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CHAPTER 1:

Eddie Bowinger was a damn fine songwriter, a decent guitarist and a mediocre vocalist at best. He was also not blessed with great looks or a ton of charisma. Still the songs he heard in his head drove him forward with one burning ambition...to become a star. Not a successful composer or the dude who backed up some other singer in a band, but a front man in his own right.

The urge was incredibly powerful and hard to shake. He'd try telling himself that Dylan didn't have a strong voice in the traditional sense but still became a legend. There were lots of other singers who got by without great looks but for whatever reason it just wasn't working for him. People seemed to like his songs. It wasn't hard to get into a band with a collection of original tunes and some decent chops on the guitar but someone else always wanted to sing those songs and it drove Eddie insane.

Yes, it was his words and music that people were dancing to or applauding for but after the gig the girls all wanted to fuck the lead singer, not the chubby guitar player with the crappy haircut who stood quietly off to one side and stared at his guitar all night instead of making eye contact with the audience.

His frumpy looks were especially a problem these days when music artists were expected to look good on television. He might be able to peddle his tunes in some small backwoods coffee house but what he craved was national attention. The pain of longing was so intense sometimes that he actually wondered whether he wanted to continue living or not if he couldn't achieve his dream.

It was on one of those fateful occasions when he uttered the words that have been spoken in many Faustian legends before, in one form or another...I would sell my soul to become a rock star.

Suddenly a large dark man in an all black suit was asking him for a light for his cigarette. Eddie hadn't noticed the man leaning up against a lamppost but it was dark and the guy was all dressed in black.

"I'm sorry, I don't smoke," said Eddie as he mechanically rummaged through his pockets knowing full well there were no matches.

"Good for you," the man replied cheerfully. "It's not especially good for a singer to smoke."

Somehow the cigarette in the man's hand seemed to light itself which caused Eddie to stare in wonder. Maybe it was one of those electronic cigarettes he thought, but if so, why did the guy want a light? The other thing that astounded Eddie was the fact that the man had guessed he was a singer so he inquired as to how he knew.

"I thought I heard you saying something about wanting to be a rock star," the man explained casually.

"Did I say that out loud? Shit, I don't even remember that," said Eddie shaking his head.

"But that is what you want?"

"Yeah, I suppose. Who doesn't?"

"Everybody wants something I suppose. But not everybody is willing to pay the price to get it," the man pointed out.

"Hey, I work my ass off," Eddie protested.

"I'm sure you do son, but sometimes that ain't enough. Am I right? You work and work and work and all that work just gets you nowhere. Sometimes you feel like you need a little help."

"You mean like a manager?"

"Something like that," the man chuckled. "What you really need is a break. An opportunity that opens doors for you and makes the path easier."

"I sure do but that's not easy, especially when you don't have any contacts and you're not exactly the kind of personality that gets spotted by talent agents sitting by a pool somewhere. I've got the skill but not the looks."

"Oh I know you have skills...I can feel it. I have an instinct for that sort of thing," said the man taking a deep drag from his cigarette.

"Are you in the business?" asked Eddie.

"I'm in all kinds of businesses but the entertainment industry is one of my specialties you might say. I've helped a lot of young artists get their careers off the ground."

"Yeah? Well how do you do it? Do you set up meetings for people or help them get demos made or what?"

"My way is much easier than all that noise. I just take someone who's got the drive but not the tools and give them that extra special something they need," explained the man with a grin.

"And just how the hell do you do that?"

"Now you're getting it!"

"What are you talking about?"

"Selling your soul baby, that's what I'm talking about. That's what you said isn't it? That was the deal we had on the table."

"Deal? What deal? I was just muttering to myself. I don't want to really sell my soul to the devil," Eddie stammered.

"Why not?"

"Well because it sounds bad, that's why!"

"People do it all the time, baby. It's no big thing. How do you think most of these big shots get started? Politics...sports...music...business...whatever. It's a fair trade. What do you care about your soul anyway? Can you see it? Can you touch it? How do you know you even have one?" the man asked slyly.

"Well if I don't have one how can I sell it?" Eddie shot back.

"Call it a leap of faith on my part," the man chuckled. "You give me what I want and I'll give you what you want. Simple as that."

"You'll make me a rock star?"

"I'll make it easy for you to be one, let's put it that way. If you've really got the desire and the ambition I can give you everything else you need to complete the package."

"So just how would this thing work?"

"Just meet me at the crossroads at the stroke of midnight on any full moon. That's easy enough to remember isn't it? Don't forget to bring your guitar with you if you want some instant proof of your new skills," the man suggested.

"And you'll just show up like magic?" Eddie said incredulously.

"Just like I did tonight my man. The old crossroads at midnight on a full moon. If you want it bad enough I'll be there to provide it."


CHAPTER 2:

The whole idea was insane but Eddie couldn't stop thinking about it. There was just something about that guy that made the whole concept seem plausible for some reason. It probably wouldn't do any real harm to find out if it was on the level. Religion had never meant anything special to him. Music was his religion. If this guy could really open doors for him why not take a shot? What did he have to lose? His soul? What was that? How would that be collected? Hopefully it wouldn't be for a long time anyway. The main thing was to enjoy the here and now wasn't it? If he could make his dreams come true why not do it? He didn't really believe in a afterlife anyway so selling his soul didn't seem like that big of a deal. Of course if he was wrong and went to hell for eternity that would kind of suck but even so it might be worth it for what he got in return.

He checked the calendar and found that the next full moon was about a week away. That gave him time to think it over and change his mind if he came up with any good reasons for not wanting to go through with it. As it turned out he couldn't really come up with any arguments against at least going to the crossroads to see if the guy actually showed up. Presumably there would be some kind of formal agreement or contract or something so there would hopefully be a chance to back out at the last minute if he really wanted to.

Everyone in these parts knew where the crossroads were. It was just a remote intersection of two rural roads that had no formal names, or none that anyone could agree upon at any rate. It was the kind of place where drug deals went down on dark nights or kids would go on a dare because the place was supposed to be haunted. Maybe this whole thing was some elaborate practical joke that someone was pulling on him but he really didn't have that many close friends who would probably bother with such a prank.

With guitar in hand he made sure to arrive in plenty of time and just fooled around with a new composition he was working on while he waited for midnight. It was kind of spooky to be out there all alone but the full moon at least illuminated the area quite well so that he could see if anyone was lurking about.

What he didn't see was exactly how the man made his appearance right at midnight on the dot. Eddie had been looking at his fret board but he was still startled by the suddenness of the man's arrival. He had made no sound at all.

"Well you didn't wait long to make up your mind did you?" the man said jovially. "And you brought your guitar along too. That's just fine. In a few moments you'll be making sounds with that instrument that will blow your mind baby."

"So how does this work exactly? Is this some sign my name in blood sort of thing?" Eddie asked suspiciously.

"No way man, that sounds nasty! You just hand me your guitar and let me tune it for you. When I hand it back and you strike that first chord the deal will be done. Simple as that," the man explained.

"And I'll be a better guitar player?"

"Baby you'll be the best! You will play that thing like you've never played before. And you're singing voice will be a thing of beauty, I promise you."

"What about my looks? That's always been kind of a problem for me. I don't really look like a star," Eddie admitted sadly.

"You will, trust me, you will. You will be the sexiest thing on two legs. And songs will come to you like rainwater falling in a barrel. And personality...don't even get me started on personality! You will charm the socks off everyone you meet. Armed with all of that nothing will be able to stop you," the man said enthusiastically.

"All that from just tuning my guitar?"

"That's right. So what do you say? Do we have a deal?"

"Sure, why the hell not?"

Eddie handed over his guitar and the man took it very carefully into his hands. Eddie thought that he had tuned it pretty well before but this guy seemed to have a great ear. He listened to each string very closely and made the tiniest of adjustments until he was completely satisfied and handed the instrument back to its owner.

"Give it a whack baby!" the man instructed.

Eddie took a deep breath and struck a chord on the guitar. Immediately he felt a strange sensation take hold of his body and it felt like he was being pushed and prodded from the inside. It was so sudden and shocking that he almost dropped the guitar. He actually doubled over in pain for a moment but what he saw soon caused him to stand upright with a jolt. He had tits! There wasn't any question about it. There were female breasts protruding from his body.

"What the hell is going on here?" he shrieked, but the voice was not his own.

"You know what exactly is going on her sweetie. You're becoming the perfect engine of your dreams. I've given you all the things you need to be the star you've always dreamed of being," the man said with a raspy voice that was quite sinister.

"But...but I'm a girl!" Eddie protested.

"You are at that baby. And one fine looking bitch if I do say so myself."

"That wasn't part of the deal."

"Who says it wasn't? You never said anything about objecting to the idea. What do you care? Sing something. Go on...sing!"

Eddie had no desire to sing at the moment but for some reason he felt compelled to comply with the request. He started to sing the new song he had been working on and found to his amazement that it was all finished. Not exactly the way he had been imagining it but even better. What was more amazing was the sound coming from his throat. It was a female voice but the most amazing voice he had ever heard. As he played he gained more confidence and found his fingers flying across the fret board with ease. Everything was easy. Everything was beautiful. Everything was perfect...except for the fact the he wasn't a he anymore.

The devil, if that's truly what he was, gave him a nice ovation at the end of the song and then began to unfasten his pants. Eddie stared in disbelief as it appeared that the man was going to expose himself.

"I knew you had skills locked up inside you. You just needed me to bring them out and show them off. Now let's see what other kind of skills you've got baby."

"What are you saying?" Eddie almost whispered, afraid of the answer.

"I'm talking about you sucking my cock girl! What do you think I'm saying?"

"I can't do that...I mean...I never would. I'm not really a girl!" Eddie shouted.

"Could have fooled me. You got tits and a pussy so if that doesn't make you a girl what does it make you?" the devil chortled. "Now stop fooling around and get over here and blow me bitch I haven't got all night."

"You can't make me do that."

"Sure I can. I own you now I can do whatever I damn well please with your tight little body whenever I want it. Just be glad I'm in a good mood or I'd be shoving my big dick up your ass right now for wasting my time. What do you think I do with all those souls? Sit around some lake of fire jabbing them with a pitchfork? I want quality tail honey. I want some action!"

Eddie tried to run but instead his feet moved him closer to the devil. It was an irresistible impulse. Everything in his mind told him to flee but his body went straight for the man's erection.

"Don't fret your pretty little head over something like this baby. If you want to make it in show business you're going to be down on your knees in somebody's office sometime. Might as well get used to it. Better to develop a taste for it now if you can."

With that the devil put his hand on Eddie's head and slowly forced his cock into Eddie's mouth, which was wide open for some reason although he couldn't imagine why.


CHAPTER 3:

"Tell the truth now baby, if some dude offered you a record contract in exchange for a BJ you'd suck him off wouldn't you?"

Eddie was still busy with the devil's cock in his mouth so it was impossible to answer. Unfortunately he knew the truth and he knew that he probably would blow a guy if that's what he had to do to succeed. His ambition was pretty boundless.

The horror of putting another man's penis in his mouth wasn't as bad as he had been expecting. Maybe the devil was right. Maybe he really was a girl now so technically he wasn't doing anything gay by blowing this man. Yes, he was sucking on Satan's pecker and some people might view that as worse than being gay but at the moment it was all happening so fast that it was hard to believe that any of it was real.

The taste of hot cum slamming into his mouth jolted him back to reality quick enough. It was the thickest, stickiest thing he had ever tasted and it was hard not to gag. It was like having yogurt shot into his throat from a firehouse. The devil laughed and pulled Eddie's head away so that he could see the jizz dripping from his lips.

"Good girl! You're a natural little cocksucker, aren't you? Now that wasn't so bad was it?"

"No, I guess not," Eddie whimpered in a soft voice.

"You liked it, didn't you? No point in lying to me. I'll bet if I stick my hand in your panties they'll be soaking wet. Nothing to be ashamed of honey. You're a girl now, that's what you're supposed to do. Now let's get the rest of our business taken care of so I can split this scene."

"What sort of business?"

"Well for starters you need to come up with a new identity. Eddie Bowinger is gone, baby, he's just gone and he ain't never coming back. You pick a name and I'll see to it that you have all the necessary documents and so forth on file."

"What about people who know me?"

"Nobody's going to know you as anything other than what you appear to be now sweetie. How could they? You don't look the same and you don't sound the same. Who would believe you even if you tried to tell them, which I advise you not to do. When you walk away from here you walk into a whole new life."

"I have no idea what to call myself."

"Something with pizzazz baby. Something that fits a star," the man suggested. "Something that sparkles...like Crystal maybe."

"Crystal...that's not bad. I think I like it. How about...Crystal Collins?"

"Yeah baby that suits you just fine. From this moment on you are a girly girl named Crystal Collins and the world is your oyster."

"I'm a girl. That's going to take some getting used to."

"You already passed the first test with flying colors. The rest is all a piece of cake," joked the devil. "Now you just go about your business as if this was the most normal thing in the world and I promise you doors will open. Just remember that I own you and anytime I want you I will have you. Anytime...anywhere. Is that understood?"

"Yes sir," Crystal replied meekly.

"That's good because I don't need no troublesome bitches on my hands. I've got enough of them already. You behave and we'll get along just fine."

"So that's it?"

"Unless you want to bend over and get that tight little ass of yours stretched out I can't think of anything else you could do for me at the moment. Just run along home little girl and start planning your future. And you don't have to thank me. I'll make it worth my while I promise you."

With that the man was gone as mysteriously as he had appeared. Crystal stood alone in the road suddenly feeling very frightened and vulnerable. She touched her breasts for the first time and gave them a good squeeze. They certainly seemed real enough. Her hand shot into her pants and with a little wiggling found a moist gash where a penis had once been. The man was right...she was definitely wet. She hadn't even noticed that at the time.

She wanted to get to a mirror as quickly as possible. She was a girl, that much was certain, but was she really a hot-looking girl? That had all kinds of career possibilities. A band fronted by a cute chick was much easier to get gigs for, that was one thing she knew for sure. A cute chick who could actually sing and play guitar...well was a huge bonus. This crazy idea just might work out after all.

It was a fairly long walk back to where she had left her car but she was so keyed up and excited that it didn't take much effort to get there. The rearview mirror was her first glimpse of her new face and she liked what she saw but she needed a better view. As she got behind the wheel there was a moment of panic as she worried that she might get pulled over by a cop and have to explain her lack of a driver's license. Suddenly she remembered what the devil had said and pulled out her wallet, which was still in her back pocket where she had placed it before leaving her house. Much to her surprise and relief she found that it was now in the name of Crystal Collins and the picture was of a very pretty girl with blonde hair. Even in the crappy little photo she looked good she thought. That was very encouraging.

When she got home she glanced at the mail she had tossed on the kitchen table. It was now all addressed to her new name. Apparently that son-of-a-bitch wasn't kidding about taking care of all the loose ends. Eddie was just gone and who would really miss him?

Crystal headed for the bathroom, stripping off her clothes as fast as she could. Soon she was standing naked in front of her mirror staring with a mixture of joy and terror. Could this be real? She was gorgeous! She was one of the hottest girls she had ever seen. She turned and twisted to try and get a view from every possible angle but they all looked good from where she was standing.

The horror came from the sudden realization that she knew absolutely nothing about being a woman and she was now completely alone in the world. She had no past and no friends or family. She didn't know how to wear makeup or how to shop for women's clothing. She knew nothing about feminine hygiene or how her own body worked. Most women spent a lifetime being girls and growing into womanhood but she had always been a boy and was now suddenly thrust into a whole new world.

And she had sucked cock! The taste of cum was still in her mouth. She scrambled to find some mouthwash to rinse the taste away. She may be stuck in a female body but that didn't mean she now found men attractive...did it? She had to admit that giving head was more exciting than terrible. Of course she was under the devil's spell and had no choice. Hadn't she tried to run away? She was forced to blow him. Still the feeling of that warm flesh in her mouth and the power surging from it was a strange turn on.

Eddie had never really experienced much sexual activity. Being shy and kind of awkward didn't tend to make him a chick magnet. A lot of guys play guitar or join a band to become more attractive to women but with Eddie it never seemed to work. He could write poetry for a girlfriend if he ever had a girlfriend but usually he just pined away in secret for one girl or another.

Well there was no reason to be shy anymore. With this killer face and body and all of that musical talent she could strut her stuff proudly in front of anyone. It wasn't the way she had pictured it perhaps but in time it would probably all become natural. How hard could it be to be a woman? Aside from the sex stuff it couldn't be that different she thought. And who says she had to fuck men anyway? She could still like girls. Of course she might have to service her master once in a while but that was part of her bargain it didn't have to be part of her lifestyle.

The main thing now was to figure out how to exploit this opportunity as quickly as possible. She needed a plan. Of course at the moment the only plan she had was to stick a finger in her pussy and masturbate. She was dying to know how it felt as a girl. There would be plenty of time for career planning after a nice orgasm or two.


CHAPTER 4:

Eddie's parents had both died in a car crash about two years ago. He had inherited the house and there had been some insurance money that he had been living off of ever since. It wouldn't last forever but there was still a nest egg in the bank.

Crystal knew that she would have to get out of this hick place pretty soon if she really wanted to launch her career but first she needed a test drive to see how her new skills would go over in front of an audience. There was an open microphone night at a local bar where anyone could get up onstage and do a couple of songs. Eddie had performed there a couple of times without much success but Crystal thought it might be the perfect place to make her debut quietly.

She needed some clothes, that was for sure, but she had no idea what size she was. She rummaged around and found an old tape measure and tried to get her basic dimensions. She appeared to be about 36-25-37. Not too shabby she thought. She guessed she was about a "C" cup based on the porn stars she could compare herself to but it was only an educated guess. At least it was something to start with.

A trip to the store to buy clothes seemed like kind of a hassle but for some reason she sort of looked forward to it this time. Maybe it was just the fact that she had such a nice body to put those clothes on for a change. There wasn't much Eddie could do to look sexy but Crystal had all the curves in just the right places. She'd need every day kind of stuff but she also wanted to get something nice to wear onstage for her performance.

Her bra size estimate proved to be quite accurate and soon she was standing in a changing room strapping on her first piece of female underwear. It actually made her kind of hot just to fasten the damn thing on and jiggle her boobs appropriately to make sure they fit well. It was going to take some getting used to having to wear this kind of harness all the time but it sure made her tits look nice and perky.

She ended up spending way longer than she had planned to and bought much more than anticipated but it had all been very fun and exciting. Clothes just looked so damn good on her new body! And they felt good too. Some of the fabrics were so soft and silky. Clothes had never meant much before but she could begin to understand why women seemed to enjoy shopping so much.

When she got home she just grabbed everything in her closet and tossed it all into big plastic garbage bags. She would drop them off at the local Salvation Army thrift store sometime soon. She obviously had no use for male attire anymore.

It had felt a little strange walking into the store looking like she did now but she quickly realized that no one else had a clue that there was something odd about her. She was just a girl doing some shopping. She didn't look anything like a man dressed as a woman because all traces of her former masculinity were long gone.

Perhaps the fact that Eddie had never been terribly happy or confident as a man made it a little easier for Crystal to accept the reality of her new gender. Being attractive was such a kick! Whether she would be able to cash in on her bargain and really become a star remained to be seen but she felt more prepared to tackle the challenge now.

It was weird walking into the club she had hung out in so many times before. There was still the nervousness in the pit of her stomach she always had before going onstage but this time it was for an entirely different reason. What if someone recognized her? What if she didn't go over well? She had paid a huge price to get this career boost and it had better work.

As she took the stage she was startled by the whistles and catcalls from the men in the audience. She was sporting a miniskirt, boots and a cool tank top and looked very sexy but it had never occurred to her that it might generate that kind of open response. Well at least they weren't laughing at her.

She took a deep breath and stepped up to the microphone with her guitar ready for action. It was the moment of truth and there was no point in turning back now.

"Hello there. My name is Crystal Collins and I'd like to sing a couple of my original compositions for you."

The moment she struck the first chord she felt the electricity she had felt out at the crossroads but without the physical sickness of the transformation. She was connected to some kind of powerful energy and she sang and played like she had never done before. She was absolutely on fire and the audience was hooked from the beginning.

People were usually only given time for a song or two but the crowd kept demanding more so she obliged. So this is what it felt like to be loved she thought. All of those happy people staring up at her with smiles on their faces. All of the clapping and cheering. It was exactly what she had always wanted.

When she finished she was surrounded by men. Everyone wanted to talk to her or sit with her or buy her a drink. The owner of the bar offered her a gig on the coveted Saturday night slot right on the spot. She would be able to do a whole evening of her music and get paid for it too! Was this really happening?

She didn't know what to do with all the men but she did enjoy the attention. They were all so obvious about their intentions that it almost made her laugh. Were men always that transparent? Eddie had never been much of a flirt or a pickup artist so it was kind of funny to hear the lines these guys were springing on her.

"Hey baby, I bet we could make beautiful music together."

"You look as fine as you sing."

"Where have you been hiding?"

"I've got an instrument you could play."

"Your voice gets me hard."

"You new in town? Want someone to show you around?"

There was no end to the variations on the same theme it appeared. Those who were trying to be clever worked some musical reference in and others were more blunt but the bottom line was the same. They all wanted to fuck her.

Not that she had any intention of fucking anyone but just for fun she tried to pick out a guy she thought was attractive just to see if she could do it. What made a man attractive anyway? His face? His body? His hair? The way he was dressed? His personality? They all just sort of seemed alike to her. A bunch of horny dudes in a hot bar jockeying for a chance to ride the cute filly who had flaunted her charms in front of them. That was a strange power to wield and kind of intoxicating. Dangerous, but intoxicating.

She opted to make her excuses and go home alone that night but her mind was full of curiosity. It might not be the end of the world to go to bed with a man sometime but why risk spoiling the mood of the evening? The love she got from the audience was better than any sex could ever be.


CHAPTER 5:

Her Saturday night session was another resounding success. Many of the same suitors who were there on open microphone night returned for another glimpse and hopefully another shot at bedding the beauty. As Crystal sang and gazed out at the audience she could actually feel the manly heat rising up to meet her. They were enjoying her act but she could tell that a hell of a lot of them where undressing her with their eyes. They were imagining scenarios where she would suck their cocks in the front seat of the car or spread her legs for them in their bedroom or bend over for their pleasure in the alley behind the bar. Horny men come in a variety of flavors. Some want it romantic and some want it quick and dirty but they all want it one way or another.

Strangely enough it wasn't all happiness and sunshine seeing her material go over so well. These were the same songs that she had played in this same bar and many other places as well but they never got this kind of response. Did it really make that much of a difference that they were being sung by a hot chick? Apparently it did. Of course her voice was much better too, she reminded herself. Maybe if the devil had just made her an attractive man with a great voice the results would have been the same.

Why did the devil turn her into a girl? Just to get laid? That didn't seem very likely. Was it supposed to be part of the punishment? With some guys being forced into womanhood would probably be a form of torture but Crystal wasn't finding it all that bad so far. Of course she had only been a girl for a very short amount of time. Perhaps things got worse as you went along.

She was taking a break between sets when she decided to use the bathroom. Out of force of habit she instinctively headed for the men's room but caught herself just as she was putting her hand on the door. Correcting her mistake she headed into the appropriate restroom and looked around in confusion for a moment. Public men's rooms usually had urinals but girls obviously didn't pee standing up so it was all enclosed stalls. She was wearing a skirt again so it wasn't too hard to get properly situated although it was still a little strange to piss sitting down all the time.

As she went to wash her hands she glanced into the mirror and was shocked to see the grinning face of the devil standing behind her. She turned around hoping that it was a trick of her mind but the man was indeed right there in the bathroom.

"Damn baby don't you look fine! You take to being a girly like a duck to water."

"Hey, I've got to get back for my next set," Crystal protested.

"Sure you do honey but first you got a little something else to do. Now you just turn around and grab onto that sink real tight," instructed the devil.

"What if someone comes in here?"

"They won't baby, don't worry about that. And even if they did it doesn't really matter. You're job is to do what I want when I want remember? Now turn around and stick out your ass."

Crystal did as she was told. She was again compelled to by a force that she seemed to have no control over. Once she was facing the sink she felt her skirt being hiked up and her panties being pulled down.

"Is it going to hurt?" she whispered in a soft shaky voice.

"Not at all baby. It's going to slide in all nice and easy."

She took a deep breath and then gasped as she felt his enormous pecker inching its way into her tight virgin box.

"Hey that hurts! You lied!" she cried out.

"Yeah I do that sometimes," the devil chuckled in reply. "Now less talking and more fucking honey. Move those hips and dance on my dick!"

It did hurt but it got easier to take as it went along. In fact it kind of went from hurting to feeling pretty good in no time. It was shocking to be violated this way in a public place and she was terrified that someone would walk in on them but she assumed the devil was working his magic to keep the door locked or something.

As the devil grunted and groaned she couldn't help but look into the mirror to steal a glance at his face. He was so intense and driven. It was frightening but exciting too. It was so damn kinky to be doing something like this.

She tried to be as quiet as possible but it wasn't working. Her little cries had turned into big whimpers and now she felt on the verge of screaming for some reason. Maybe it was the fear or the embarrassment of the situation but it didn't seem like it. It just seemed to be a natural and inevitable expression of the sensation she was having throughout her entire body.

"Yeah baby, yeah that's good. You're starting to get the hang of it," the devil hissed as he took hold of her hair and tugged it hard.

"Oh God!" Crystal moaned.

"Not God baby but your new master. The sooner you learn to worship me the more good I can do you and the more fun we'll both have."

Worship him? That was a strange thought. Once the deal had been made she had tried not to think about this guy at all. She knew of course that she was available at his beck and call but she never assumed he would turn up to collect so soon.

Of course as he pumped her from behind with a savage fury and she could feel every fiber of her being catch fire it would be hard to deny that she was deriving some serious pleasure from the experience. Maybe it was just the newness or the fact that she hadn't really known what sex was like before but at the moment it was a kaleidoscope of sensations.

She screamed and didn't care who might be listening outside. She was compelled to, if not by Satan's black magic than by the magic of having a hard cock in her pussy and a man who knew how to fill her to the brim.

Soon that was literally true as the devil began to unload inside her with a powerful gush of hot spurts. There was so much cum in her pussy that it was leaking out. It was an incredible feeling. When Eddie shot his wad during masturbation it was always just kind of an embarrassing mess but this was how it was supposed to be done. This was where a man was supposed to deposit his cum. She had a feeling she would be getting a lot more deposits of this kind in the future, if not from her master than from any number of horny boys who would kill for the chance to shoot it inside her.

"Not bad baby girl...for a beginner. Did I pop your cherry?" the devil asked as he stuffed his dick away.

"I guess you did," Crystal replied, although quite out of breath.

"Well they say you always remember your first," the devil chortled. "Now straighten up your clothes and run along now. You've got another set to play. And what are you doing hanging around this dump anyway? I thought you wanted to be a star."

"I do," said Crystal as she pulled her panties back up.

"Then go where the action is honey. Go where the action is!"


CHAPTER 6:

Go where the action is. That had sounded like very good advice so that's exactly what Crystal had done. She sold her house, which gave her a nice chunk of change to work with, and moved to Los Angeles. She found a fairly modest apartment in North Hollywood that wasn't in a terrible neighborhood and set about trying to figure out what to do next.

Just being in such a big city after a life spent out in the sticks was a major head rush for Crystal. There were so many people and so many cars. She knew Hollywood wasn't exactly the magical place of legend that it used to be but it was still fun to walk around Hollywood Boulevard and take in all the sights.

She learned pretty quickly that she had to be careful about how she dressed. On the stage her slutty/sexy image worked great but on the streets of Hollywood it just made people think she was a hooker. Well, it was nice to know she could always fall back on that line of work if the music thing didn't pan out she joked to herself. Still it was kind of creepy to have strange men ask her on the street how much she charged for a blowjob. She could understand the urge. Eddie would have paid to get head if he could have worked up the courage to actually go through with it. Getting girls to put out seemed to be the Holy Grail of manhood and Eddie was not much of a crusader.

A lot of the famous Hollywood clubs were gone now or changed into something else but there was still a lot of live music to be found all over the area. What Crystal really wanted to do was put a band together but she didn't know anyone out here and wasn't sure how to go about finding musicians. She also would need a place to rehearse a band as her small apartment would never do.

When she accompanied herself at the bar she just used her acoustic guitar but in bands she used to play an electric one. The one she had was kind of old and getting a little thrashed so she decided to treat herself to a new axe.

Guitar Center was a popular national chain but the original store on Sunset in Hollywood was very famous. Almost everyone who was anyone had come through those doors at some point in their career. The "Rock Wall" in the store immortalized hundreds of the greats and Crystal desperately wanted to be up there someday.

A gorgeous girl in a guitar store tends to get a lot of attention but when that girl sits down and begins to absolutely shred on the guitar she instantly becomes the belle of the ball. She had been drawn to a Paul Reid Smith Custom 22 and was really putting it through its paces. It had a quilted maple veneer over a mahogany back and sides and was done in a tobacco finish. It was love at first sight. It was a little pricey at over $700 but Crystal was still rolling in dough from the sale of her house and a good guitar was a career investment, not just a fun plaything.

"You're really good. How long have you been playing?"

The question was posed by a young man with a stubble sort of beard and long black curly hair. He was apparently a salesman.

"Oh since I was a kid," Crystal replied turning down the volume on the amp a bit.

"You don't look that old to me. It's hard to imagine someone that young playing that well. You must have quite a gift," the young man said as he flashed a very winning smile.

"I'm pretty dedicated to my music I guess you could say," Crystal answered as she felt herself blushing slightly.

It was nice to be noticed and singled out for your skills, especially by a cute guy like this. Had she really just thought that? A cute guy? Where did that come from? He was just a guy like any other guy trying to get in her pants with a pickup line only this time he was also trying to make a sale. Still for some reason Crystal thought that if this guy played his cards right he might accomplish both goals.

They exchanged some small talk about guitars and what sort of music they liked and they seemed to have a pretty good foundation of similar tastes. That was always a good thing when musicians got together because passions tended to run pretty hot when the question of likes and dislikes came up. One person's favorite band was easily someone else's idea of total crap. You could step on toes pretty fast whenever musicians started talking about their influences.

Crystal realized that George, as the boy was named, was flirting with her but she didn't really mind it. In fact she also realized that she was starting to flirt back. She hadn't come into this store to make a hookup but she didn't know anybody else in Los Angeles and this guy seemed really cool.

"You know, I've only been in town for a couple of weeks and I don't have any friends out here. I don't suppose you know of any good places to hear live music do you?" Crystal said, baiting her hook.

"Yeah I know a few. Some of them are kind of hike from here but if you don't mind driving I could tell you where to find them," George replied happily.

"The thing is I'm still kind of confused by this whole freeway business. If you had some time free sometime maybe you could take me to some of your favorite spots," Crystal suggested.

"Yeah, sure I'd love to. I think there's a bunch of places you might enjoy."

For George it was a dream come true. A smoking babe who kicked ass on guitar and liked the same music had actually invited him to take her out...and she bought a $700 guitar to boot! This was definitely his lucky day. He decided to buy some lottery tickets on the way home.

For Crystal it had all been a bit of a surprise. She still didn't know why she thought this guy was cute but she did none the less. She wasn't really fantasizing about having sex with him or anything but he was pleasing enough to look at and easy to talk to. She was lonely as hell and anxious for some kind of companionship.

The only love Crystal was thinking about at the moment was the love she felt for her new guitar. Musical instruments tend to be very personal things that almost seem like living creatures in a way. The bond between instrument and player can be very strong indeed.

When George came to pick her up she was actually pretty excited. She had gone alone to the other clubs she had visited so far and spent most of her time fending off advances from various strange men. This time she felt better having a shield of sorts. Guys would assume that they were a couple and be far less aggressive about hitting on her, at least while George was within hearing range.

The first place they went was kind of dead that evening and neither one of them was crazy about the band so they drove out into the Valley to a spot that was much more happening when they arrived. You couldn't talk very well at a rock club except between sets but they had been chatting in the car quite freely and Crystal was having a very good time.

She hadn't totally thought of this as a date until George leaned over and kissed her. Her experiences with the devil had all been very raw and kind of surreal but this seemed so much more intimate. A couple of months ago she was a guy and the thought of locking lips with some other dude would have turned her stomach. Instead she now found herself opening her mouth and greeting George's tongue with her own.

As much as they were both enjoying the music they knew that they would enjoy each other's bodies even more and headed for the car. George had a roommate so they went to Crystal's house and began to seriously make out on the sofa.

George may have been kind of shy at the store allowing her to actually hit on him but now that he was in the saddle he definitely seemed to know how to ride. He pulled off her top and yanked her bra down so that her firm boobs popped out to greet him. They then received some serious attention. He seemed to really like her nipples, or nipples in general at any case, as he spent a good deal of time tweaking them and flicking them and biting and sucking them as well. Crystal had never really thought of nipples as anything special before but that was before she had the female version. Now they seemed like happy little buttons of joy just waiting to be pushed and played with.

"Are we going too fast?" George panted during a moment of clarity and caution.

"I don't know," Crystal answered sincerely. "What do you think?"

"I think I want you so bad I can barely breath."

"Well I don't want you passing out," Crystal joked.

"Why me? I mean, you could have anyone...absolutely anyone. We aren't you with some movie star or something?" George asked.

"I don't know any movie stars. I just know you. I haven't been disappointed so far."

George was filled with confidence as he scooped her up off the couch and carried her towards the bed. He may not have been a movie star but he was a pretty cool dude and he was there at the moment. If nothing else he scored a lot of points for just not being the devil.


CHAPTER 7:

Her legs were spread wide open as she lay on her back and waited for George to mount her. He had a nice dick, she thought. Not huge and terrifying like Satan's but a good human penis that stood up nice and hard with a little stimulation.

As he slipped his prick inside her she let out a moan. Not a moan of pain this time but of pleasant surprise. It was still a really unique thing to have someone put something that big and hard inside her body. What a mysterious little box of mystery a pussy is she thought. She didn't even know all of the names of the various parts of her vagina yet but she was learning very quickly that having a cock up in there felt pretty fucking great.

If George felt that she was out of his league he certainly didn't show it by the way he aggressively went to work on her. Or maybe it was exactly because he felt that way and thought he needed to work twice as hard to please her. Whatever he was thinking at the moment it was inspiring him to great bursts of energy and enthusiasm. Crystal liked looking at his face as he strained and grunted and as sweat began to drip from his forehead. She was in bed with a sweaty man who was banging her but it wasn't a nightmare at all. It felt completely natural and very sensual. She pulled his head down and kissed him deeply.

When he came up for air he began to squeeze her tits with both hands and his thrusting increased in speed. Crystal was really rocking now and suddenly she had a moment of panic and wonder as her whole body seemed to be convulsing and energy was shooting all the way out to her fingertips. She was having an orgasm! A genuine female orgasm! Holy cow was it ever going to end? Jacking off was usually a pretty quick thing with a definite conclusion and proof of completion but instead of feeling finished she felt like she was just getting started.

"Did you cum baby?" George managed to utter in a raspy voice.

"Oh yes indeed," Crystal replied with a huge smile on her face.

"Good. I don't think I can hold it much longer but I wanted to make sure you got off at least once before I came."

That seemed so sweet and gentlemanly to Crystal. What a thoughtful young man. She decided that she really should give him a blowjob sometime.

George wasn't kidding about not being able to hold it as barely had the words escaped his lips when thick steamy goo began to escape from his penis.

"You're on the pill, right?" George stammered with his last breath.

"What? Oh, oh yeah," Crystal responded rather blankly.

The pill! Holy shit! There was a man pumping semen into her and she had no protection whatsoever. She was gripped with panic but too far along in the throes of passion to let it break the spell completely. George was filling her up and grunting with each burst and she clutched his hair and looked at him deeply. She liked this feeling. She liked this guy. She wanted him to spend the whole night with her...but maybe she should stick to giving head the rest of the way just to be safe.

She didn't know if she could get pregnant. She probably could. Why not? She was a real woman wasn't she? Oh crap! The devil had cum inside her too! Was that all part of his evil plan? Was she some dupe in a Rosemary's Baby kind of thing? That was way too freaky to think about now while curled up next to a hot, sweaty man who had just made love to her. Maybe Satan did pop her cherry but this would always be her real first in her mind. The first time she wanted it and enjoyed it and felt something good about the experience, aside from some visceral pleasure.

Crystal had never really been in a relationship before. Certainly not as an adult. She wasn't sure if this was a relationship but it sort of felt like one, or the start of one at any rate. It was all so new, like so many other things these days. Just a funny random bit of luck that she walked into that store at the exact time he was working and they hit it off right away and hooked up so successfully. If she had gone to a Sam Ash store instead they probably never would have met or maybe she would have met someone else. All strange and interesting things to think about.

George did spend the night and they managed to refrain from any more vaginal sex for the evening concentrating on oral instead. George seemed to be a champion pussy licker although Crystal had nothing to really go by except the way he made her feel. Sucking George's cock was much easier than blowing the devil so she was able to handle it with some degree of ease and after a couple of hours they were both worn out and sound asleep in each other's arms.

She woke up before he did and decided to make breakfast for him. She wasn't much of a cook but she had been living on her own since her parents died and had at least learned how to make a halfway decent breakfast.

She would need some better lingerie if she was going to be entertaining gentlemen callers overnight she thought. They had just gotten naked and fallen into bed but it might be nice to have some sexy nightwear just in case.

They both really wanted to fuck again but George needed to get home and get ready for work and Crystal really needed to figure out how the hell you get on the pill so they just kissed each other goodbye and that was that.

Her first trip to a gynecologist was a bit of a shock. There was a little more than the old turn your head to the left and cough sort of thing going on but she did discover that she was indeed a healthy young woman capable of child bearing. That sure brought a heavy dose of responsibility with it she thought. She wondered whether being on the pill would do any good in case she was called upon to bear the spawn of Satan but figured the old devil was probably smart enough to know about contraception. She worried a lot more about getting knocked up by mortal men like George, especially since she planned to fuck him again very soon.

There was no point in holding back now. No reason to feign disgust at the sight of an erection. She was all female. She had the doctor's word on that. It wasn't just a costume or some kind of illusion she had instantly been transformed into a member of the other gender and that was all there was to it. Of course she would find men attractive, why wouldn't she? Just because she used to be one? Maybe Eddie was really a closeted homosexual or something, it really didn't matter anyway. Crystal was a woman and she had been profoundly moved by the experience of making love to a man. The main thing was not to let this romance business get in the way of her career. That was, after all, the whole point of selling her soul to the devil. Fortunately it looked like George would only be a help in that department and definitely not a hindrance.


CHAPTER 8:

George had a lot of contacts in the local music scene. He was a bit older than Crystal and had played in quite a few bands. His job at the Guitar Center also brought him into contact with a steady stream of musicians and he was the perfect guy to help Crystal organize a band and get it rolling.

It was actually a real kick to be in a relationship with someone while you both started a band together. Band members didn't even have to like each other or socialize outside of their band obligations but it sure seemed more fun to mix jamming and fucking together.

They found a rehearsal space to rent that wasn't too expensive and it allowed them to setup shop in a more professional environment. Crystal had ambitions that went way beyond the realm of the garage band and George could see her intensity and drive and was caught up in it. She seemed so positive that she was going to succeed despite being such a newbie in the business. Maybe she was just being naive but she sure had the talent, not that that was any guarantee of success.

George's roommate, Brett, was a bass player so he was the first to join the new group and soon they were auditioning drummers. Finding a really good drummer to play with a new band, particularly one that did primarily original tunes, was not all that easy even in a big city like Los Angeles. Veteran drummers tended to know every song under the sun and they liked to get paid. There was plenty of work for someone who had their shit together and a large catalog of popular tunes at their fingertips.

They did find a guy named Alfonso, who was pretty good and pretty laid back, and he seemed willing to go with the flow of whatever everyone else wanted to do. It was usually good to have someone like that in the band because egos and ambitions can get in the way of things and a voice of reason was often appreciated. Plus it was one less ego to clash with.

At the start it seemed like a very good working collaboration. Crystal would front the band and do most of the singing and also play guitar. They were featuring a heavy diet of her original compositions which meant that it was basically her band even if George had been the one to actually do the recruiting.

The fact that she and George were lovers hadn't gotten in the way of anything creative yet. George knew that she was the real talent in the band and he was also pretty much head over heels in love with her so it wasn't hard for him to yield authority to her despite his seniority in age and experience. Hell, he was just working in a guitar store but maybe if he hitched his wagon to her star he might finally be able to realize some of his own dreams.

For Crystal life was better than it had ever been before. She was working on her music every day and shaping a band exactly the way she wanted to. She was loving her new home and the marvelous weather. She had found a little family unit in these other musicians and she was involved in a romantic relationship for the first time ever. She certainly wasn't famous yet but she was definitely moving in the right direction.

She was also moving in another direction as George had invited her to move in with him. Since Brett was also in the band there didn't seem to be any objections and it allowed Crystal to save a little money by not having to maintain an apartment by herself. Now, with three members of the band all living together the opportunity for bonding was really increased.

Crystal, not having been a woman for terribly long, was kind of casual about the way she strolled around the house sometimes. Having to wear a shirt all the time was still not something she was accustomed to. It wasn't until one night when she jumped out of bed naked to go to the bathroom and bumped into Brett that she started to realize that she might need to cover up a little more.

She also started to notice the way Brett seemed to look at her all the time, especially when George wasn't there. They were friends and band mates and lived together so it was only natural that they would be friendly towards each other but Crystal began to suspect that it might be a little more than that.

One day when George was at work Crystal found Brett sitting on the couch looking very sad. She sat next to him hoping to try and cheer him up.

"What's wrong dude?" she asked sympathetically.

"I don't know how much longer I can take living here," Brett replied, putting his head in his hands.

"Why? What's the matter?"

"I don't know if I can stand being around you all the time, seeing you all time, being near you but unable to touch you. Maybe it's better if I quit the band and move out," Brett moaned.

"That's silly! There's no need for that. We all get along great as roommates and band mates. Why mess that up?"

Crystal was starting to panic a bit. Things were going so well with the band and they had their first few gigs lined up. She had no desire to break in a new bass player at this point. Things were really clicking.

"Well...who says you can't touch me?" Crystal asked. "I mean, as long as we don't tell George about it I don't see any reason why we can't fool around a bit on the side if that would help ease your mind."

"Seriously? I mean...you'd really want to, or be willing to fool around with me?"

"Sure, why not?"

"Like when?" he asked.

"How about now?"

With that Crystal unzipped Brett's pants and helped him slide them down around his ankles. Next his shorts followed and a very erect penis popped out of them. Brett was actually a little better hung than George, not that Crystal was particularly concerned about that one way or the other. If this is what it took to keep the band on track so be it. Besides, it might be fun.

"Boy you have a nice thick cock," Crystal commented as she began to stroke her friend's member.

"Do you really like it?" he inquired hopefully.

"It's very nice. Let's see how it tastes."

Crystal leaned over and began to lick Brett's pecker. She got it nice and wet and then began to stroke it some more down around the base of the shaft while she put the tip in her mouth. There was such a violent shudder running through Brett's body that for a moment she thought he was going to pop right there but he managed to control himself and she went back to work.

The fact that she enjoyed sucking cock so much had come as a complete surprise to her. When she blew Satan it was a weird scene full of evil energy but since she had been dating George she had really developed a taste for man meat. It took a little more effort to get all of Brett's big pole down her throat but she just relaxed and let it slip down.

"Where did you learn how to do that?" Brett groaned.

Crystal couldn't talk with her mouth full of dick so she just kept sucking. Perhaps it was really a rhetorical question anyway.

She was getting prepared to take her pants off and sit on his lap but there would be no need for that at the moment. After a few minutes of deep throating and cock licking Brett was propelling his hot load into her mouth. He tasted a little different than George she noticed. Sort of a hint of burnt almonds or something like that. Interesting that different men's cum tasted different. It wasn't something she had ever thought about before.

George was astonished that she swallowed it all without hesitation and even seemed to go out of her way to lick every spare drop up from his sticky prick. George just leaned back on the couch, his pants still down at his feet as he sighed heavily.

"Wow that was the best blowjob I've ever had. That was like something you'd see in a porn movie."

"Does that help with your dilemma at all?"

"I don't know. Maybe it makes it worse. Now that I know that you're not just beautiful but you're also a fantastic lover I think I want you all the more," he confessed.

"Well let's take it one step at a time, shall we? You guys work different schedules. I'm sure we can find plenty of time to have a little fun. Just keep it to yourself and everything should be fine."

The devil had said that she'd probably have to suck some dicks if she wanted to make it in show business and it looked like he was right. If she felt any guilt about doing it behind George's back it certainly wasn't at the forefront of her thoughts at the moment. She had saved the band and turned her roommate into a fuck buddy. Life takes you where it takes you sometimes.


CHAPTER 9:

It was a little strange living with the new conditions in their home but Crystal found the secrecy kind of stimulating. She was very fond of George but she had also never had a boyfriend before him and didn't exactly know what the rules were. They hadn't made any kind of commitment or even talked about their relationship "status" or anything like that. Everything had just happened very quickly and naturally, even the decision to move in together. Crystal figured that this was just another natural part of the life experience. Once you've sold your soul to the devil to chase your dream it's hard to take the moral high ground.

As they began to play their first gigs things couldn't have gone better. Crystal was really learning how to grab an audience and hold onto them. Always shy and reserved onstage before she now began to chat freely between songs and adopted a very flirtatious "sex kitten" image that went over like gangbusters.

The sexual tension between her and her two fellow frontline musicians probably added something to the mix as well. Crystal was just oozing sex on that stage and George wanted to fuck her and Brett wanted to fuck her and most of the audience wanted to fuck her as well.

There was another character waiting to fuck her who wouldn't take no for an answer as the devil appeared one day in her apartment when both of the guys were out for a while. Crystal was just stepping out of the shower when she found Satan sitting on her toilet smoking a cigarette.

"Damn! You startled me," Crystal gasped as she caught sight of the demon on the commode. "Do you have to smoke that in here?"

"Sorry baby, I just have a thing about smoke and fire and all that jazz," the devil chuckled as he stood up and tossed his cigarette into the toilet bowl. "Handy to find you all ready for me this way. Now just drop the towel and get on the floor baby."

"Come on I just took a shower," she complained. "And the guys could be home at any minute."

"Well then let's stop wasting time. Om your knees woman. Now!"

Crystal knew there was no point in protesting any further so she just let the towel drop to the floor and then got down on all fours and waited for the inevitable. It was strange to be treated like this when she had become such an object of desire. She was living with two guys who wanted to bone her every chance they got, when she was performing men would kill just to have a drink with her and everywhere she went these days she was flirted with or hit on or stared at. She had grown accustomed to being the one who called the shots where sex was concerned but with her master she was just a piece of meat waiting to be stuffed at his whim.

It made her angry and humiliated but in a strange way it also kind of turned her on. For some reason she felt attracted to this strong man's power even as she was repelled by the thought of it. Once or twice she had even caught herself fantasizing about being taken by the demon. Now it was no fantasy however as she waited patiently on the floor.

"What a nice little ass I gave you honey," the devil purred with admiration as he grabbed her butt cheeks and squeezed them roughly. "I think I'm going to go for a little joy ride."

Crystal gasped for a moment as she felt the tip of his cock pressing up against her anus and let out a full-blown cry as the cock began to slip into her ass. She hadn't been expecting this but it was probably inevitable. He had already fucked her mouth and her pussy so anal sex was the next logical item on the menu.

She wasn't prepared at all for this and thought it was going to kill her at first but as the devil worked his dick back and forth in her tight orifice things began to loosen up and get easier to take. It was a really strange feeling, sort of like pussy fucking but not the same. Different sensations were running through her body but much of the difference was mental.

Crystal was clearly a woman these days in every sense of the word but the voice of Eddie Bowinger screamed out in protest from somewhere deep within her...well not her soul since she didn't have one or at least didn't own it anymore, but from somewhere in her collective consciousness. Getting butt fucked by a man had always seemed like the ultimate disgrace but the longer it lasted the more Eddie's voice dissipated and Crystal's moans took over. Whether it was pleasure or pain or both was hard to say but she was making quite a racket which only made the devil chuckle and pump harder and faster.

"It's not so bad having a nice big dick up your ass is it girl?"

"No sir."

"Of course not. I built you to be a good little fuck machine. I'll bet those boys you live with appreciate my handiwork. You sure didn't put up much of a fight did you? I mean taking cocks that is. You know I didn't make you want to fuck men. That wasn't part of the bargain. You could be a pussy licking lesbian for all I care as long as you put out when I want you to put out," the devil hissed as he worked towards his climax.

That was somewhat disconcerting for Crystal to think about, especially at a time like this. She had assumed that being given a female body had also given her female desires for men but now her "maker" was stating otherwise. Why had she been attracted to cock so quickly? Why did she swallow cum without hesitation? What made men suddenly so attractive in her eyes?

She wondered whether she had secretly had those desires before but she had been wondering that off and on for a long time now. Eddie had never been the "alpha male" type but that hardly made him gay, did it? What did it matter now anyway? She was a woman and there was nothing odd about a woman liking men. It just made life easier in many ways she thought.

Suddenly there was a knock at the bathroom door which caused her heart to almost stop beating. She hadn't bothered to lock the door and was now terrified that one of her roommates was about to poke his head in and catch her in the act. This would be rather difficult to explain.

"Hey, are you all right in there?" George called from the other side of the door.

"Sure, what do you mean?" Crystal managed to call back in as normal a tone of voice as she could manage with a cock up her ass.

"I don't know I thought I heard some kind of strange noises coming from in there," George replied.

"I'm fine sweetie, don't worry about a thing. I'll be out in a moment."

"Okay, I just wanted to be sure."

"You've got to get out of here," Crystal whispered over her shoulder.

"Hey I don't ever leave a job unfinished baby girl," the devil replied.

"Well hurry up and finish will you?"

"Look bitch I give the orders around her, understand?

The devil took a firm grip on her hair and yanked it back hard. He held her neck so tightly it felt like he could snap it with the slightest twist of his wrist. It actually brought tears to her eyes and she found it a little hard to breathe.

"Yes master. I'm sorry," she said in a hushed tone.

"That's better. Lucky for you I was about to cum anyway."

The devil released his grip on her hair and she felt tremendous relief. She prepared for him to climax but instead he pulled out and walked around in front of her.

"Open your mouth baby," he instructed.

She had never imagined that he was going to put his cock in her mouth right after having had it in her ass but she was powerless to object. Perhaps this was her punishment for trying to order him around. In any case all she could really do was open her mouth and wait for him to cum.

Satan grabbed her head roughly and forced his cock deep into her throat. She was gagging and struggling for air as his hot load began to pummel her mouth but she tried to relax as much as possible and slurp it all down. There really wasn't anything else to do under the circumstances.

The devil seemed to be enjoying himself very much as she gurgled and gulped and swallowed his load. It was a messy affair and an appropriately degrading finish to their session. At the moment she didn't care about anything except getting him out of the house and putting her towel back on. She'd probably need another quick shower to wash off the sweat and cum and smell of sex but she could do that in a hurry.

"Well baby I'd love to stay and chat but I think you've had enough for the moment. See you soon baby girl!"

With that he was gone and Crystal jumped into the shower and began to scrub herself thoroughly. Hopefully George would hear the sound of running water if he came to the door again and would realize that everything was all right. She wasn't sure how to explain herself partly because she wasn't sure just what he might have heard. Oh, well...she would just have to deal with that in a moment. Hopefully the sight of her wearing nothing but a towel would distract George from any other thoughts he might be thinking. Men could be so easily distracted that way she thought with a smile. Of course he'd probably want to fuck her right there and then but like the man said...she was built to be a good little fuck machine so why fight it? Heck, there was no reason to wear a towel at all. If that didn't get his undivided attention nothing would. It was handy sometimes to have a sexy female body she thought, but boy it could get you into some weird situations too!

She dried herself off as quickly as possible and powdered her body with some nice lavender smelling stuff and prepared to make her grand entrance. She flung the door open half expecting to find George still standing there but he was nowhere to be seen. He must have gone into the living room or something so she headed down the hall and struck a pose at the entry to the room, her naked body still glistening from the shower.

"Did you need to use the bathroom?" she asked innocently before suddenly realizing that George wasn't alone.

Both George and Brett stared at her with open mouths as she slowly dropped the sexy pose and stared back at them with equal dismay. This was not at all what she had been expecting.


CHAPTER 10:

"Oh shit," was all Crystal could think of saying. "I didn't realize...I mean...I guess I should put some clothes on."

"Don't go to any trouble on my account," George joked.

"You mean you don't mind that I'm standing here buck naked in front of your roommate?" Crystal asked in dismay.

"Hey, I know what you guys have been doing," George replied calmly.

"Wait a minute man, I don't think you..." Brett started to plead.

"It's cool dude, I don't blame you. I mean look at her! It must have been driving you crazy being so close to her all the time. I'm sure I would have done the same thing in your place," said George.

"So you're not mad?" Brett stammered. "You aren't planning to kick my ass or anything?"

"No dude, we're roommates and in the same band. And Crystal and I never made any sort of rules about anything. I think it's good for the band and probably good for all of us to get this out in the open at last. There's two of us and only one woman so why not share her?" George suggested.

Crystal just stood there naked and confused as she was discussed almost as if she wasn't in the room. Her first thought was anger that these two men had the nerve to be negotiating the use of her body this way but on the other hand it did seem to solve a lot of problems. She never really enjoyed the sneaking around business, even if it did add a dimension of naughty thrill the proceedings sometimes. If George didn't mind sharing her with Brett that probably was the best thing for all parties concerned and perhaps more importantly the best thing for the band.

"If you guys really want to share me there's no reason you have to always take turns," said Crystal as she walked into the room and stood between them. "I think I can handle the both of you simultaneously. Now strip!"

If she was going to be bartered for she could at least take charge of the situation again. The boys didn't need to be asked twice and soon their clothes went flying all over the room. Crystal got down on her knees and took each of their cocks in her hands and began to stroke them. They were both pretty hard by the time they got their pants off but in no time at all they were both sporting extremely fine erections.

Once she had them nice and hard she pushed George down onto the couch and took a seat on his lap facing away from him. As she slowly wiggled her way down his dick she beckoned for Brett to stand in front of her and then took his cock on her mouth. It was a little tricky to bounce up and down on George's pole while giving Brett a blowjob but it seemed to be working all right. Both boys were making very happy sounds and the thrill of taking two men at once was kind of intense.

Crystal was still a little surprised as how calm George had been about her affair with Brett. She knew that she didn't have much experiences with relationships, from either the male or female point of view, but she sort of assumed that George would be jealous. Did that mean that he didn't really care about her all that much or was he just a really laid back kind of guy? Maybe this is what he wanted all along.

She was also surprised that both guys were willing to get naked in front of each other without hesitation. As a man Eddie would have been embarrassed beyond belief to take his clothes off in front of another guy, especially if erections were going to be involved. If George was intimidated by the fact that Brett was a bit bigger he certainly didn't show it. Of course at the moment she was the only one who could tell the difference in size anyway since they were both buried deep inside her.

She wondered whether they had ever done anything like this before. Maybe they had shared a woman in the past or done some kind of partner swapping on double dates. Perhaps they were already used to be being naked around each other with full erections. Who knows? Maybe they had even fucked each other, although that thought didn't particularly please her for some reason. She really liked being the center of attention. She preferred to be the "main course" and not just a "side dish."

It was nice to be back in control of the situation at any rate after being bossed around by the devil. Sure she was being double teamed but she was calling the shots. Nobody was going to try and force her to do something she didn't want to do. She had initiated the whole thing and felt very much in command. Not that she would really mind if the guys were a little more assertive but at the moment she was trying to get the experience of the bathroom ass bang out of her mind. Even so the memory of that still lingered in ways that were both humiliating and thrilling.

Eventually she switched so that she was sucking George's prick while Brett humped her from behind. She had no experience with this sort of action but it seemed like the fair thing to do. She still had no clue whether this was all new to them as well or whether they were old hands at the three way but it didn't matter much outside of intellectual curiosity. When you offer up your body to two men simultaneously you have a lot more to think about than what's on anyone's sexual résumé.

What happened next took Crystal completely by surprise. Brett took a seat on the couch as George literally picked her up and plunked her down on Brett's lap, this time so that she was facing her man. Then George sort of straddled Brett's legs and hunched down before pressing his dick up against Crystal's ass. Fortunately for Crystal she had just experienced her first anal sex so she wasn't quite as unprepared as she might have been but the sensation of having a cock in her pussy and another in her ass at the same time was mind blowing to say the least.

The wordless way in which the guys had managed this maneuver seemed to imply that they were no strangers to the act and certainly not shy about getting their naked bodies together in close proximity. In fact they were fucking her rather expertly. Neither one of the boys had typically displayed any great skill or stamina in the sack before but at the moment they seemed inspired as they both worked their throbbing members into her tight holes.

If she had wanted them to be more assertive she was certainly getting her wish now. Any thought of controlling the situation was completely shot to hell as a girl receiving double penetration really has to surrender to the sensation. And what a sensation it is! There is nothing quite like the feeling of being completely filled...stuffed even...and the steady pounding of two cocks separated by such a thin wall of flesh. It was a kind of high that felt something like being on a very powerful drug. Her head was swimming and her body shaking and she had to cling to Brett's neck to remain upright.

My how things had changed in a hurry. Was it love? She did sort of love both of these men. They lived together and made music together and had become the best of friends but at the moment it sort of felt like she was a prize or a trophy or at least a gift that she was bestowing on the two lads. Her leadership of the band was unquestioned. She wrote virtually all of the songs and did the bulk of the singing and actually played guitar better than the two of them but at the moment she was just the meat in their human sandwich of lust.

She entered into a phase where she felt very warm and caring about both of the men who were inside her. How lucky she was to have such terrific guys in her band and her life. How lucky she was to be so desired. Eddie would have gladly taken a sloppy pity fuck in the back of a car but this was a pornographic dream come true. She felt like the most popular woman in the world right now, and certainly she had good reason to feel that way.

When the time came for the boys to finish she insisted on taking them both in her mouth. They had no objection to that and soon George was spilling his seed onto her waiting tongue as Brett kept the fires stoked by stroking his own swollen manhood until he could hold it no longer. The taste of their cum, which was quite familiar to her by now, took on a new dimension as they mixed their salty cocktail in her egger mouth.

She was hornier than she had ever been in her life and she hungrily attacked every drop of precious fluid that the two boys could provide her before they all collapsed in a naked heap on the couch. As far as band bonding exercises went this had to be at the top of the list she thought. Maybe they should include Alfonso the drummer sometime. She had three holes after all...it almost seemed indecent not to share this wonderful sensation with the whole band.

Why stop there? What a gangbang they could have if they invited the audience to participate. There were always a lot of cute girls in the crowd as well. Maybe they could start a whole new trend in music...orgy rock!

That was all silliness of course but she had just been through the most sexually charged couple of hours of her life, first in the bathroom and then out here in the living room. She had swallowed the cum of three different men. It made her feel sort of dirty but in the best possible way. Being a slut didn't seem like such a bad thing. It made her wonder why there was always such a negative connotation attached to it. Being slutty was fun! It made you feel wonderfully desirable. Today felt like the beginning of a whole new world of opportunities for her. She was a dirty girl and proud of it. Who knows what sexy adventures were in store?


CHAPTER 11:

One thing that changed around the house was the amount of clothing that everyone wore, or perhaps the lack of it. Now that the cat was out of the bag everyone was anxious to take advantage of the situation so the apartment became a very clothing optional kind of place. Crystal was ready for action at the drop of a hat.

There were blowjob breakfasts, pussy licking lunches and doggy style dinners. She routinely slept with George and Brett on a pretty steady rotating schedule when they actually got around to sleeping. They were both her boyfriends now and it didn't seem to bother anyone. In a way it simplified things because it kept her from getting too attached to anyone. Her career was her top priority and these two men were helping her along that path. It was probably safer to keep things casual and fun between them because you never knew where that career path might lead. The last thing in the world she wanted was some big drama in her personal life.

Unfortunately the happy little trio was about to be put to the test. The band had been getting increasingly better gigs at more prestigious venues and was starting to get the attention of some of the movers and shakers within the pop music scene. One of them was a high powered agent named Carlton Dobbs who had successfully managed the careers of some of the biggest names in the business. When Crystal discovered that he was in the audience one night she was determined to give her best performance. This was a guy who could open a lot of doors for her if he wanted to. Apparently he did want to because he came up after the show and introduced himself.

"I've been hearing a lot of good things about you," Dobbs said as he looked Crystal up and down like a judge at a county fair sizing up a prized pig. "I can certainly see what all the buzz is about."

"Thanks. We try to put on a good show," Crystal replied, trying not to seem too enthusiastic.

"Lots of people put on a good show but not everybody's got star power. You've got it baby and I think we could do some good things together."

"I'm all ears."

"Yeah, well maybe we could go somewhere where their aren't quite so many ears around?" Dobbs suggested.

"It's just the band," Crystal pointed out.

"I know but I think we might be more comfortable just talking one to one. Maybe tomorrow over drinks or something? I'd rather just deal with you personally if you don't mind."

"No, I guess that would be okay."

"Fine. I'll have my girl call you with the details."

The rest of the band was curious to know what they had talked about but Crystal tried to shrug it off. She wasn't sure what this guy had in mind but for some reason it didn't seem to include the rest of the band so she didn't want to get their hopes up.

Apparently the drinks were to be had at the agent's lavish mansion in the Hollywood hills. It was just as decadent as one would picture a high powered show business agent owning and the view took her breath away.

Carlton Dobbs was famous for "breaking in" new talent and orchestrating every aspect of their careers. He was constantly on the lookout for the "next big thing" and if he found it there was a pretty good chance that the rest of the world would agree.

"You've got sex appeal in spades baby, plus talent to back it up. That's a rare quality. I've known plenty of hot chicks who could barely carry a tune but that's usually not a problem these days with all of the things we can do in the studio to fix that up. The charisma has got to come first but actually having some musical talent to back it up is really the icing on the cake," Dobbs explained as they strolled around his property.

"Well I've always put a lot of work into my craft," Crystal replied cautiously, not sure what to say at this point.

"You like this place? Of course you do. It's a fantasy. That's what I deal in. I deal in fantasies. I started out sleeping on a couch in my crummy little office in New York but now look at me! I've got more money than I know what to do with. The biggest stars in the world fight to get an invitation to one of my parties. I don't take on a lot of clients I just take on the ones I know are going to make it big. Some people may think it's luck or maybe a gift but I know that it's more than that. It's an instinct for sure, but it's also about knowing what the hell you're doing and making sure you've hitched your wagon to the right kind of person. You want a place like this of your own don't you?"

"Sure, it would be great," said Crystal with a shrug.

"But it's not the only thing you want, is it? You want fame. You want the love and adulation that comes with success in the public eye. You want to be someone special."

"I suppose so. Who doesn't?"

"No bullshit. If we're going to work together it's got to be open all the way."

"Okay...sure I want all of those things. That's all I've ever wanted for as long as I can remember."

"That wasn't so hard was it baby? There's no point in pretending. You don't get to the top of the mountain by being timid," Dobbs said as he refilled their glasses. "I want to work with people who would sell their soul for success."

The phrase made Crystal choke on her drink. Did he know about her bargain with the devil? Was he in on it or something? Of course not, it was just a figure of speech.

"Well I think you've found your girl if that's the case," she replied once she had regained her composure.

"Good. I had a feeling you'd be the right sort of person. Why don't you give me a little demonstration of how much you want it," Dobbs suggested.

"What did you have in mind?"

"Use your imagination baby. What do you think I have in mind? Do you really want me to spell it out for you?"

Crystal didn't know whether this was some sort of a test or not but she was reasonably certain that the man wanted her to suck his dick. Well, so be it. If that's what it took to become a client of Carlton Dobbs why shouldn't she suck him off? Plenty of other's who went on to stardom had probably done the same thing, maybe in this same room.

She dropped to her knees and unzipped his pants. He was hard and throbbing already as she took him in her hand and she began to lick the shaft of his cock while gently toying with his balls.

"Oh yeah baby that's it. No fighting or fussing. You know how to blow a man don't you?" said Carlton as he put his hands on her head and forced her mouth down on his rigid member. "Fuck yeah sweetie you're a great little cocksucker! That's it honey, take it all down as deep as you can. I'm going to fuck that sweet little mouth of yours."

He wasn't all that big so taking him all the way down to the balls was no great challenge for her. She could suck a dick like nobody's business at this point and Carlton Dobbs was being treated to probably the best blowjob he'd ever had in his life, and that was saying a lot.

They hadn't even talked terms or agreed to any sort of deal but she already knew that she was onboard with whatever he had in mind for her. This was the kind of chance that you don't pass up. She was still just a singer in a bar band and this was a man who could turn her into an international star. This was the exact reason she had sold her soul. There was no point in getting prudish or proud now. Once you start down a road like this there really was no turning back.


CHAPTER 12:

It was terribly hard to face George and Brett with the good news/ bad news that she had. It was pretty much all good for her and bad for them but she tried to spin it so that it seemed like a good opportunity for everyone.

Carlton Dobbs wasn't interested in packaging a band. He wanted Crystal and that was how he was going to sell her, as a solo artist. It was nothing personal and didn't reflect badly on their image or their musical abilities it was just that Dobbs knew how to present a hot female and the musicians standing behind her were just interchangeable parts as far as he was concerned.

Crystal tried to assure them that they could still go on tour together and that they would be welcome in the studio, at least part of the time, to lay down some tracks. There would be a lot of money for everyone and a chance to play at some really large venues.

Unfortunately for her they didn't quite share her enthusiasm. Money and a chance to play at big arenas was tempting but their pride was hurt. They also could see the writing on the wall. Sure Crystal had pretty much run the band but she left a lot of the details to the others and never tried to come across like a diva bitch pushing people around. They all felt like they were important components of the band and that they all brought something special to the table. Plus they could sense that their happy fuck time would be ending as well. Once Crystal was traveling in an "A list" circle how often would she let her backup musicians pull a train on her?

Another big change was the fact that she would be moving out of the apartment and moving into the estate of Carlton Dobbs...temporarily. Apparently the agent liked to keep close tabs on his new protégées and there was plenty of room at his pad.

At the time Dobbs was explaining all of this to Crystal as they gazed out at the lights below from his hilltop retreat her head was spinning with hopes and dreams and thoughts of a bright future waiting for her but now in the cold light of day in her old little apartment she felt really terrible and kind of sick to her stomach.

To their credit the boys tried very hard not to show their disappointment. They both loved her very much and wanted her to have everything she desired. They knew in their hearts that she was in a league above them as far as an entertainer went but it didn't stop them from feeling kind of lost and rejected. It had been such a nice arrangement. It was a pity to lose it all in one stroke.

There were many tears and hugs and promises of staying in touch and nothing really changing but they all knew that everything had changed. For one thing there was no more band and for another both guys had lost their live-in lover. For Crystal it was onward and upward...well certainly upward in the sense of geography as she moved her things into her new home upon the hill. It wasn't really her house of course but it was her home for the moment. Only in her wildest of dreams had she ever imagined living in a place like this. It was like a fairytale...or at least a trashy romance novel.


CHAPTER 13:

Carlton Dobbs was a very thorough man when it came to his clients. He wanted nothing left to chance. Crystal wasn't just getting an agent she was getting a whole team of assistants of various types. There was a stylist to pick out her clothes and design her hair and makeup. There was a choreographer to teach her how to move properly on stage and in music videos. There was a personal trainer to keep her body in shape. Fortunately she didn't need a vocal coach or a guitar teacher but she did have an army of helpers at her disposal both keeping her in line and seeing to her every wish. She was a pampered prisoner in many ways.

Dobbs wanted her to be seen with the right people at the right time in the right places but only when she had started her climb to the top. She was to date movie stars and professional athletes and the like. Some of them were other clients of his and the rest were carefully chosen to maximize her exposure.

There was no buying clothes off the rack for her. Designers came in and took measurements and held fittings and made sure that everything she wore in public looked absolutely fabulous on her body.

Meanwhile there was actually some real music involved in the process too. She was quickly signed to a major record label and began to record her first album. Once again her talent was a bonus as they didn't need to hunt around for "hit" material but even though the songs were hers she was teamed with a big-time producer who had very definite ideas about how he wanted things to sound and who wasn't terribly interested in some girl trying to put her two cents in all the time. Dobbs assured her that once she had a hit record and was making money she would have much more artistic control over the material. She knew that was probably true as most big acts started out under the close supervision of someone else. Success bought you power and power bought you artistic freedom. That was just the way the game was played.

Of course she had been told that George and Brett could play on her album but the producer was having none of that. He wanted to work with people he knew already and wasn't about to bring some bar band types in on Crystal's recommendation alone. It appeared to be another one of those things that would just have to wait.

Life on the hilltop was pretty sweet most of the time. Dobbs liked to throw parties and Crystal was knocked out by the guest list. He wasn't kidding when he had bragged about the exclusivity of his soirees. Everyone who was anyone seemed to turn up.

Although they lived in the same house Crystal and Dobbs certainly didn't live like a couple. She was in one wing of the place and he was in another. There were many times where they never even saw each other. Her days were quite busy anyway with all of the recording and dance lessons and workouts and so on. It was sort of like staying in a luxury resort since she had people cooking for her and cleaning up after her and tending to her needs, whatever those might be.

Of course it didn't come without a price. Dobbs still expected periodic blowjobs at his convenience and once or twice he pimped her out to important clients that he was trying to strike a deal with. It was all very casual and matter-of-fact. Until her music starting bringing in money she had to pay her way somehow and this was the most logical way.

She knew she was a whore but she just kept reminding herself that it was all temporary and all for the greater good of her career. Once she was a star she could tell all of these jerks to fuck off and live her own life in her own home and choose her own friends and dates and lovers. In the meantime she just spread her legs or bent over or got on her knees like a good girl and did whatever was required of her.

Of course she had a lot of practice in that regard as her master the devil made regular appearances at her new home. Sometimes he would pick the most inconvenient times to show up like when she was running late for something or getting ready for bed after a long and exhausting day. It didn't matter what her schedule was or what sort of mood she was in. She belonged to him and had learned very quickly that a whore doesn't get a vote in such matters. It was better to comply without fuss and get it over with quickly.

It was hard to say which form of prostitution was the more repugnant to her. The devil was at least a darkly handsome, well-hung stud with a muscular body and a commanding presence. Carlton Dobbs was a flabby, balding, middle-aged man who made no real effort at working on his appearance. He didn't have to. He had the money and the connections to bed a bevy of young women anxious to get their foot in the door of show business even if it meant getting his cock in their mouth first.

The devil also had a certain supernatural power over her. She had no choice in the matter whatsoever but she was putting out for Dobbs of her own free will. In a way it was as if she had sold her soul a second time. She wanted what he had to offer so she went along with whatever that entailed.

As a result of serving these two masters her self-esteem was taking quite a hit. The paid staff certainly treated her like a star and when she went out in public in her fancy new car and dressed up in her designer clothes she was ogled and admired but whenever she was expected to perform sexual duties she was forced to obey without protest. Dobbs, like Satan, seemed to especially enjoy putting her in degrading situations. He always demanded blowjobs and never touched her except to shove her head down onto his cock. He especially enjoyed it if there were other people in the room like secretaries or his personal barber. People who would keep their mouths shut about what they saw. He still had an image of her to build and protect so he wasn't going to ruin that by publicly shaming her but he definitely enjoyed the power trip of having this hot little babe at his beck and call.

It was frustrating because the songs that they were recording were basically the same ones that Eddie Bowinger had written years ago. The devil may have made her a better guitarist but Eddie had been no slouch in that area from the start. If Eddie had been turned loose in a high end recording studio with top notch session musicians the album would probably have been pretty terrific, but Eddie wasn't a cute blonde with a nice rack and a shapely ass so a guy like Carlton Dobbs would never had let him park his car let alone signed him up as a client.

Being female had seemed pretty cool at the start but it also placed her in a position of being expected to behave the way powerful men wanted her to behave if she wanted to continue to receive their support. Of course she could still use her feminine wiles to her advantage. If something wasn't going the way she wanted it to go in the studio a few well-timed tears would bring the whole place to her side and a little flirtation and a hand on a man's knee could get her just about anything she wanted from most guys. Still she knew that everything in her world revolved around her looks and sex appeal and even if she didn't have that much talent a man like Dobbs would have taken her on anyway and simply worked around the defects.

Her looks were a double-edged sword in many ways, buying her what she wanted most but also being a magnet for every sleazy offer and proposition under the sun. As a woman she had gotten further than she would ever have gotten as a man but she was getting there on her knees and not striding proudly with her head held high. Perhaps it didn't really matter how you got there as long as you got there but there were times when she began to wonder whether it was really all worth it.


CHAPTER 14:

When her album was completed the record company threw an elaborate party to celebrate the occasion. There were huge photo blowups of the album cover, which naturally displayed Crystal at her sex kitten best. The champagne flowed freely and Dobbs beamed like a proud father at his daughter's graduation. Of course Dobbs had several children from various marriages and usually never bothered to show up for things like graduations or birthdays but he never missed a chance to spend time with his favorite clients.

Even though the album hadn't made a dime yet there had been a couple of music videos produced which were getting a lot of airplay and one of the potential hit songs had been given to a few choice radio stations. All the signs pointed to success but this was just the beginning of a long road. At the moment, however, everyone was filled with booze and optimism and Crystal was treated like the pampered superstar she was hoping to become.

It was heady stuff and hard not to become intoxicated by it. Everyone wanted to smile at her or pose for a photo with her or get her autograph or something. She wasn't really anyone famous yet but people wanted to get in on the ground floor of the next big sensation. It wasn't quite the same animalistic lust that she felt from audiences back in the nightclub days, this was more like a type of hero worship or something. In the sweaty environment of a live gig in a bar where the crowd was only a few feet away everyone wanted to reach out and grab her tits but now it was more like people were in awe of her and just thrilled to be in her presence.

It was a funny sensation she thought. When she first came to the record company to sign her contract everyone was very polite to her but no one really paid her any attention as she walked through the building. Now that she had been on television and the radio and had her picture plastered all over the place she had magically transformed into some kind of goddess.

She wondered whether this really was some kind of a graduation from Dobbs or whether it would be business as usual with him from now on. How rich and famous did she have to get before she could tell him to drop dead? She had already gotten a nice advance from the record company and was looking around for a place of her own. Of course it wouldn't be anything as opulent as where she was living now but presumably she wouldn't have to give head at the drop of a hat either.

The party was still in full swing and showed no signs of slowing down as Crustal headed for the bathroom. The minute she stepped inside she was reminded of the fact that no amount of wealth or fame could ever free her from her real agent as the devil was waiting for her, a cigarette dangling from his mouth as usual.

"Way to go baby girl! I always knew you had it in you," said the devil proudly.

"I haven't really done anything yet. Maybe no one will like the album," Crystal replied.

"Now we both know that ain't going to happen so why kid around? Things are happening for you babe. You need to be in a party mood."

"Well I thought I was until I walked in here," Crystal groaned.

"Well, well, well...the little bitch is getting tired of mean old Satan shoving his big dick in her all the time. Don't worry baby, you'll be old and ugly enough that I won't want to fuck you eventually but while you're still young and firm I've got a use for you."

"How do you want me this time," Crystal said with a heavy sigh.

"What, are you in a hurry to get back out there and have your ass kissed some more? Well I can kiss your ass too baby girl. Come here and let me show you."

The devil turned her around to face the mirror and lifted up her miniskirt. She was wearing a tiny little thong underneath which didn't cover much of anything. This time it was Satan getting on his knees as he literally began to kiss her rear end. As he did so he pushed the little string undergarment aside and begin to ease his finger up inside her pussy. He flicked at her clit and then added a second finger to the mix and Crystal began to moan with pleasure as she felt herself becoming wet.

This was not like anything they had ever done before. She had always been just his slave servicing him but for some reason she was getting all of the attention now. Was celebrity such a powerful force that even the devil succumbed to it? He could have thrown her on the floor and shoved her head in the toilet while he banged her ass if he wanted to but he was actually treating her more like a lover than a servant.

When he replaced his fingers with his cock it was a welcome treat and Crystal bent forward and grasped the sink with both hands. She was being ridden hard but without any conversation this time. Her man seemed totally focused on fucking her and she cried out as the first orgasm ripped at her insides.

The devil reached around and cupped her breasts and she felt herself climaxing again in no time. Soon he joined her but there was no facial involved as he simply filled her already dripping pussy with his own sticky brew.

The devil was actually a little out of breath as he removed his wet dick from her snatch and she began to straighten herself out. It was unlike anything they had ever done before, despite being a very familiar position.

"Damn girl that was hot!" the devil said sounding almost as surprised as she was by the mood change.

"I enjoyed every minute of it," she said with a wicked little smile.

"You sure seemed to."

This was probably not the way it was supposed to go. She was his sex slave and he usually never hesitated to remind her of that fact. For some reason they just made love like a normal couple for a change...well a normal couple that likes to grab a quickie in a public rest room at any case.

"You go on back to your party baby girl. You've worked really hard and you deserve a little celebration," the devil suggested.

"Thanks, I will."

She had no idea what had caused the change but it was welcome none the less. She had really been enjoying herself at the party and the last thing in the world she wanted was for the devil to put in an appearance and spoil everything but instead it had been a nice little distraction.

It wasn't like she was fond of the guy or anything but he was very familiar by this point. He was also the closest thing she had in her life to a steady lover. That was a pretty sad thought but essentially true. She had been kind of apprehensive about communicating with George and Brett since they weren't allowed to record on the album and most of her other sexual experiences had been servicing Dobbs or one of his pals basically as a high class hooker.

It certainly worried her a little that she was beginning to enjoy being fucked by the devil but everything seemed to get easier once you resigned yourself to it and got used to it. Swapping genders to get success was certainly easier than one might imagine and cheating on George, even though he obviously didn't mind, wasn't that hard to do. Becoming a sex slave to Satan and a whore for Dobbs all just fell into place without too much fuss and bother. Even breaking up her original band and moving out on her two lovers, while painful at first, had always seemed like the logical thing to do. As long as she kept convincing herself that her career was all that mattered she seemed capable of doing almost anything.

In many ways it was logical because she still didn't quite feel like herself. She hadn't been this person, or a woman of any kind, for very long so there was something surreal about the whole thing. It was literally an out of body experience. Somewhere Eddie Bowinger probably still existed but it was hard to find him these days. The songwriter was still there and the ambitious musician with dreams of stardom lived on but the basic humanity of the person she used to be was falling further and further by the wayside.

With real breakthrough success seemingly just around the corner it was hard to imagine that anything would stop her headlong drive to the top no matter what she had to do to get there.


CHAPTER 15:

It really came as no surprise to Dobbs or the record company that they had a hit on their hands. Dobbs didn't make his fortune by backing losers. Sex sells and Crystal was sex in a bottle. The fact that she could also sing and play guitar and wrote her own songs just gave her act some additional credibility in the eyes of some but it probably didn't matter all that much. The modern pop star is a manufactured entity created by a team of specialists and packaged as much as produced. Image was everything and Crystal's image was killer.

She began to taste real success for the first time in her life. The response she got from people at the record company party just carried over to the general public. She was a celebrity in a culture that worships celebrities like no other culture in previous history. There have always been stars and famous people and even some infamous ones who attracted attention or had a following but today it was enough to be famous for just being famous. A little exposure on TV, some coverage in the tabloids and one was instantly rocketed to fame whether their accomplishments warranted it or not. At least Crystal had actually done something to "earn" her place in the sun but it only mattered to the public that she was somebody special, the reason why was secondary.

The first time somebody stops you on the street and asks for your autograph it's thrilling and a real ego boost. When it happens twenty times while you're trying to eat lunch it begins to feel like an inconvenience. Somewhere along the line the novelty wears off and you start wearing sunglasses and a frumpy hat hoping that no one will recognize you. For Crystal it was still new and exciting and she adored basking in the attention.

The machinery at her back was running in high gear. She made numerous appearances on talk shows and even went to New York to appear as the musical guest on Saturday Night Live, which was a real kick since she had watched that show for years and knew that many musical greats had been showcased there.

New York was a fun and exciting place to visit, especially if you have lots of money, and she enjoyed herself thoroughly. The city had a very different "vibe" than Los Angeles or the rural countryside she grew up in but she found the electricity in the air quite stimulating.

Another thing that made the trip especially pleasant was being reunited with both George and Brett. Away from the tyranny of the studio she had been free to assemble her own backing band for the live TV show and had called her old friends at once. It wasn't the fame and fortune they had been hoping for when they started a band with Crystal but it was a pretty thrilling opportunity none the less and whatever hard feelings they had were put aside for the occasion.

Crystal felt happy and free to be out on her own without Dobbs leering at every turn and micromanaging every aspect of her life. If she wanted to enjoy some pizza she didn't have her nutritionist looking over her shoulder for a couple of days.

The difference between her and her old friends in status was clearly demonstrated by their lodgings. Crystal was staying in a swank penthouse at a luxury hotel and the boys were sharing a room at a more modestly priced budget inn, not that there are any really modestly priced hotels in New York.

That may have been what the production budget called for but nothing prevented her from inviting her old pals to share her pad which they did gladly.

It was funny but even the guys seemed to be caught up in her newfound stardom. They were kind of in awe of her despite everything that they had shared as roommates and lovers. Performing as anonymous musicians in the background while she took the spotlight had only reinforced the separation between them. There was a lot of unspoken tension in the air when they retired to her room the first time.

"Hey, are we going to fuck or what?" Crystal finally asked, broaching the question that was obviously on all of their minds.

"Is that okay? I mean...do you really want to?" George asked rather timidly.

"Oh, good grief! It's still me guys. Same tits, same pussy, same ass. Now get your pants off right now and let me at your cocks!"

Soon everyone was naked and Crystal was on her knees stroking and sucking her buddies like the good old days. She didn't want to be a star at this moment, she just wanted to be a girl getting pounded by two studs. She missed her old friends and reveled in the taste of their cocks on her tongue once again.

If the boys were still star struck they didn't show it once the action got started. It might have added a little to the excitement knowing that they were banging someone that millions of guys would kill to be screwing but it all felt very familiar and comfortable too.

It didn't really matter to Crystal which dick was in which hole at any given time as it was all fun and sexy. Sex always gets better with partners you've been with over time and in this case there was the added dimension of the sense of lustful longing for each other that they all shared.

Did fucking her in the ass make up for her breaking up the band and shattering their dreams of fame? Probably not, but it was a very nice ass and as consolation prizes went not too shabby. They were getting a free trip to New York out of the deal as well and a chance to be on national television so all things considered it was a very productive trip for both of the guys.

When the double penetration came Crystal was already shaking from multiple orgasms. This time they were all on the bed with Crystal suspended upright over Brett's body with his dick in her ass as George climbed in front and attacked her pussy with glee. Both men got into an excellent rhythm that kept Crystal on the verge of insanity as they worked her body like experts.

Brett shot his load while still inside her and George was right behind him giving Crystal a nice but messy cream pie of cum in both of her holes. It felt so good to be filled by her friends that she was in no hurry for them to pull out even though her arms were getting exhausted from supporting herself above Brett.

Soon she was lying between them kissing and stroking their hair. Did she love them? In a way probably, but more like good friends than anything else, which was odd considering how much sex they had shared. They made her feel good and she enjoyed returning the favor. They were first class fuck buddies at any rate.

What did it mean to be in love? Crystal honestly had no idea whatsoever. Sex could be fun or it could be a means to an end but it was rarely anything deeper, even back in the days when she was dating George. Fucking felt good and it was nice to be fucked by a handsome guy you liked. It was basically the same with Brett. Both of them were head over heels in love with her of course but that was still a foreign concept to the fledgling female who had never been in love with anyone, male or female before.

The trip was over in a couple of days and once again there were tears and hugs and promises of staying in touch but Crystal flew back to Los Angeles first class and the boys were stuffed into economy seats. In bed they might be equals but to the rest of the world the best they could hope for was to become part of her entourage.


CHAPTER 16:

Crystal couldn't really afford a mansion at this point but she was anxious to move out and get some freedom from Carlton Dobbs. She chose to rent a place that was comfortable but not over the top. She was just beginning to make some real money and there would hopefully come a time where she could spring for an elaborate home of her own but for now privacy was more important.

She thought about inviting George and Brett to move in with her but she wasn't sure that she wanted that kind of all day fuck party raging around her constantly. It had been a great bohemian experience but she sort of wanted to have a little space in the world all to herself. They could always come over and play if she was in the mood.

Naturally she wasn't totally free of Dobbs as he still ran her career but at least she could deal with him on the telephone without having to suck his dick. As long as she went along with whatever he was suggesting he treated her like a star but the moment she showed any sign of objecting to something or having a plan of her own he was quick to throw her whoring in her face.

"Look you little slut I pulled you out of the gutter and I can throw you right back there again if I want to," he would say.

"I wasn't exactly in the gutter Carlton," she would protest. "I was fronting a pretty good club band that was starting to get a lot of buzz."

"Well if that's what you want you can always go back baby. You're nothing without me, you know that. I've built you into a shiny jewel. Don't be an ungrateful little bitch. I should make you come over here and suck my dick right now!"

"I thought you were in a meeting."

"Don't get smart with me little lady."

"Fine Carlton I'll do whatever you say."

"That's more like it honey. There's no reason to fret your pretty little head over these details. Leave all of that to me. Now why don't you go out and buy yourself something pretty? You shouldn't fill you mind with all these business details."

That was pretty much the way things always went. She wondered whether it would be different if she were still a man but of course Carlton Dobbs didn't promote male singers. He liked them blonde and curvy whenever possible but he didn't mind the ethnic thing if it sold. Men he just had no use for.

Crystal didn't know whether she resented this kind of behavior because she used to be a man or because it was a natural reaction for a woman to feel resentful of being patronized and pushed to the background. Maybe a combination of both. She was a star with an adoring following of fans getting larger all the time but she was still owned by men, literally and figuratively.

She knew that Dobbs was full of shit and that she could sign with another agent in a heartbeat if she split with the guy but she did appreciate everything he had done for her and his instinct was usually right on target, as much as she hated to admit it. He had great contacts and so far he had yet to steer her wrong. You have to pay a price to get what you want she kept saying to herself so often that it almost became her mantra.

The first thing she realized in her new home was how spoiled she had become. With Dobbs there had been cooks and maids and cleaning ladies and gardeners to free the important rich person from the burden of daily life so that they could concentrate on whatever it was that made them rich and important in the first place. It all seemed kind of silly and excessive when she was first exposed to it but now she actually missed being waited on hand and foot. The thrill of the independence of making a frozen waffle for herself was soon replaced with a desire for a yummy three egg omelet made to order and delivered to her bedroom at 3 AM.

She hired a cleaning lady to come in several times a week and a gardening service to take care of the yard but for the time being she tried to muddle through on her own for the rest of the domestic chores. Slowly but surely she succumbed to the temptation and her household staff began to grow too large for her house so she went looking for something a bit bigger. Her credit was quite good at the moment and celebrities can usually get insane loans without sufficient collateral. There's always the assumption that famous people make more money than they actually do and will always make that much or more.

Before too long she had her own modest mansion complete with a full staff of servants and all of her assistants, trainers and coaches installed as well. It was basically like living with Dobbs without the view or the blowjobs.

Crystal still went on the occasional arranged date because they were usually fun and she was no less star struck than anyone else and it was exciting to be seen with other famous people. Some of them were very nice and some of them were kind of embarrassed to be set up on dates like this, especially the gay guys, but what the hell. Star + star = publicity. It was certainly better to go out for dinner and drinks with the starting small forward of the Lakers than it was to be bent over and fucked by some sixty year old concert promoter who was going to give Dobbs a good deal in exchange for her pussy.

She rarely ended up going to bed with any of her "dates" and one night on the town was the full extent of their relationship but it was something to do and they always went someplace hip and happening. Naturally they never had to wait in any lines, got the best table or access to the private VIP area and were always treated like visiting royalty. Celebrities could actually get paid to just show up at a club or a restaurant and hang out for an hour or so. It was crazy but true.

Another crazy thing was how much free stuff she was offered these days. Now that she could finally afford to buy nice things it appeared that she didn't have to. Everyone wanted her to wear their sunglasses or their shoes or drive a certain model of car. When she went to celebrity functions there was always a gift bag stuffed with expensive luxury items. It was a weird perk of being famous that she had never thought about before. It seemed really silly but what is a free pair of glasses to a company if it got a celebrity to wear them in public? It was cheaper than paying them to endorse the product and probably did more good since they were actually seen using the thing in real life.

Everything had happened so fast that it was hard to believe that any of it was real. The devil certainly seemed to have held up his end of the bargain. She was just starting out and already a minor celebrity on the fast track to super stardom. Had she held up her end of the bargain? What did it really mean to sell your soul anyway? Perhaps she should have thought more about this sooner but there hadn't been much time to stop and think about anything.

If the devil thought that turning Eddie into a woman was some kind of big sacrifice he was badly mistaken. It was kind of lame being treated like a piece of meat and a brainless bimbo sometimes but it wasn't like Eddie had been a tower of strength or self-esteem anyway. Life always seemed to be fucking him in the ass metaphorically without any of the perks that came from doing it literally.

Of course eternal damnation would really suck but Crystal tried not to think that far ahead. Hopefully there was no such thing and as long as she kept putting out for her master she could continue to live the good life. Besides, she was much closer to the beginning of her life than the end.


CHAPTER 17:

"Hello. We haven't actually met yet but I'm your neighbor over at 215. I think I got this mail of yours by mistake."

The rather handsome 30ish man who lived next door was standing on Crystal's porch holding a letter. She had seen him in the neighborhood but they had never spoken before.

"You are...Crystal Collins, right?" the man continued as he read the name from the envelope, seemingly without any recognition.

"Yes, that's me," Crystal replied.

"That's a very pretty name."

"Thank you Mister..."

"Simmons. Jared Simmons," said the man with a smile. "I suppose that's how I should have started the conversation."

"Well thank you for bringing this over," said Crystal as she took the envelope from his hand. "That was very neighborly of you. A lot of people would probably have just thrown it away."

"Well I did have an ulterior motive. It gave me an excuse to come over here and say howdy," Jared admitted.

"You hardly need an excuse for that."

"These days you never know. People seem kind of isolated from each other. We have the greatest communication tools in the world but all it seems to do is make it harder to actually communicate with anyone. Too many layers of technology in the way of face to face contact."

"I never really thought about before but I guess you're right," said Crystal.

"Hopefully you'll return the favor if my mail ever shows up here," Jared joked.

"Definitely. I promise I won't throw it away."

It was what you would call a "chance" encounter, even if Jared had hoped that the post office mix-up would lead to an introduction. Crystal might not have been home or one of her assistants might have answered the door. Jared was a little old for her she thought but damn, he was good looking, especially seeing him up close. He had a great smile and he sounded very intelligent when he spoke. She found herself thinking about the man long after he had gone.

Another thing she found attractive was the fact that he didn't ask for an autograph or gush about how great she was. In fact he gave the impression that he didn't even know who she was yet he still wanted to arrange a meeting. That was kind of cool. Presumably he just saw her sometime and wanted to meet. Hopefully they would meet again.

Stardom tended to make people act very strangely around you. Even George and Brett treated her differently these days. Everybody seemed to want a piece of you. It was hard to tell who liked you for yourself and who was just kissing up to you in order to get something out of the deal. She didn't have many friends from the old days because the old days weren't that old and she hadn't been a woman for all that long. She liked the idea of getting better acquainted with Jared and decided to press the issue.

She could see over the fence that Jared had his own pool but if he was really interested in her he certainly wouldn't pass up an opportunity to see her in a bikini so she invited him over for a swim. It would be a good way to check out his physique too and the weather had been so nice lately that it would be very pleasant just to have someone to hang out with while doing a little sunbathing.

Jared jumped at the invitation and one lazy Sunday afternoon when they were both free Jared popped by wearing his swim trunks a robe and sandals. Crystal was similarly attired as she greeted him at the door and was really looking forward to seeing his reaction when she slipped out of the robe.

As it turned out Jared disrobed first and it was Crystal who got quite an eyeful. His body was beautifully chiseled and ripped. She hadn't really been expecting that but it came as a pleasant surprise. She may have been born a man but the sight of a muscular male body really drove her crazy these days. He stepped up on the diving board and executed a flawless dive into the pool that barely left a ripple of water in its wake. He obviously was the outdoorsy type even if he did give off more of an intellectual vibe the first time she met him.

"Aren't you coming in?" Jared called from the pool.

"Well I'm certainly not going to dive after your performance," she called back. "If I had a card to hold up it would have a 10 on it."

"Just hop in however you like. The water's great."

Crystal let her robe fall to the ground and she saw the desired look of appreciation on Jared's face. She did have a wonderful body and virtually all of it was on display in her tiny micro bikini. She wondered if Jared was getting hard and figured it wouldn't be too difficult to tell once she was in the water.

Jared was a great swimmer, which Crystal was not. She had never been terribly athletic as a man and hadn't improved on that since becoming female. Most of the time if she went into the pool she was lounging on a raft with a drink in one hand but she kind of enjoyed splashing and swimming around with Jared. He may have been an older man but he was full of energy and youthful enthusiasm. And he was hard. Very hard. She could see an enormous bulge in his trunks that practically made her mouth water.

After fooling around in the pool for a while they went to kick back on the lounge chairs and Crystal got a better look between the man's legs. She wasn't so sure now that he was erect. It was possible that the big bulge in his pants was just his package stuffed into tight pants. Holy shit! If he looked that big this way what would his erection be like?

"You know I'm so busy I hardly ever use my own pool. It was nice to have an excuse to go swimming again," said Jared as he stretched out in the sun.

"I know what you mean. A lot of times the pool seems more like a decoration. It's California so you have to have a pool but I can go for long stretches without ever setting foot in the water," Crystal commented. "So what do you do that keeps you so busy?"

"I'm sort of a consultant I guess you'd call it. I travel around to different companies and help them with their problems. Kind of a trouble shooter in a way."

"That sounds interesting."

"That's polite of you to say but most people don't think it sounds all that interesting at all," Jared said with a laugh. "I used to work for a big corporation like a million other people but one day I decided to walk away from my cushy job and my steady paycheck and strike out on my own. I was tired of making money for someone else I guess. More than anything I liked being my own boss. I probably work twice as hard but I don't mind it really when it's my own company that I'm building. So enough about me. What do you do? Are you actress or a model?"

"Why do you say that?" Crystal asked.

"Well it's Hollywood and you're drop dead gorgeous so that usually means something to do with show business."

"I'm a singer actually."

"That's cool. What sort of music?"

"Pop I suppose you'd say but I like to think of myself as a rocker chick at heart."

"I'm afraid I don't keep up with the pop music scene very much. I may have heard your music a million times and not even known it," Jared confessed. "I'll have to go online and buy your album."

"That's a nice change of pace. Most people seem to go online to steal music these days," Crystal joked.

"Well that's not me. It may be corny but I'm a man of principles. I believe in earning what you make and paying for what you want. Old fashioned thinking perhaps but I don't think ethical behavior should ever be out of fashion."

Crystal suddenly felt like the lowest scum sucker on the planet. She wanted what she wanted and didn't care how she got it even if it meant whoring herself out or selling her soul to the devil. Of course this was all just talk and she had no way of knowing how moral this guy really was but there was something about him that made her believe him completely. He just seemed honest. What would he think of her if he knew all her secrets?

She had assumed that they would have sex that afternoon but Jared was in no rush. He suggested a dinner date and Crystal happily accepted. She had rarely gone on a date that wasn't an arranged publicity junket so it would be kind of nice to just go out with a man because she liked him. It would certainly be a refreshing change of pace.


CHAPTER 18:

Jared was certainly an eye opener when it came to the subject of fame. There were plenty of fans out there in the world who knew exactly who she was and craved her attention but there were obviously far more people who had no idea who she was or what she did for a living. It's very easy to get caught up in yourself when you live in the bubble of celebrity status.

It also made her feel a little self-conscious about her job. While many people adored the latest pop sensations there were obviously others who had entirely different tastes in music or didn't care that much for music one way or the other. It was kind of sobering in a way. Maybe he was a big classical music fan. He might look down on what she did as trivial and simplistic or maybe he was more of a hard rock enthusiast who would think of her tunes as "candy ass" crap or something. It probably didn't matter but for some reason she really wanted to impress this man.

They lived on the same street so he obviously wasn't going to be impressed by her house or her car or how much money she made. He might well make more money than she did for all she knew. The guy owned his own company after all. Of course that might just be another way of saying that you were self-employed but he didn't seem like a man who would be unduly impressed by material things anyway.

What would impress him? The fact that she wrote her own songs? That would at least demonstrate some degree of cleverness. The rapid nature of her success? That would imply some ambition. Well there was always her cock sucking skill and her nice firm tits. She had learned a lot about making men cum in the relatively short time she had been trying to do so. Was that really the best she had to offer? A nice rack and a tight pussy? The fact that she swallowed? It just made her feel like even more of a whore than usual.

She didn't know much about politics. She hadn't read many books except biographies of famous musicians and the occasional novel picked up in the airport newsstand. She didn't have any hobbies. She didn't even watch that much television if it wasn't music related. Her whole life, and Eddie's life before that, was entirely devoted to creating and performing music. That seemed like enough before but now she was afraid that she would come across like a brainless bimbo if the conversation got too deep. Well, maybe she was a brainless bimbo in some ways. Talent didn't necessarily mean brains. She got so nervous about their date that she almost called and cancelled it.

Fortunately Jared was a pretty easy-going guy. He had bought her album and had many nice things to say about it but he may have just been saying those things to be polite. She still had no idea what kind of music he preferred.

What did she know about besides music? She knew about clothes and jewelry and a lot of other superficial things related to consumerism. She knew the best place in Beverly Hills to get your nails done or who did a really good bikini waxing but it was hardly the stuff that a man would be terribly excited to talk about.

Crystal decided to try and guide the conversation towards Jared as much as possible. Most people like to talk about themselves but Jared seemed far more interested in hearing about her. Even though she felt very awkward trying to make small talk he appeared to be hanging on her every word. He didn't seem to be trying to impress her either. There were none of the usual lines and bullshit that most men tried to throw at her. Maybe he was gay? Well if he was gay why did he want to meet her and why were they out on a date?

"You seem a little tense, if you don't mind my saying it," Jared pointed out over dinner.

"Oh, I guess I'm not too skilled at real dating," she replied.

"Real dating? What's that?"

"Most of the time when I go out it's on a prearranged thing that my agent has set up. I'm supposed to be seen with people who will further my career at trendy spots that like to collect a celebrity crowd. The more star power you can gather the more likely it is that the paparazzi will notice you."

"I didn't know that kind of thing really happened. I thought it was just in the movies."

"No, it really happens. At least it really happens with me."

"So am I dragging your career down by going out with you?" asked Jared in half seriousness.

"I don't think so and I don't really care one way or another. It's nice to be out with someone you like for a change just enjoying the evening without worrying about how many photographers are waiting for you outside."

"Then relax and enjoy yourself. This is the only kind of date I know and I'm having a perfectly enjoyable time just sharing dinner with you," he said with a smile.

What a great smile he had! It totally put her at ease. She should just relax and enjoy herself. If her best assets were physical there was nothing wrong with that. Most men liked pretty girls. Hell, a lot of men preferred their women attractive and dumb. Jared didn't seem like that kind of guy but Crystal didn't really know shit about men despite having been one for much longer than she had been a woman.

After dinner they went to a club that Crystal recommended, largely because Jared left it up to her and she couldn't think of anywhere else to go. In that environment she was well known and it sort of embarrassed her for some reason that people were fawning over her and asking for her autograph or wanting to pose with her for pictures. Jared didn't seem to mind it though and sort of found the whole thing amusing.

"Do you ever get tired of people tugging at you like that?" Jared asked.

"Sometimes. Well, yeah, lots of times really. It's a nice ego boost but it makes it difficult to just do whatever it is that you're trying to do," Crystal explained. "It's good for the career at any rate to be seen in a place like this."

"Why?"

"Rock stars are kind of expected to party and I have this whole sex kitten image."

"Are you a sex kitten?"

"I'm not sure I even know exactly what a sex kitten is but I think it's sort of like being slutty," Crystal joked.

"I thought you were supposed to be seen with hot guys," Jared reminded her.

"I am being seen with a hot guy."

"Thank you for that but I'm not exactly famous you know. I'm not anybody special."

"Oh I think you are Jared. I think you're very special."


CHAPTER 19:

They didn't go to bed that night, much to Crystal's dismay. They fooled around a little but Crystal was used to cutting to the chase and going straight for the cock. It wasn't that Jared was playing hard to get it was just that he didn't like to rush things.

Even after the second and third date they still hadn't gone all the way and Crystal was beginning to worry. Her sex appeal was her best quality she thought so what was wrong with her? Or what was wrong with him? He was an excellent kisser and didn't seem shy in the least but even when he had his hands on her tits it wasn't enough to lure him into the bedroom. Most men went crazy at the slightest hint of fornication but Jared played it very cool for some reason.

As much as Crystal worried that he was too smart for her or too sophisticated he never actually did anything to justify her fears. He was just a super nice, down to earth guy who seemed to enjoy her company.

It appeared that they wouldn't be seeing each other for a while as Jared had to go on the road for business and Crystal was just starting a tour. They agreed to keep in touch and planned to get together once they were both back in Los Angeles.

When she got the message that Jared was in Cleveland the same night she was giving a concert she was delighted and a little nervous at the same time. Knowing that he would be in the audience was kind of frightening. She wanted to do an especially good job but she wondered what he would think of her act.

"Well now I know what a sex kitten is," Jared grinned as they met after the show.

"I wasn't too outrageous was I?" Crystal asked with a blush.

"Not at all. But I can see how your incredible sex appeal really comes across when you're performing. I take nothing away from your talent, which is considerable, but I have to admit I sat there with quite a hard on most of the time."

"I hope you didn't lose it."

"Oh it comes back pretty easily I assure you."

"You better be planning to back that up with a demonstration," Crystal teased.

"More than happy to oblige."

So they finally fucked. Or made love. Maybe both. Jared was that charming combination of a strong man who could dominate a woman with his power but who also had a certain gentleness that showed itself at just the right moments. Like everything else Jared took his time in bed and was in no hurry to get to the finish line. When he went down on her pussy the things he could do with his fingers and his tongue drove Crystal out of her mind. She was dripping wet and he still hadn't put his cock inside her yet.

When that moment came it was beautiful and passionate. She was so ready to receive him and clung to his neck while smothering his lips with kisses. She had known a lot of sex but this seemed very different to her. She had wanted this badly. Waited for it for what seemed like an eternity, even if it was only a few dates. When Jared entered her body she felt more than just horny or aroused or thrilled by the sensation...she felt complete and as if she was literally joined to this man. She realized that she was in love for the first time in her life and she didn't know quite how to react to that revelation.

"Oh God, I think I'm in love with you darling!" she suddenly blurted out.

"I hope that doesn't mess up any of your plans," Jared replied with a grin.

"I don't know...but I don't really care."

"Good answer. We can discuss the details later."

What a wise response, she thought. People probably say all kinds of crazy things in the throes of passion. Just lie back and enjoy the feeling of a massive cock being wielded by a man who knew how to use it. Just enjoy being properly fucked.

For a moment she thought about George and Brett. She had planned to bring them along as part of her backing band but for a variety of reasons that she couldn't really recall now they were left off the roster. It was another painful disappointment for the boys but a lot of things about her career were really beyond her control. Or at least she told herself that to feel better about tough decisions. At the moment she felt relieved that they weren't on tour with her because they would no doubt be up to their usual sexual high jinks and it would be awkward to explain Jared to them.

She still couldn't explain Jared to herself. She had dated movie stars and rock stars and TV personalities. Marriage in show business was usually about joining corporations to make a "power couple" or latching on to someone who could elevate your status. Jared probably had some money but he wasn't likely to be the kind of guy who could just bankroll her career or something. His "connections" had nothing to do with show business. He was just a strong, sexy man who made her feel good. She liked the way they "fit" together, even if his enormous cock was a little snug in her still tight young pussy. She really liked him. Maybe she really loved him but she was scared of an emotion that she knew little to nothing about.

Fortunately Jared was as cool as always when they finally got around to relaxing in the afterglow of their lovemaking. He wasn't terribly impulsive and didn't tend to rush into anything. He was also a great listener and listened patiently as Crystal tried to explain her confused feelings.

"I don't want to be the cause of any disappointment in your life," Jared began. "I can see how important your career is to you, and while I don't really understand how the whole entertainment industry thing works, I know that personal relationships often impact business relationships in a big way. You're a lot younger than I am and you're just starting out. If you need time to sort things out in your head that's totally fine with me. I'm not going anywhere. I've got a busy schedule too so it's not like I'll just be sitting around at home waiting for the phone to ring. You're a pretty incredible woman Crystal and I have some very deep feelings for you already but we don't have to make any hasty decisions."

Jared was a guy who really seemed to have his shit together she thought. Most of the guys she had dated were kind of insecure or vain or a weird combination of both. Like her, they were career driven and didn't have a much bigger perspective on life or the world. Jared seemed like a guy she could learn things from. A guy who could expand her horizons and show her a life that didn't revolve completely around her next album or her next public appearance. He was right to suggest that they not rush into anything. This was going to take some thought.

Jared was on his way to Chicago and had an early flight so he reluctantly retired to his own room in order to try and catch a little sleep. Crystal was sorry to see him go and had looked forward to curling up in his arms but there would be time for that down the line. The important thing was that they had finally become lovers. That happy buzz would carry her for some time.

As she came out of the shower and found the devil sitting on her bed, smoking as usual, her happy buzz quickly turned into a bummer. Satan was the last thing in the world she wanted to deal with right now.

"Hey baby girl, long time no fuck!"

"Seems like only yesterday," she replied dryly.

"Looks like you got a new boyfriend. Good for you. Better than all these flaky rock and roll types you usually go down on."

"And what do you know about him?" Crystal shot back.

"Oh I know a whole lot about that fellow. I've had my eye on him for quite some time. He's a hard nut to crack. I was thinking maybe you could help me there baby."

"Now why would I do that?"

"Because you don't want to lose all of this," the devil replied calmly. "I made you who you are sister and I can take it away just as easy."

"Now you sound like my agent."

"Don't forget that I am baby. I'm your agent, your manager, your promoter and your master all rolled into one. I said I'd make you a star but I never said I'd keep you as one. It's time for you to do me a little favor, and I don't mean just sucking my dick."

"What exactly do you want me to do?" she asked suspiciously.

"I want you to help me figure out how to cut a deal with Jared Simmons. He's hard to get an angle on. There must be something he desires that he'd be willing to trade for. Like maybe you for example. You're already in his head. Maybe if you jerked his chain a little and got his hopes up only to pull back he'd be in a position to bargain."

"Are you crazy? I love the guy I'm not going to play hard to get just so that you can steal his soul."

"I don't steal nothin' baby girl, I make deals. Deals with little star struck bitches like you are a dime a dozen. I could sit at the bus depot and nail wannabes rolling into town by the handful. This dude is prime real estate. He's got ethics and standards and all that crap that I hate. He's honest to the core and believes in all those old fashioned values that went out style ages ago. That's the kind of dude I want playing on my team. The incorruptible rock of morality. There ain't many of them left but I won't be happy until I've stamped them all out one way or another," the devil snarled with a sinister grin.

"Well good luck with that one. I'm afraid you're going to have to figure that out on your own."

"You don't understand baby girl, I'm not asking for your help I'm ordering you to do it."

"And if I refuse?"

"Then you go back to where you came from. Eddie Bowinger from Hicksville."

"But I'd have my soul back?"

"Sure baby, it ain't worth all that much to me anyway. Now get over here and suck my big dick. You know what you're going to do. What do you want with a soul when you can be a star?"


CHAPTER 20:

The idea of giving up her fame and fortune didn't bother her as much as she thought it would but the idea of giving up her womanhood was unbearable, especially now that she had met Jared. Sure she'd be free from the degrading sex slavery that the devil forced her into but she would also lose the wonders of physical splendor that she had come to enjoy more than she had ever imagined possible.

Would it really be the worst thing in the world to help Jared sell his soul? Would it even be possible? He didn't seem like a man who would easily surrender his principles for greater success or even quality pussy. She wasn't exactly an expert in the art of seduction or toying with a man's affections so she'd probably make a hash of it anyway. He wasn't one of her adoring fans. There were plenty of guys who probably would sell their souls gladly just for a chance to get in her pants let alone any other bells and whistles the devil might want to throw into the bargain. Jared was not that kind of guy and Crystal had no desire to dig deeper and look for weaknesses. His integrity was one of his most appealing qualities. She wasn't going to be the one to pull him down no matter what it cost her.

She didn't want to go back to being a man. That had never been a happy thing, even without considering the career frustration. Eddie had never possessed any of the qualities of "manhood" that the world found desirable. Aside from his talent for writing songs he had never felt good about himself in any other way, and since he couldn't seem to convey the strength of his compositions it only made matters worse. He knew that he had talent locked inside him but didn't know how to release it...until he met the devil.

For some reason womanhood came to him naturally. It wasn't a punishment at all or a nasty price he had to pay on top of losing his soul, it was actually the best part of the bargain. True, he wasn't just changed into a woman he was changed into an insanely attractive one and had the devil simply made him a hot-looking guy with a great voice things would probably have been pretty enjoyable as well but there were other issues about the feminizing that seemed to go deeper.

Instead of feeling embarrassed by the change it had come as a pleasant surprise. Instead of being repelled by the attention of men it was exhilarating. Crystal felt emotionally at home in her new being. She felt quite comfortable assuming the role of a female even if it brought some undesired consequences with it. Yes, she had allowed her body to be used in degrading ways to get what she wanted but she could live with that. She understood the power trip that these men needed in order to feel manly but she also knew that it was a small price to pay for what she was getting in return. Someday she would be powerful enough that men like Carlton Dobbs would have turn elsewhere for their next prodigy. That was the thought that had kept her going and made it all seem worthwhile.

The easy way to success was the key to the whole thing. Going on a few fake dates, sucking a few middle aged cocks, even taking it up the ass from Satan didn't take that long and wasn't the end of the world. She got to be a star. She was adored by tons of people and getting more popular all the time. She was making money hand over fist. It sure beat the hell out of schlepping your gear around from one dive bar to another hoping that at least one person in the crowd actually enjoyed what you were playing.

But she knew that it wasn't right. She hadn't earned any of this success. Without the devil pulling the strings maybe she never would have sold a single record or even gotten a chance to record one. It was served up on a silver platter. It was easy to be caught up in the excitement but in the long run what had she accomplished? What had she proved? That a hot chick can fuck her way to mild success in show business? That was hardly a news flash. The only unique thing about it was the fact that she felt somewhat guilty for doing it.

The fact that she felt so strongly about Jared was the main thing that kept her hoping for another way out of her jam but at the same time it was the main reason she knew she had to give up all the fame and fortune and go back home. She had no idea what sort of evil things the devil would want to do to that man but she could guess that it wouldn't be pretty. More than anything she didn't want to have to admit to Jared what a fraud she really was. Whatever respect and affection he had for her would no doubt vanish in a heartbeat and she couldn't stand the thought of that.

She hated to just disappear on Jared and never see him again but there wasn't really any easy way to explain what was happening. He was better off without her. Better off not thinking about her again.

It hadn't been a total loss. She had at least enjoyed a taste of the fame and acclaim she had always wanted. Her songs had been heard by a large audience of people who seemed to enjoy them. She had the experience of working in a real recording studio and going on tour. She had seen the country and been on national television. She had met, and even dated people who would never have given her the time of day in ordinary life. It had been kind of a dream. Well, like any dream there had to be the moment where you woke up and she was wide awake for the first time in her life. For the first time the superficial things she wanted and lusted after didn't seem so important when reflected in the sleazy pool of evil that had spawned them. If she only did one good deed in her life let it be this.

There was no point beating around the bush. She knew that nothing would change her mind. Better to just get it over with and head back home. Crystal Collins was just a pretend character...a face on a record cover. It was time to be Eddie Bowinger again.


CHAPTER 21:

"What the hell do you mean you won't do it?" the devil snarled when he heard the news. "You'll do it because I say you'll do it. I own you bitch!"

"Not any more apparently," Crystal replied calmly. "I don't want what you have to offer. I won't help you trap anyone else. I won't serve you in any way so let's get it over with and change me back."

"Now don't be like that baby. Think it over! Maybe I was a little too harsh. Maybe I shouldn't have been so pushy. But there's a lot more I can do for you. And for your boyfriend too. Think about the life you could live together. You could have the biggest mansion in town, or any town for that matter. You could branch out and be a movie star too! Wouldn't you like that? Selling records is only the start. You could have your own production company. Host your own TV show. Make hit movies. Whatever you want baby. And you can have your man too if you still want him."

"I'd want him the way he is not the way you would make him. Now stop fucking around asshole and get this over with. I'm not going to change my mind. I'm not going to help you so go fuck yourself."

The devil looked perplexed and then enraged. Nobody ever talked to him like that. Buying souls from dreamers with stars in their eyes was like shooting fish in a barrel. They didn't talk back and they never walked away from fame once they had a taste of it. Most people would sell their own mothers, let alone their souls, for a shot at success in whatever field they desired to excel in. Nobody...NOBODY had ever told him to fuck off once they had seen what he could do for them.

"All right baby, no need to get nasty. You can have your soul back but I'm afraid it's too late to turn you back into Eddie Bowinger. That guy's dead and buried as far as the world's concerned. You're just going to have to stay a woman whether you like it or not. Now how do you feel about backing out of the deal?"

"Just fine thank you. Now give me back my soul and get out of my life forever," Crystal demanded.

"Well now, it's not that easy when you get right down to it. I may have exaggerated my powers a little bit. It's much easier to build someone up than it is to tear them down. But I can build you up even more if you're just reasonable!"

"I break the bargain. I reject your deal and any association with you. Now get the fuck out of here!"

With that the devil was gone and Crystal waited for some kind of magical transformation to happen but nothing changed. She was still in her house. She was still herself. She ran to the piano and tried to sing and her voice was still as lovely as ever. Nothing had appeared to change and yet she knew everything was different. Somehow she knew that her soul had been restored to her and that the devil was out of her life, hopefully for good.

Was that all she had to do to get rid of him? To face up to him and tell him off? Well, that hadn't been the easiest thing in the world to do but somehow she found the courage. Maybe the devil hadn't been as instrumental in her success as she had been led to believe. Maybe he just helped open some doors. Maybe her natural talent had played a bigger role than she had thought.

It didn't matter to her one way or the other at this point. If she found that her record contract was torn up or that her concerts were all cancelled so be it. They could come repossess her house and all her furniture if they wanted to. From now on she was going to pay her own way. She was going to earn whatever she got. If not in show business then in some other line of work. She could learn. She was young and not nearly as stupid as she had come to believe. She had figured out how to beat the devil, that was something that not everyone could say.

She wanted to tell Jared about what had happened but that was pointless and crazy. He didn't need her warnings about the evils of temptation, he had obviously handled himself quite nicely in that regard for a long time. Perhaps he would be impressed that she had taken the risk of confronting the devil to protect him but in the long run it was probably better just to try and follow his good example and live a decent life with priorities that weren't totally obsessed with the shallowness of fame and fortune.

Maybe the devil would be back sometime with new offers and promises and bargains but hopefully she'd be ready for him. Whatever life had in store for her now she knew that she was strong enough to face it without supernatural intervention.

She had been to the crossroads twice and took the wrong path the first time. This time she felt certain that she was heading in the right direction at last.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

As transgender erotica goes this was definitely something a bit different for me but I hope enjoyable at the same time. It's obviously based on the legend of Robert Johnson, a famous blues artists who has a legend connected with him that says that he met the devil at a rural crossroads in Mississippi and was given the gift of musical greatness in exchange for his soul. That legend is of course based on the early story of Faust, a German scholar who makes a deal with the devil to be granted infinite knowledge and earthly pleasures. Some variation of that story has made its way into all kinds of media over the years so it seemed like fertile ground for adding a TG twist.

My portrayal of the recording industry is somewhat dated I admit. It's based more on my experiences from a ways back when records were sold in record stores and climbing the charts was the measure of success. Obviously there are still records being recorded but the Internet has radically changed the way the music industry does business. For the sake of my story I leaned a bit on the old school way. Forgive me, it's the world I remember!

Crystal discovers, that for her at any rate, being changed into a woman isn't a punishment at all. For some people the realization that they would be happier in another body is obvious almost from birth but for others it comes as a bit of surprise, if not a shock. It takes a little time to sink in that the desire has always been there but the freedom to express that desire is hard to come by sometimes in a society that frowns on experimentation and self-discovery. Someday the process of gender transformation will be much easier, less painful and far less expensive but until then the process of going down that road requires a lot of courage and determination. It's not the easiest road to take but sometimes it's the right one.
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