions and my body shaking so much I was afraid George wouldn't be able to keep his pecker tucked inside me, but fortunately he had a lot of meat to work with so he was never in any real danger of slipping out, even if we had popped a few rivets.

I was getting to like hearing the sound George made when he shot his load because it sounded so primal and almost savage. I never sounded like that when I was ejaculating, but I didn't tend to last as long as George so I figured he earned the right to go a little caveman on me.

When the last drop of his jizz had been sent on its hopeless journey to impregnate me I kind of collapsed but managed to roll over and pulled George down on top of me. He was heavy, but I didn't mind that. I kind of liked being pressed down into the mattress by my lover.

"I hope you're not in any hurry to leave," said George as he propped himself up a little, taking some of the weight off of me for the moment.

"Not if you don't want me to," I replied.

"No, I most definitely don't want you to leave. I'd like to think that we were just getting started."


CHAPTER 14:

Sex may be the most intimate thing you can do with another person but when I had sex with Archie it managed to be pretty impersonal. I never even knew the guy's last name. It was just a random hookup. He was in the right place at the right time because I was ready to fuck just about anybody who came along. Lying in bed next to George, basking in the afterglow of our fornication, waiting for the next round to begin, was sublimely intimate. I wasn't just acting out one of my fantasies, I was living my life as a woman. It wasn't just a sexy game, there were genuine feelings and emotions involved now.

The second time we did it that night I took the initiative and got on top. It was a new position for me and I found that it gave me a great deal of control over the action, unlike the previous position. I tried going faster and slower and at one point let him fill me completely while I rubbed my pussy back and forth on his pelvis. It was fascinating how even a slight change of angle could make a really big difference in the way things felt to me. As a man my dick seemed like it had an on-off switch. It was either getting stimulated or it wasn't. This pussy thing seemed way more complex and temperamental. I was probably going to need to do a lot more fucking before I really started to get a grip on what it was all about.

That was okay with me. I liked fucking. No, I loved fucking, especially when I was getting fucked by a guy like George. The bouncing boobs, the submissive positions, the vaginal complexity, I loved it all. I suppose what I really loved was the fact that I felt so sexy in this new body. I didn't need to be a web cam girl to know how much men would find me attractive. As a man I knew I was the kind of woman men would go for.

I was pretty but I didn't have that aloof glamorous look that would make a man feel like I was totally out of his league. My figure looked very natural and proportioned but I definitely stuck out in all the right places. I looked good wearing clothes and I looked even better being naked. My voice was cute and feminine but I could get pretty sultry too when I wanted to. It was no wonder I was such a natural success at being an adult entertainer of a sorts.

"God, I think your tits are hypnotizing me," George joked as he reached up and tried to get my boobs under control as I hopped up and down on his pole.

"Good. Once I have you in a trance I'll make you give me a raise and a partial ownership stake in the company," I joked back.

"I think you might get that anyway without the mind control tactic," George replied.

I realized that this was just banter during sex, but it was kind of a funny thing for him to say. At first I worried that my joke would be taken the wrong way and imply that the only reason I was fucking George was to get something out of it at work, but I didn't really think he took it that way. At least I hoped he didn't. I was fucking George because I liked him and I was tremendously attracted to him.

That was so easy to admit these days. I was tremendously attracted to a man. I never imagined such a thing was possible. It's not that I had anything against people who were gay, but I simply never saw myself as being one of them, and I obviously never anticipated that I would be changing my gender back and forth quite freely by popping a pill in my mouth. As Jennifer it just seemed logical to find men attractive. If some of those thoughts were now creeping into my male brain it probably wasn't all that unusual. I was having such a good time sexually as a woman that it kind of overshadowed my usual love life.

"Let me at those amazing titties. I've just got to suck on them," George announced as he pulled me down close enough to get a nipple in between his teeth.

I kept my pelvis moving, although I didn't have quite as much range of control as before, but that was okay. If George wanted to suck on my nipples I wasn't going to try and stop him. If I were in his place I'd probably want to suck on them too.

When we finally called it quits and hit the sack that night it was really nice. I felt so warm and safe and snug being tucked into George's bed with him. It had been a while since I had spent the night with anyone, and it was definitely a first for me as a woman, but it was a feeling that I thought I could get used to pretty easily.

In the morning George woke the way every man wants to wake up...finding his dick in someone's mouth. Of course in this case the someone was me, and I hoped that made it even better for him, but the wakeup BJ is kind of a thing of legend. I had never been on the receiving end but now that I knew how much fun it was to suck cock I was quite content to be the giver.

Usually when I thought about putting something in my stomach in the morning I was thinking of cereal or bacon and eggs or the like, but gulping down a healthy portion of cum wasn't a bad way to kick off the day either, and I ended up with a more conventional breakfast a little later anyway.

I would have loved to have spent more time with George, but I also didn't want to push my luck or wear out my welcome, so soon after breakfast I made up some excuse and reluctantly went home. I figured the ball was probably in his court now and he could decide whether he wanted to see me again or not. I had gotten away with being kind of pushy about things but it was probably time to let the man make up his own mind.

It had been a marvelous experience and another benefit of being a part-time woman that I wouldn't have foreseen back at the start of my employment. I knew it was kind of risky to get involved with my boss on a personal level, but what was done was done. At this point it was still no big deal, and if he wanted to call it off entirely, or set some ground rules, that was fine by me, although there was obviously a part of me that would welcome the chance to be with him again.

In the meantime I had a job to do. There were a lot of horny men who wanted to watch me stick things in my pussy so I couldn't dwell too much on the attentions of one man, no matter how much I liked him.


CHAPTER 15:

"So...who'd like to see me take it up the ass?"

My screen was flooded with positive responses. It appeared that just about every man in America wanted to see me stick something in my anus, or at least the ones who had discovered my web cam channel.

[Justin] Oh, baby, I was wondering when you'd finally get around to this!

"Me, too...but I wanted to get some practice in first. I'm still an anal virgin, believe it or not."

[CalypsoMan] I'd be glad to take care of that for you if you want to check it off your list.

"I'm sure you could stud, but I think I'll start a little slower. Like maybe using one of these things to get myself broken in. Then I can start to think about a serious ass fucking."

I had been practicing and I knew this would be a well-received addition to my repertoire. I think anal sex had kind of replaced the blowjob as the forbidden act that most women still wouldn't do. It was very popular in porn and I could see how men would be kind of fascinated about it. Even a nice young pussy was no match in the tightness department.

The first time I tried masturbating anally it was pretty uncomfortable and left me feeling kind of sore. The next time I used more lube and worked my way up a bit more slowly. After a few tries I knew I could handle it, but then I had my first anal orgasm and that changed my outlook considerably. I honestly didn't know that you could have an anal orgasm but I looked it up and found that it was definitely a real thing. In fact statistically a woman was more likely to have an orgasm from anal sex than from vaginal sex. Who knew?

I found men terribly attractive and sexually desirable, I sucked cock and swallowed cum, I loved being fucked from behind and now I was training myself for anal sex. It sort of seemed like I had the whole gay checklist marked off but I still wasn't sure how much of my newfound sexuality might carry over into my male life. At the moment it felt like it was still just Jennifer's world but it wasn't like I forgot everything that happened to me as a girl once I turned back into a guy. The feeling of a penis passing your lips was kind of a hard thing to forget about.

"Okay guys let's see how much you want to see me stick this thing up my butt," I said with a laugh as I waved a dildo around in my hand.

Apparently they wanted to see it pretty badly because the tips started pouring in and I was compelled to comply with their desires.

"I'm going to do this sideways so that I can turn my head and look at your chat...at least as long as I'm not going completely bonkers, so you might want to try camera two for the best shot of the action. I'll try to get my ass in a good position but you let me know if I need to move around."

I turned around so that my butt was facing the side view camera and tried to wiggle into a spot where there was a pretty good close up. I was on my knees but resting on one forearm as I reached behind me with the dildo in my other hand. It wasn't the easiest thing to do but I had done it enough times by now that I felt pretty sure that I could get the job done.

[ToledoJoe] Damn you have a righteous booty!

[CalypsoMan] Amen to that brother! Wouldn't you like to come home and find that waiting for you on the bed?

As I slid the dildo into my ass I let out the involuntary gasp that always seemed to accompany the process of being penetrated, by flesh or foreign object. I probably sounded surprised, which I certainly wasn't by this time, but something about getting poked always seemed to prompt an audible response.

[DannyB37] Fuck she looks tight.

[Justin] Yeah, she's taking it like a good little bitch.

"You should probably be careful about who you call a bitch these days...but thanks for the compliment! You all know what a horny little bitch I am anyway, whether anyone says it or not."

So I fucked myself in the ass with a dildo while a bunch of anonymous men watched on their computers and gave me money along with lewd comments and compliments. What a weird way to make a living, but an incredibly enjoyable one.

I was tempted to go down to George's office after my shift and offer him my well-lubricated asshole but I had pretty much vowed to let him make the next move. If he wanted to knock on my backdoor he knew where to find me.

My orgasm was genuine and intense and left me gasping for air. I guess I must have had an exhibitionist streak in me that I was never aware of because it really turned me on that people were watching me in the most intimate of situations. It's probably a cliché to say that I was baring my soul as well as my body, but I was certainly baring my emotions.

I felt like I was getting good at being a woman, which was a funny thing to think because I never thought about whether I was good at being a man, I just was one and took it for granted. I may have wondered am I a successful man or a popular man or a smart man but I never considered the idea that one might not be ideally suited to their gender.

When I first contemplated the idea of accepting this job, and the transformation that went with it, one of my biggest stumbling blocks to get over was the idea that I would be embarrassed by being seen as a woman. I was never going to play linebacker for the Green Bay Packers, but I didn't want to be even smaller and softer than I was, and while in no misogynist I know plenty of guys who are and I knew they kind of looked down on women as inferior in many ways. They admired hot women as sex objects, but generally pictured themselves in a dominant role whenever they thought about male/female relationships of any kind.

To my pleasant surprise I wasn't worried about any of those things anymore. I wasn't quite as tall or as strong as I was when I was male, but so what? Those physical attributes had never done me any particular good, but my female body was literally a money maker. And my soft bare skin felt just fine lying next to a male lover. If a man had to bend down a little to kiss me that was his problem. I could kiss with my neck tilted up instead of down just as easily as before.

And I knew that my new, bolder, more confident sexuality wasn't all based on my looks because I had been driving men wild on the telephone using only my voice and my imagination. Ultimately I didn't care if some random stranger thought of me purely as a sex object. They only knew the image I was choosing to project. I mean who the hell respects anyone for their brains or their accomplishments if you only see them walking down the street? That initial attraction is so often physical, whether we like to admit it or not.

I understood the pressure of masculine imagery and expectation and I honestly didn't miss that at all. If anything it just made me want to give men a little of that feeling of power and sexual prowess that they were craving so much. But that was my choice and I didn't feel diminished by it. And perhaps most importantly I was having the time of my life...either life for that matter, and it was all made possible by that little pill that opened up a whole new world for me that I never knew I wanted to be a part of.


CHAPTER 16:

I was spending more and more time being female, which certainly made things more convenient for me. I could come into work, touch up my makeup, and slip into something sexy without all the fuss and bother of having to change gender as well as clothes. At first I used to be terrified that somebody would come to the door at home and see me as a girl but now I didn't really give a shit. If anything I got a kick out of the wide-eyed lechery of a delivery man or the pizza guy if I answered the door in something a little revealing. Most men just couldn't conceal their lust no matter how hard they tried, and a lot of guys didn't bother trying at all. I wondered if I was that transparent when I was a man and figured that I probably was.

My apartment was definitely getting a more feminine makeover, but I worried a little bit about what people might think. As Jennifer I thought it looked pretty, but what if I wanted to bring some girl home sometime when I was Brad? It might be kind of hard to explain the new vanity piled up with cosmetics, or the dresses in my closet, or the copies of magazines like Cosmopolitan and Elle that I had lying around the place.

Of course, in truth, I didn't spend much time as Brad, and Brad didn't spend much time thinking about picking up girls so I tried not to worry about it too much. What did worry me more was what my friends would think of the new and decidedly effeminate decor. I wasn't crazy about the idea of telling them what I had actually been doing for a living, but that put an even stranger idea in my head.

I wondered whether any of my friends had ever called me on the phone sex line or watched my video cam channel. They'd have absolutely no way to know that it was me, of course, but the idea of them jacking off to Jennifer sort of amused and aroused me at the same time. Of course it was highly unlikely that anyone I knew personally as Brad had ever come into contact with me as Jennifer, and I would probably have recognized their voice on the phone if they had called in, but it wasn't an impossibility, especially if you broadened the spectrum to people I knew from throughout my whole life.

Maybe one of my old schoolteachers was paying money to see me shove a dildo up my ass, or somebody I went to school with in 5th grade was one of my regular followers, totally unaware that he used to sit next to me on the bus sometimes. What would those men think if they knew that they knew me in another life? Would they be disgusted knowing that the object of their lust was really a man, or would that turn them on all the more?

I tried to picture how I'd react, if I didn't know there was wonder pill, and later found out that my favorite porn star was actually a guy I was in Cub Scouts with when we were kids. That would probably be a pretty trippy thing to try and wrap my head around. Not being terribly homophobic I imagine I would handle it pretty well. If anything I'd probably try to look the guy up and see if he could be persuaded to transform so that I could bang him in his porn star body.

Realistically that's probably the reaction most of my friends would have. Jennifer was hot, young, and dripping with sex appeal. I was better looking than most of the girls my buddies went out with. I could very easily imagine them trying to hit on me, especially if they knew I was working in the adult entertainment business. It would certainly make me the center of attention within my little circle of friends, but I wasn't sure that was the kind of attention I could really handle.

Watching me camming without knowing who I was sounded kind of exciting and appealed to my exhibitionist nature but actually admitting to the boys that I liked being a girl seemed like it would put me in a weird spot going forward. Even if I only appeared as Brad when I was with them the knowledge that I had the power to become such a sex kitten like Jennifer would probably be hard for them to forget about, and possibly hard for me too. That open-minded curiosity that had brought me to the place I was now in could quite easily tempt me into letting my guy pals bone me just to see what that would be like.

Instead of coming out to them directly I casually mentioned my web cam page as something I had "stumbled across" that they might want to check out. I knew that my friends were into online porn and a couple of them had even mentioned cam girls before so I just sent an email with a link to my page. I'd have no way of knowing whether they were actually watching me, unless I could tell somehow by the username they had chosen, but it was a naughty little thing to hang out there and I was curious to see if anyone told me about their experiences later. Hopefully it would be complimentary because I'd hate to get mad at my friends for insulting a girl that they had absolutely no way of knowing was really me.

I suppose on some level I was probably dipping my toe in the water to see what sort of reaction I might get from my friends if they saw me as Jennifer without admitting to them right away that she was me. Part of me really wanted people to know about my other life, and part of me dreaded it completely. I still couldn't bring myself to just come clean about the whole thing and be done with it, but in some small way this seemed like the first tiny step.

Much to my surprise it didn't take long at all to get a response. I was doing my cam show, and had been prompted to take my top off and play with my jugs, when I recognized a username that popped up on my screen.

[rameldraw] Wow, those are some sweet hooters!

"Thank you baby, I'm glad you like them. First time visitor?" I asked.

[rameldraw] Yeah. A friend recommended I look you up. Said U were hot and he wasn't kidding.

"Your friend must have good taste in women," I joked.

Rameldraw was a name one of my friends used when we played online shooter games together. It was just his real name, Lemar Ward with both names spelled backwards, but it was too much of a co-incidence not to be him. I felt something kind of electric in my loins as I realized that someone I knew was actually watching me juggle my bare breasts in front of a camera. It was a type of deception, I suppose, but it seemed like a harmless one.

I couldn't help but try to picture my buddy Lemar sitting in front of his computer with his dick in his hand. I wondered how big he was and whether he was already hard. It was such a dirty thing to be thinking but I just couldn't help it.

Lemar didn't seem shy at all or reticent about spending money to get me to do things and soon I was buck naked and doing a little dance on the side of the bed, which wasn't all that easy because the room was kind of small and the bed took up a heck of a lot of space.

[rameldraw] That's the way, baby. Shake it! Man I'd love to bend U over and shove my BBC in your tight little snatch.

That really got me. I had no idea how big Lemar's big black cock might be but my imagination was beginning to run wild. Lots of men said lots of things like that to me but there was always the total barrier of anonymity between us. With Lemar it was different. I could literally go to his house, bend over for him, and let him shove his BBC in my tight little snatch. He had a pretty hot body, I knew that much. It certainly wasn't a stretch to think that he might also be pretty well-hung.

Later, when I was fucking myself with one of my dildos...a black one I might add, I realized that I wasn't just performing for one of my friends, I was sort of prostituting myself to him in a way because he was definitely driving the action and spending quite freely to do so. That should probably have made me feel guilty but it just made me even hornier. I suddenly had this fantasy pop into my head where I became a private call girl to be shared by all of my friends who were willing to pay for the privilege of my pussy on demand.

It was funny how much easier it was to think about revealing my secret to my friends when I was thinking about it in a sexual context. Well, I suppose to be more specific, when I was thinking about it while engaged in some kind of sexual activity. When I was just puttering around my apartment I was more apt to feel ashamed of my friends knowing what a sissy I was, and worried that I'd be the constant object of their unwanted advances. Now that I was ramming a big black dildo into my cunt, and pretending that it was Lemar's real cock, it was hard to imagine their advances ever being unwanted. I was thinking more along the lines of what it would be like to be gangbanged by my nearest and dearest friends.

It seemed like I was born for sex work, even if Jennifer had never actually been born at all and just sprang to life fully grown from a bottle. Whatever the case I knew I was good at my job and getting rewarded for that, which was all I could have hoped for from the start. What I did on my own time as a woman was likely to complicate things for me in some ways, but it was like I had headed into a one way tunnel and there was nothing I could do but ride it out to the end and see what happened.


CHAPTER 17:

"I thought you'd forgotten about me," I teased as George and I settled into our seats at the opera.

"How could you think that I'd ever forget about you? I still sign your checks, don't I?" I joked in reply.

"I get paid by direct deposit," I reminded him.

"Well I still hit the button and send your payment off to the bank."

I had never been to an opera before but when George asked me if I'd like to go I jumped at the opportunity. I figured it wouldn't hurt to improve my cultural experiences a little, and I would have gone just about anywhere for a chance to be on a date with George again.

Dinner had been lovely, and I was thrilled to have an excuse to wear something elegant for a change, and I do believe the results were pretty awesome. It was another one of those moments that made me feel more mature. It was also interesting to step out of my comfort zone and do something kind of classy and swanky. It was all new to me but I didn't feel out of place or uncomfortable at all. And George looked so handsome it was a real treat to be escorted by him.

I suppose there's something kind of old fashioned about the whole idea of being escorted and taking a man's arm that sort of implies that he's the leader of your little group of two, and I suppose I should have felt diminished by it, especially since I had been born a man myself, but I didn't mind it all. I thought it was rather charming, and it helped keep me steady on the new higher heels I had broken out for this event.

I had always thought of opera as large women in Viking helmets or clowns singing in Italian but this was a modern opera and sung in English, so I could at least follow the story. We had great seats, which really helped, because I could see the actor's faces and felt more drawn into the piece, which actually had me weeping a little bit by the end. It was probably the best date I had ever been on and we hadn't even gotten to the sex yet.

When we did finally return to his place I realized how hungry I was for his body and how much I had missed his cock so I went to work sucking it as quickly as I could, although I had to take my long gown off first so that I could squat down in front of him. Even that was a little tricky, being perched on my heels, but I liked that position a little more than just being on my knees. For one thing it made it a bit easier to slip a hand into my panties along the line, which I would surely want to do once I got aroused to the point where I absolutely needed some physical stimulation.

There was a theme from the opera that kept running through my head so just for fun I decided to try and hum a little of it while I had my lips wrapped around George's pole. I'd never had a hummer as a man but I'd always heard that it was kind of a treat so it seemed like an appropriate way to thank him for the tickets.

"Wow, I guess you really did like the opera," George joked. "Although now I'll probably get a hard on every time I hear that music again."

For the life of me I couldn't figure out why some people didn't like giving head. It was such a raw and visceral experience, and it was almost certain to please your partner. I loved how my lips and my tongue and my throat all worked into the proceedings but there was a scent to it as well, and when you made eye contact it could be absolutely electric, like someone hooked a little battery up to my clit and turned it on. (Which I would probably actually try if such a device existed.)

Something you have to remember here is that despite the fact that I masturbated all the time, either on the job or at home, my experiences with having sex with another person were still very limited. Because of the human interaction with the customers who paid to watch me do myself it felt more like I was really fucking but at times like this, when I had a real cock in my mouth, and there was no pretending or imagining involved, it absolutely drove me wild. I was like the biggest cock tease and flirt in the world but I needed real sex desperately and thank God George was there to provide it.

"I've honestly never seen a woman who at least gave the impression of enjoying a BJ as much as you do," said George.

"I do enjoy it," I managed to reply as I kept his shaft warm with my hand. "I really love it. And I especially love sucking your big cock George. Now will you please shut up and let me get back to it?"

George just laughed and stroked my hair softly. I suppose I probably did seem like some kind of a sex maniac, and maybe I was, but that was just the way I felt. I'd much rather be a slut than a prude. Sex was so much fun it seemed stupid to try and act like I was doing some guy a favor by letting him screw me. Everybody loved sex so why not show it? I got paid to put things in my pussy at work so I had to act like I was really into it whether I was or not, but now I getting fucked by a man I really liked and had lustful fantasies about all the time. How could I not enjoy that?

"Hey, I think it's time to fuck, don't you?" George suggested after I had slurped on his snake for a while longer.

"It's always time to fuck," I replied with a grin as I wiped my face and got up from the floor.

I strolled over to where I had set down my purse and produced a bottle of lube I had brought along for the occasion and tossed it casually to George as I headed for the bed. George just looked at the container in his hand with a slightly bemused expression as I sat on the edge of the bed and took off my panties. My gown didn't allow for a bra so I was already topless.

"You might want to grease up that pole stud because I want you to fuck me in the ass," I said before climbing up on the bed and getting on all fours with my butt facing him.

I heard the mad scramble of clothing hitting the floor and it wasn't long before I felt the bed bounce as George jumped up behind me. Without even having to tell him I felt his slippery fingers pressing a healthy amount of lube into my anus.

"You've done this before, haven't you?" I said with a chuckle.

"Perhaps," he replied as he continued to lube me up quite sufficiently.

"Well I haven't, so don't go crazy...unless I start begging you to," I said.

I wondered just how many girls George might have fucked in the ass but it wasn't time to be keeping score or getting jealous. George had been a man a hell of a lot longer than I had been a woman, and he was a handsome man with a big cock as well, so he had probably fucked lots of girls in lots of different holes over the years. Now I was just happy to be the lucky girl whose asshole he was going to fuck tonight.

"Wow...oh, wow...you are big," I commented as George began to press his dick inside me.

"I thought you already knew that," George teased.

"I did, but this is kind of a not so subtle reminder," I replied.

"This was your idea, honey, your pussy is just inches away if you want me to switch," George offered.

"I appreciate the offer but I've been preparing myself for this moment for quite a while and I really want you to have the honors."

"Okay, I'll try to take it easy."

And to his credit, he did. He sort of poked and probed with the tip of his cock for a while letting me get loosened up and relaxed before he started to take the plunge and dive in a little deeper. Sometimes he just pressed a few inches in and let it sit there, filling my body in ways that are hard to describe.

Eventually I was ready to let him go at it in earnest and he gave me the serious butt fucking I had been thinking about for quite some time. I sort of wished he was gay and could love me as a man, because I knew now that I could give myself to him physically in either body, but if he was gay he wouldn't be fucking me now and that would be a terrible shame because I was just beginning to have the most powerful anal orgasm I had yet to experience.

"Oh fuck yes...baby...baby I'm cumming...I'm cumming so hard!" I squealed.

"I think I'll join you," George grunted and right on cue he started to ejaculate into my pulsating anus.

There was just so much cum and nowhere for it to really go so I was dripping like an old sink that needed repair, but it was so exquisite to share the moment of climax with him like that. Usually I was very focused on enjoying the fact that my man was getting his rocks off, but this time I was lost in my own euphoria as well.

"That was fucking great," I said as George sort of remained bent over my back, cupping my breasts after he had pulled out.

"That's because you're so fucking great," George.

"Me? You're the one who did all the work," I said modestly.

"Don't kid yourself honey, you know how to work a man like nobody I've ever seen before."

I suddenly found my second wind and flipped over on my back, pulling George down on top of me in the process.

"You know I really love it when you're inside me," I said softly before I grabbed his face and kissed him.

"No place I'd rather be," said George between lip smacks.

"I guess I'm kind in love with you a little," I said almost reluctantly.

"I guess I'm kind of in love with you a lot," George replied as he flipped over on his back and pulled me on top of him.

Then we just continued to kiss and kiss like crazy without getting into the "big discussion" that probably should have followed such important declarations. And that was okay because I didn't really want to spoil the mood with some heavy dose of reality. I just wanted to be loved by the man in my arms.


CHAPTER 18:

We fucked some more that night, and we did talk a little, and I cried a little, and we fucked some more and finally we just fell asleep. I suppose you always wanted the other person to say "I love you" first, but I had blurted it out sort of assuming that it would get politely shot down by all the logical arguments against us ever being an actual couple. Instead George had surprised, delighted, and terrified me by enthusiastically echoing my sentiments.

I had probably told a number of women that I loved them while my dick was in their pussy, or when I was trying to get it there, without necessarily meaning any great thing by it, but saying it as a woman to a man felt like some big world shattering experience. It was sort of a confession, in a way, that I had crossed a line that I thought couldn't be crossed and fallen in love with a man. At that moment I kept thinking about how gay I must have become instead of realizing how female I had actually become.

George talked me off the ledge a couple of times that night and kept telling me that everything was going to be all right, which sounded really good coming from his lips, but then later my brain would start spinning around trying to figure out how that was actually going to happen.

Fuck...it was only our second date. I was usually lucky just to get a glimpse of a little something or a hand under the blouse on date two. Was I going too fast with George? Of course I worked with, and saw him fairly frequently...and sometimes sexually in the office so it wasn't like our official "dates" were the only time we had together, but even so I had surprised myself at how deep my feelings were running for the man.

"Honey, I don't want you to worry about anything," said George as he began to rub my shoulders, suspecting perhaps that I was getting myself worked up again. "I know you've probably got some conflicting emotions and you might be a little confused by what you're feeling, and I understand that. Why don't we just take it easy and not put any big pressure on? It's not like we have to move in together right away or make a bunch of big decisions on the spot. Why don't we just explore this a bit and see where it goes?"

Move in together! Good lord! How could I do that? Well, by packing my bags and putting my stuff in his closet I guess. Not that he was offering, but the fact that he had even brought that up as an option for down the line blew my mind. Would George really be willing to live with a part-time woman or would that mean that I'd somehow have to leave my male identity behind for good?

There was a side of me that thrilled at the idea that maybe I could live my whole life as a woman, but it scared me too. I couldn't hide behind the justification that I was only doing it for the money, or play it off as just a kinky fetish that I liked to mess around with sometimes. I'd be telling everyone that I wasn't the man they thought I was, and that in fact I wasn't a man at all anymore. And, oh yes, here's my boyfriend George. I'm thinking of becoming his live-in lover. That would be quite a bomb to explode over the heads of my friends and family.

But the voice in the back of my head kept telling me that I already knew what I wanted, and not just because of George, or because it would make my job more convenient. I liked myself better as Jennifer, and I was getting very good at being her. I liked my life better as her. I just seemed to feel more "natural" being female, which seemed kind of crazy to me. Was it possible that there had been some big mistake at birth and I had been given the wrong body or did I just discover this wonderful new side of my nature purely because science had provided me with the tool I needed to unlock that door? Did it really matter either way? Probably not. Life is a process of growing and evolving and maturing. Perhaps becoming a woman was just part of that evolution for me.

I was in love! Why be such a silly bitch and over-think it? I had stressed out so much at the beginning when I was contemplating whether I should take the phone sex job or not, but that had all worked out amazingly well. And I had stressed out over the thought of going beyond pretending to have sex with men to actually doing it, and that had turned out even better. Why stress out so much over having a relationship with George? Hopefully that would turn out to be a great thing too, no matter how long it lasted or what changes it ultimately brought about in my life.

It seemed like the best thing to do was to act like a girlfriend and suck my new boyfriend's cock for a while. Since we hadn't discussed commitment I didn't know if his dick was my exclusive property now or not, but I figured that it couldn't hurt to stake my claim on his penis whenever possible.

As I happily blew my lover I realized that I was a "triple threat" in bed now, with all three holes available on demand, and my hands and feet willing to chip in too if necessary. I was so eager to please. Maybe too eager, but I wasn't at all sure how to play that game and didn't really want to. A man might say that it was all about the challenge and the thrill of the chase but I found it hard to believe that he'd really rather muck around with some bullshit rules that some stuck-up bitch had arbitrarily invented as opposed to climbing in the sack with a girl who would happily spread her butt cheeks and let him shove his cock up her ass, or suck every last drop of jizz out of his dick like a wino desperately trying to squeeze the dregs out of a bottle of hooch.

When George fucked me on my back later that day I wanted to tell him how much I loved him over and over again, but it seemed like it might be pushing my luck. I let my eyes do the talking and I at least imagined that he could see the love there. Of course I had a good imagination, which was a huge help in my work, so who knows what he was really thinking? I was lost in my own little pink and fuzzy romantic dream world and not anxious for reality to come crashing in and spoil everything just yet.


CHAPTER 19:

We had kept our relationship more or less secret at work, as George didn't want anyone to feel resentment towards me for sleeping with the boss to get ahead, which would be a natural assumption because I had definitely become one of the real "stars" of the new webcam division. I did tell Anne about it, since she was the closest thing I had to a female BFF, but she just laughed.

"Of course you're in love with George. I could have predicted that almost from the start," she said.

"What do mean?" I asked a little suspiciously.

"You're such a girl, sweetie, and it was pretty obvious you had the hots for George from the get-go."

"Everybody's a girl here," I pointed out.

"Everybody's a guy trying really hard to act like a girl, but you're just female through and through...like me," Anne replied.

"Huh?" I muttered, sounding like a complete dunce.

"Once I started working here, and taking that pill, I figured out pretty quickly that I had no interest in being a man again. It's tits and a pussy for me for the rest of my life, as far as I'm concerned. I haven't done anything about it officially yet, because that sounds like a big hassle and probably expensive, but as long as I'm working here it doesn't matter. And when I walk out that door for the last time I'm just not going to take the pill that changes me back. What can they do to me? I don't think the cops are going to show up and force some drug down my throat against my will. If I look like a girl and sound like a girl no one will ever have any reason to assume that I'm not a girl, and if I have to prove it a quick medical exam will do the trick."

"God, I had no idea. I mean I knew you were really good at being female, but I sort of assumed that was just because you had a lot of experience at it," I said.

"Well I'm pretty sure now that I always was female, or at least mostly female, even if I didn't know it or seem like it outwardly," said Anne. "And I'm pretty sure you feel the same way."

"I...I guess I do," I admitted softly.

"Don't be ashamed of it girl! Being female kicks ass and you know it!"

Now I was the one doing the laughing because she was so totally right and I had just been dragging my heels, reluctant to admit it. I suppose hearing it from someone else sort of validated my own feelings, or at least made me feel like I wasn't alone.

"They say if you stay on that pill long enough you reach a point where you can't turn back, but that might just be bullshit," said Anne. "They also say that if you reach that point you start having periods and can even get knocked up so who knows? Maybe I'll have to start taking a different pill."

"Gosh, I never thought about anything like that," I said.

"Well, you might not want to, sweetie. Maybe when you're married to the boss and don't have to work anymore you'll want to get knocked up," Anne suggested with a grin.

"Oh, fuck! You're blowing my mind!" I said with mock exaggeration.

Sure I was in love with George, and deliriously happy to be his girlfriend, but we hadn't even seriously discussed living together yet, let alone getting married. I had to admit that being a bride did sound pretty damn appealing to me, but I wasn't going to marry someone just because I wanted to wear a kickass dress. And motherhood...holy crap...I had thought about that in a curiosity sort of way, but if it could actually happen that was something I'd need some time to seriously contemplate.

The main thing was I could see Anne's point. It might create some technical difficulties to change your gender without going through the "normal" process, but if you just refused to change back there didn't seem to be much anyone could do to make you. It didn't seem like you could legally force someone to go back to being a man once they had already become a woman, and if taking the pill long enough actually made the change permanent then it would be utterly ridiculous for anyone to even try.

The timing of our little conversation was especially nice because Anne and I were scheduled to do our first joint webcam session together in a couple of days. She had always been my friend but now I felt even closer to her. The feminine bond was particularly strong and I really couldn't wait to engage in some rowdy girl play with her.

George didn't seem to mind at all, in fact he said he planned to watch, which I suppose wasn't all that surprising. He was a man after all, and I knew what they were like and how much they enjoyed seeing hot lesbians doing each other. The fact that he had done both of us would only make it all the more arousing I imagined.

It kind of turned into a wrestling match as both of us seemed to want to top the other for some reason, even though we were both man-loving girlies who would happily bottom for anyone with a cock. Maybe there was some of that old male competitiveness left in us but when Anne managed to get the strap on attached to herself and starting fucking me from behind I just let her win the contest and moaned happily as she banged the hell out of me and made me cum all over her fake dick. We made a ton of money that night and I challenged her to a rematch which she happily accepted.

Some of the girls had already started doing sessions with guys, but I wasn't sure if I wanted to do that now that I was in a relationship. I figured that I could probably separate work from reality, and George didn't seem too worried about the idea of letting me get boned by someone on camera, but it didn't feel right to me. We hadn't made any rules about fidelity but I knew what my heart was telling me. That's when I came up with a marvelously wicked idea.

"You want me to fuck you on camera?" said George in a rather incredulous tone of voice.

"Yeah, why not? Lots of girls fuck their boyfriends on webcams," I pointed out.

"True, but I'm not a performer," I said.

"Oh, I'll bet I can make you perform just fine," I said as I began to rub his crotch.

"That's not what I meant."

"You should try it, at least once. Management should always know what sort of working conditions they're asking their employees to be subjected to. I've heard about rich CEOs working in the mailroom for a day just to see what it's like at the bottom of the totem pole. You've got a great body and a fantastic cock and you fuck like a porn star already. Hell, all you've got to do is sit there while I give you head if you want."

"You're far too clever and I can't really argue with anything you've said," George finally sighed rather heavily. "And you know I can't deny you anything you want...especially when you've got your hand down my pants."

"You're such a pushover," I teased as I pulled out his cock and began to blow him in the office like the good old days.

"Well, I expect my share of the tips," said George, trying to gain at least some measure of manly control over the situation.

I didn't bother to say anything in reply. I was happy to let him be the king in the bedroom but we both knew that I could get my way easily enough in most things if I wanted to apply my feminine wiles. I didn't want to be some bossy bitch with a henpecked boyfriend but sometimes a few tears at the right moment, or a little sexual persuasion could stave off a messy argument. That was just one of the benefits of being a woman. There were obviously downsides too so I figured I was entitled to redress the balance whenever I could by whatever means I had at my disposal. That was just my female prerogative.


CHAPTER 20:

As you probably have already guessed our little cam session together went swimmingly well. Honestly I don't know who they could have brought in who would have done a better job of fucking me anyway. We were so completely on the same page sexually that it was almost scary.

I never did get around to prostituting myself out to my friends, which was probably just as well. It was a big enough shock when they found out I had legally transitioned to female and was living with a man. It was a shock to my family too, but fortunately nobody freaked out, in front of my face at any rate. There may have been some anguished conversations about where they had gone wrong in raising me, but on the whole my parents weren't losing a son as much as gaining a daughter so it wasn't a complete disaster.

George had paid to get a lawyer to make all the paperwork happen, and I used my feminine wiles again to get him to do the same for Anne while we were at it. It seemed like the least I could do to thank Anne for all her help and guidance in showing me the way to womanhood.

Although I didn't really have to work anymore, since George was happy to support me, I had absolutely no desire to quit just yet. I loved my job, perhaps even more now that I knew I wasn't pretending about my gender. And I'm sure George didn't mind too much because I was clearly his biggest earner and I think it sort of turned him on to peek in on my channel and see me driving all those men wild knowing that I would be coming home with him horny as hell and ready to unleash all that sexual energy I had stored up.

As far as marriage and babies and all of that it wasn't pressing on me at the moment. If George proposed I would accept, and if we wanted to start a family down the line I would happily be the mother of his children, if the time was right.

I had no idea when I came to interview for an "exciting, good-paying job with excellent benefits and flexible hours," and met George for the first time, that my whole life was going to change in such a drastic and beautiful way. Instead of just finding a job I found that my true calling in life was to be a woman, and probably a wife and mother someday. Thank goodness I answered that call.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I'm such a hopeless romantic! I had a slightly different story in mind when I started writing this, one that would lead to Jennifer being drawn into more overt prostitution by a kind of devious boss. But somewhere along the line I got more interested in Jennifer and George having a positive romantic relationship so the whole thing goes in a much more upbeat direction. I just like to see my girls happy at the end whenever I can, just as I'd like to see everybody happy I suppose.
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