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CHAPTER 1:

When you mention Las Vegas to most people it tends to conjure up images of glamour and excitement. For the more conservative-minded it probably represents sin and temptation. Having grown up near there in a quiet suburban area it was just my hometown. My family frequently went into the tourist areas over the years to dine in one of their high quality restaurants or take advantage of a reasonably priced buffet. And there were family attractions too, although the big push to make it sort of a Disney World in the desert had kind of faded out.

It might be surprising to know that Las Vegas is home to one of the largest populations of Mormons outside of Utah, and is also in the top 20 in churches per capita. While it may seem funny that so many Mormons work in the casino industry, since they don’t gamble, it actually makes a lot of sense in that they have a reputation for honesty and they’re less likely to get hooked on the games of chance.

It might also surprise you that most of the fabled Las Vegas Strip is not actually in the City of Las Vegas, it’s in an unincorporated section of Clark County, Nevada. Even the famous “Welcome to Fabulous Las Vegas” sign isn’t within the city limits.

What probably won’t surprise you is that as a young man growing up in the shadow of “Sin City” I found plenty of distractions there that filled a lot of evenings and weekends and fueled a lot of dreams and fantasies.

Although prostitution isn’t legal in Las Vegas, as some people think, it is a very sexy town. There are first-rate strip clubs that often feature porn stars as headlining attractions and “legitimate” stage shows that showcase topless dancers. There are gorgeous women everywhere, especially around the pools of some of the swankier hotels, and people standing on the street passing out somewhat seedy postcards and advertisements for “escorts” and “massages” and other services of dubious legality. It’s a city that thrives on action of all kinds and once I was old enough to partake my buddies and I had a hell of a good time.

One of our favorite hangouts was the Bare Pool Lounge at the Mirage. It was sort of like Spring Break all year long and despite the name it was only tops optional, but plenty of gorgeous girls took advantage of the opportunity to get a nice even tan upstairs, and plenty of horny guys enjoyed watching them do it. Being a local had its advantages in that you could offer your services as tour guide to an out-of-towner and hopefully your tour would conclude in the girl’s hotel room.

Flight attendants were another specialty of mine. I knew which hotels the various airlines tended to book their flight attendants into on layovers and these girls usually didn’t want to go on some big bender before heading back to work but a nice dinner date and someone to warm their bed often seemed to hit the spot. Again, being a local had an advantage because if we hit it off there was always the chance to see each other again, which made it a little less like a tacky one-night-stand.

I was taking classes at the University of Nevada, Las Vegas, mostly in Hospitality Management, but also enrolled in a dealer’s school. Although my family home was not far away it was more convenient to have my own apartment, which I shared with my roommate Joe Bentley.  My busy study schedule might have been the excuse that I sold to my parents but the freedom to have a bachelor pad in one of the naughtiest towns in the world was the real attraction for me.

Joe was studying to be a bartender, which in Las Vegas can be a pretty lucrative gig, but his real ambition was to open up some kind of club or entertainment venue of his own. I was more conventional, just looking for a good job in the casino or hotel business but Joe was a dreamer with big plans. Of course big plans usually require big capital to get them off the ground and that’s where my story really begins.

“Do you know how much money some of these escorts make around town?” Joe asked one day when we were both just kind of kicking it in front of the TV. “Or better yet, some of these strippers?”

“I honestly have no idea but I imagine it can be pretty good if the chick is hot enough,” I commented without much thought.

“It’s pretty good alright, and we’re talking about flexible hours and great tip potential on top of any base salary.”

“I see you’ve given this some thought,” I said with a laugh. “Are you thinking about opening a strip club or starting an escort service or something?”

“Not exactly, although a high-class strip joint with an angle might be something to consider in the future. I was thinking more of the short time economic opportunities.”

“Okay, you lost me,” I said with a shrug. “Why would we care how much money girls like that can make?”

Joe just smiled at me and then got up and went to his room. When he came back he was holding what looked like a little bottle of pills of some kind. He continued to grin as he shook the bottle for emphasis.

“Robert, my pal, I hold in my hand the key to financial independence,” Joe pronounced rather dramatically.

“So now you want to be a drug dealer?”

“No, dummy, the pills are for us. It’s an amazing new wonder drug that not too many people know about...yet. This is a ground floor opportunity for us.”

“Opportunity to do what?” I asked, still totally in the dark.

“To become sexy women, of course,” Joe replied.

Of course. Only Joe could make something that crazy sound like a golden opportunity.


CHAPTER 2:

“You’re insane,” I sputtered when I finally realized that he wasn’t joking.

“Not at all. Just hear me out,” said Joe as he sat back down on the couch. “These pills will turn a man into a woman until he takes another one, which turns him right back the way he was. Nobody will ever know who we really are, or that we’re really men for that matter. No dealing with the bullshit of actually being a woman and worrying about our reputations or some creepy stalker dudes. The stuff works almost instantaneously so you’re always only a pill pop away from completely changing your identity. You can walk into a building as a woman and walk out as a man. It’s the perfect disguise. You can go anywhere, do anything, and be whatever kind of person you want to be and simply leave that person behind when you want to go back to normal. You know we’re always talking about wishing we had a way to pick up some cash while continuing our studies. Well...here it is...right here in this little bottle.”

“There’s no such pill,” I protested.

“There is. I’ve got them and they work,” said Joe firmly.

“How do you know they work?”

“I’ve tried it.”

“Bullshit!”

“No, I’ve tried it. It’s a totally wild trip just doing it for the heck of it, but why not monetize the experience too?”

We went around circles like that a little longer until Joe agreed to take one in front of me to prove that it really did what he said it would do. I just stood there in open-mouthed wonder as I watched my roommate transform into an incredibly hot girl right before my eyes. Of course he didn’t have any makeup on and was just wearing jeans and a t-shirt but it was pretty obvious that there was a very attractive woman in my living room.

“Holy shit! You’re gorgeous,” I sputtered.

“Thank you,” said Joe in an unfamiliar female voice. “Now you try it.”

I had no interest in becoming an escort or a stripper or whatever else Joe might have in mind but the idea of transforming so completely and so quickly in the privacy of my own apartment was kind of tempting. I had always admired beautiful women and sort of wondered what it would feel like to look like that sometimes, but it wasn’t the kind of urge that was ever going to get me to cross-dress or anything like that.

“Go on, try it,” Joe insisted.

It was much harder to say no to a pretty girl than to my roommate so I finally agreed to give it a go. A moment later my body shook for a second or two, short of like getting a cold shiver or something, and then it was done. Joe marched me over to a mirror and I was astonished by what I saw. I was any day as hot as he was, probably even more so. My tits were absolutely straining under my shirt and I could clearly see the outline of my nipples through the material.

“Holy shit!” I said again, only now my voice was as unfamiliar as Joe’s.

“Now you tell me that two babes like us couldn’t find a way to make a few bucks in this town?” Joe suggested.

“Where did you get these things?” I asked.

“From this hooker chick I know named Julie. She has a specialty where she does men who have lesbian fantasies. She used to just hook up with another girl and the guy would pay to watch but when she found out about these pills she came up with the brilliant idea to streamline the process. She gives the guy a pill, and maybe dresses him up in some sexy lingerie if he wants the whole experience, then she fucks him, gives him another pill, and sends him on his way. She can charge basically whatever she wants and she doesn’t have to split the money with another girl. That babe has a great head for business and can see the potential in new opportunities.”

“That is pretty clever,” I admitted.

“Now all we have to do is find our angle,” said Joe.

“Now wait a minute, I haven’t agreed to do anything other than take this pill once just to see how it feels. You’re talking about some big career thing,” I pointed out.

“Do you look down on women who use their bodies to make money?” Joe asked.

“No, of course not.”

“Do you feel that it would undermine your feminist beliefs to do something like that?” Joe continued.

“No, what are you talking about?”

“Are you worried that a man might not want to marry you if he found out about your shady past?”

“Obviously not.”

“Then what are you worried about? This isn’t really you, it’s a fantasy version of you. A blank canvass that you can paint any kind of a personality onto you like,” said Joe rather convincingly.

“Well what exactly are you suggesting we do?” I asked.

“I haven’t totally figured that out yet. The first step was seeing if the pill would make us look hot enough to be able to make money off of our appearances. I’d say that’s pretty much a given.”

“Agreed,” I chimed in.

“So now that we know that we can look like a woman anytime we want we should probably see if we can act like one,” Joe continued.

“And how do you propose that we do that?”

“I suggest that we should get fixed up and go out in public a few times, just to get the feel of being a woman. Start slow and try to work our way up,” suggested Joe.

I had to admit that I felt very different about a lot of things while I was under the influence of that strange drug. The idea of getting “fixed up” sounded surprisingly appealing for some reason. I knew that I was “naturally” pretty as a girl but I also figured that I could look even better with a little cosmetic help and the right clothes. I actually had the feeling that we could both be total knockouts with a little effort.

Even so we decided that our first venture should be really simple. We decided to go to one of the smaller casinos off the strip and just play a few slot machines or maybe some video poker for a while. We found that wearing two t-shirts made of thicker material would pretty much cover up for the fact that we weren’t wearing bras and by rolling up the pants legs of our jeans a little we could get by in that casual attire. Joe suddenly remembered that one of his overnight guests had left her lipstick in the bathroom and it had gotten tossed in the medicine cabinet in case she ever came back. Now we figured we’d borrow it and at least do something for our faces that was decidedly feminine.

I’d watched girls apply lipstick a bunch of times but never paid that much attention to the process so we quickly pulled up an online video and followed the instructions the best we could. The fact that we were both wearing basically the same clothes and using the exact same lip coloring was a little funky, but it was the best we could do on the spur of the moment.

There was a little place not far from our apartment that we went to sometimes to just hang out and maybe have a beer and play a few games and it was within easy walking distance so we decided to head over there. As soon as we had stepped out of the apartment and locked the door behind us I could feel my legs starting to shake a little. As we walked down the hall the guy who lived three doors down from us passed us by but of course he had no idea who we were so he just gave us an admiring glance and I had the distinct feeling that he was probably looking at our asses once we had walked on by, but that might have just been paranoia on my part.

Stepping out onto the street was even more frightening. It was all familiar territory but it felt like I was walking around a strange planet or something. My body felt different just walking as my hips tended to sway a bit and my braless boobs kind of bounced with each step. It was terrifying but also kind of exciting at the same time. It felt so taboo and wicked, even though we weren’t doing anything other than strolling along the sidewalk. I guess it was the fact that it felt like we were trying to “get away” with something, which I suppose we were in a way. We were trying to fool the world into believing that we were two young women out on the town, which was fundamentally true, but still not as it sounded.

We got a lot of looks on our way to the casino but I don’t think it was because we were doing anything wrong that made us stand out, I think it was just what happens when pretty girls walk past men. When we reached the door I suddenly had another mini panic attack as I realized that we didn’t have ID for our female alter egos. As men we were regulars here so they knew we were of age but if we got carded now we’d have no way of proving that.

Fortunately nobody seemed to care about that so we just took a seat in front of our game of choice and started playing. I guess maybe cute chicks got kind of a free pass on that sort of thing since attractive women tended to elevate a joint.

I chose one of my favorite slot machines and Joe went for the video poker area and pretty soon I started to relax. I was in familiar surroundings doing something familiar and luck seemed to be with me at the moment. Everything was going fine...until a man sat down next to me.


CHAPTER 3:

“Hey cutie, you come here often?” the man asked almost as soon as he had taken a seat at the machine next to mine.

“Yeah, sometimes,” I replied, suddenly feeling like there was a huge rock lodged in my throat.

“Can I buy you a drink?”

“Sure,” I said, figuring it would get him away from me for a few moments and give me time to escape.

For some reason I couldn’t move. I felt like I was strapped to my seat or something. It was no big deal, really, but I was scared. Stranger still I was slightly turned on. The guy was probably in his mid-thirties and looked like a truck driver, which he probably was since this place seemed to cater to a lot of those long haul drivers who are just passing through town on their way to somewhere. He had curly black hair under his trucker’s hat and a fairly thick mustache. I had been in his shoes, trying to pick up a girl many times, but it was very strange to be the one being picked up.

Even so it was hard not to feel that little adrenaline rush of a potential encounter in the making. Even in my sloppy casual attire and lack of comprehensive makeup I was obviously attractive to this man. It was almost too easy. I knew I wasn’t the slickest player in town, but my game wasn’t bad and I still got shot down a hell of a lot. If I wanted a “date” for the evening tonight all I had to do was sit in front of a slot machine for a few minutes and mind my own business. That was kind of eye opening.

The man returned and I thanked him for the drink. His name was Tom and he was indeed a cross-country trucker. He was actually kind of handsome, in a rugged sort of way, and we made some polite conversation for a while before Joe came to my rescue.

“Hey girl, we’ve got to get going or we’re going to be late for that thing,” she said as she walked over and stood beside me.

“Oh, yeah, that’s right,” I said, almost a little disappointed to have my flirting session interrupted so quickly. “Thanks for the drink Tom. Maybe I’ll see you the next time you come to town.”

With that we made our exit and I felt a little bad about leaving Tom hanging. I couldn’t tell for sure if he had an erection but I imagined that he was pretty turned on and hopeful when I accepted his drink and didn’t brush him off right away. He was just a lonely and horny guy trying to get lucky on a quick stopover in town. I couldn’t blame him for that. Still I obviously wasn’t going to go to bed with him or something so it was just as well that Joe had pulled me out of there before I got even deeper into the situation.

“Wow, only a woman for an hour and half and already you had to fend off the men. I’d say that’s a promising sign,” Joe chuckled as we walked down the street towards our apartment.

“We were just talking,” I protested mildly.

“Flirting you mean. I saw what was going on over there. He was trying to get in your pants and you were happily leading him on.”

“I wasn’t leading him on,” I protested again, this time a little more vociferously.

“So you wanted him to get in your pants?” Joe inquired.

“No, of course not!”

“Then you were leading him on. It’s cool. I’m impressed really. It shows you’ve got natural talent. What we need to do next is get ourselves set up with some clothes and makeup and shit like that and I know just the person to help us.”


CHAPTER 4:

That person turned out to be Joe’s hooker friend Julie. She was our pill supplier and in her line of work she was obviously someone who knew how to be discrete and keep a secret. She agreed to meet us at a nearby shopping center on a Saturday afternoon and then proceeded to give us fantastic fashion advice, at least as far as I was concerned. Of course just about any woman would have been able to tell us more than we already knew about women’s clothing, but we didn’t want to look like we were dressing for the church sociable or something. Julie knew the vibe we were looking for and knew exactly how to help us get it.

Julie was smoking hot, which I suppose was logical considering what she did for a living,  but she also seemed pretty down-to-earth. She wasn’t this cynical, hard-boiled, bitch who had been around the block a few too many times, she just seemed like any other girl her age I might have known from school. In point of fact she was since she was taking some classes at UNLV like I was. It was kind of trippy to think that some girl I might be sitting next to in class was actually a prostitute in her spare time. That was kind of a kinky and exciting thought.

What Julie understood perfectly is what would work best for each of us based on our body type and hair color and complexion. The key seemed to be to accent your strengths and camouflage your weaknesses, although I was kind of smugly happy that Julie couldn’t really find many weaknesses in my shape.

We each got some bras and panties and a bikini as well as a couple of basic casual things like shorts and jeans and tops and of course a couple of dresses along with a skirt and a sweater and a few basic accessories.

“This will get you started,” Julie finally pronounced once we had gathered up our goods. “This discount store stuff is okay for general purposes but if you gals seriously want to earn you’re going to need to step up in class a bit. It really depends on what kind of trade you’re going for.”

It was kind of startling to hear a professional call girl talking to us like we were aspiring hookers but it didn’t bother me as much as make me aroused. Something about being a call girl or an escort in Vegas seemed kind of glamorous for some reason and the fact that Julie was so casual and open about it made it seem totally legitimate.

We were racking up a bit of a tab for all this crap but we still needed some cosmetics so Julie really came to our rescue in suggested affordable makeup that would be easy enough to apply and work well with our coloring. She gave us a quick hint on how to apply the junk but suggested that we look for videos online, which of course we had already done for the lipstick application, so I figured we could figure it all out fairly easily.

Since she was doing us a big favor we took her to lunch at a nice Italian restaurant that was fairly close to the shopping center. We had gone out in our jeans and t-shirt getup but switched to the skirt and sweater outfits after making our purchases. I’ve got to say it made a big difference not only in the way we looked but certainly in the way I felt just walking around. I’d never felt so sexy before just strolling around town.

“So what have you gals got in mind exactly?” Julie asked once we were seated at the restaurant and waiting for our food to arrive.

“Don’t know for sure,” Joe replied. “Just getting our feet wet before we get anything else wet.”

“Well my DYI lesbian thing is really taking off. I could probably throw some work your way. You both look like you could totally be lipstick lesbians, which is what these guys are usually looking for. Since my reputation would be on the line I’d want half of the base fee the first time out, but you keep any tips. If you go over well I’ll drop my cut to 30% and you still keep the tips. Of course I’d want to audition you first.”

My head was spinning. I had thought that we were just out for a little shopping and that we’d take things nice and slow. Maybe go out to a casino again or something like that. I’d be pretty happy just lounging by a pool somewhere in my new bikini showing off my hot body. Now we were talking about “auditioning” to become lesbian prostitutes.

“What do you mean by auditioning?” I asked a little nervously.

“Well I assume that neither one of you has any experience with lesbian sex so I need to make sure that you can perform well enough to satisfy a paying client. I mean you look great but you’ve also got to be good at fucking other women,” Julie explained as casually as she had explained the difference between lip gloss and lipstick.

Julie suggested that we go back to her place after lunch where she could give us a crash course in girl-on-girl sex and it was pretty much impossible to turn that offer down, regardless of what the motivation might be. It seemed harmless enough, and not gay at all, although ironically it was totally gay for girls to do each other. Since we were really men there was nothing odd about us having sex with a woman, we were just doing it with some different equipment.

Julie had a very nice apartment, certainly fancier than ours and in a much more swanky building, and it looked like she must be doing pretty good with her business operation. That was kind of encouraging because I didn’t really mind the thought of picking up a few bucks, especially after all the money we had blown on clothes and shit earlier in the day.

“Have you girls got professional names?” Julie asked.

I had just introduced myself as “Bobbi” when the trucker hit on me the other night because some people used to call me Bobby when I was a little kid, although now I generally went by Robert, or maybe Rob. The idea of a “professional” name hadn’t really entered my mind.

“I was thinking of either Josie Jasmine or Sapphire St. Martin,” said Joe without hesitation.

“Those are both good,” Julie commented. “The Josie one is kind of the girl-next-door and Sapphire is a little more upscale, but I like them both.”

“I think I’ll go with Josie Jasmine. It’s sort of familiar feeling and I can always go with the other one if I want to later,” said Joe, now known as Josie.

“How about you sweetie?” Julie asked me directly.

“Gosh, I don’t know,” I stammered. “I called myself Bobbi once already. That was easy to remember.”

“Okay Bobbi...how about...Bobbi Blu...but with no ‘E’ at the end?” Julie suggested.

“Perfect!” said Josie, clapping her hands together.

“Yeah...I think I like it,” I said with kind of a silly grin.

“Terrific. Bobbi, Josie it’s time for you to get naked,” Julie announced.

Josie looked at me and I looked at her and then we both kind of giggled and started stripping out of our clothes. Getting the bra off took a little work but pretty soon we were both totally nude.

“Very nice,” said Julie as she checked us out. “Got to lose the muff hair ladies. A little patch or landing strip is fine but you need to be clean where it counts. Now kiss each other.”

We giggled again and then I put my arms around Josie and she put her arms around me and we did a quick little kiss.

“Jesus Christ girls! This isn’t a junior high dance. Show me that you know how to kiss,” Julie insisted rather emphatically.

Josie took the lead and grabbed the back of my head. A moment later we were locked in a very deep and sensuous kiss. Our breasts were firmly pressed together and I could feel my temperature rising and pulse beating faster.

“Much better. Now work the boobs. I assume you know something about that,” said Julie.

We started out just touching and squeezing each other a little but soon we moved on to tweaking the nipples and I made the first move to get one of Josie’s little buttons in my mouth. I had always considered myself a “tit man” at heart so it felt completely natural to be sucking on a woman’s nipple, even if the woman was really my male roommate. Somehow that just didn’t enter my mind at that moment. I was a girl named Bobbi and she was a girl named Josie and we were both enjoying our first lesbian encounter together.

We were so busy with our boob play that I didn’t even notice that Julie had gotten as naked as we were until she came over and kissed me, and then Josie before leading us over to her bed. She looked spectacular, quite possibly the hottest chick I had ever been with, although it was kind of hard to explain exactly why I felt that. I had probably dated girls with prettier faces but the whole package just screamed sex appeal and she had this aura about her that was pretty irresistible.

“Show me how you lick pussy,” Julie said as she lay on her back and spread her legs.

Josie got there first so I had to wait my turn but it was a pleasant enough show to watch that I didn’t mind at all. Julie gave some pointers and soon it was my turn. I went down on Julie’s snatch enthusiastically, perhaps a little too much so at first.

“Take it easy sport,” Julie said with a laugh. “Women tend to like to ramp things up in stages. You don’t have to dive right in, although I appreciate your gusto.”

After we had both given Julie’s gash a good licking she had us get into the 69 position and do each other. I was on the bottom with Josie’s ass in my face and she was on top sticking her head down between my legs. I think that was the first moment where I realized that I was having sex with my roommate but there was no way I was going to stop then.

Julie took us through a number of positions and options, sometimes demonstrating personally and sometimes just guiding us from the sidelines. When I had my first female orgasm I felt like I had never really had sex before because the sensation was so intense and completely gripped my body from head to toe. And the real beauty part was that I didn’t have to stop there like I did when I climaxed as a man. I could just keep going and going.

Finally she declared that we had passed the audition with flying colors and it was time to decide who was going to get the first crack at one of her regular clients. We did rock/paper/scissors and Josie won so she would bat lead off but I never even thought twice about questioning the whole process. When my turn came up I was going to become a whore...and I couldn’t be more thrilled by the prospect.


CHAPTER 5:

Josie was a little coy about sharing the details of her encounter but I think she just wanted me to discover things for myself. It was obvious that it had been a positive experience for her and she had made some decent money so I was totally anxious and ready to go when my name was called.

The “John” as we sex workers called our clients was a middle-aged man who looked like he might be a schoolteacher or something. He might have been for all I knew. Being one of Julie’s regulars meant that he already knew the drill so I didn’t have to explain the whole transformation process to him. Julie always had the guy take off all his clothes before popping the pill, and if it was a first-timer she would offer to let him go into the bathroom to change. That wasn’t necessary in this case and my guy stripped as soon as the introductions were out of the way.

It was kind of weird being in a hotel room with a naked man but he was only a man for a few moments. I did notice that he wasn’t erect at all, which I tried not to take too personally. Obviously his interests were a little different than most men and once he had turned female I had no worries about my sex appeal as “Shawn,” as he preferred to be known, was all over me in a flash.

Shawn practically ripped my clothes off and had me on my back in no time. As we kissed she finger banged me and I began to wonder who was the hooker. Apparently Shawn got off on being the aggressor, which was fine with me because all I had to do was follow her lead.

“I was a little worried about being with a stranger but Julie said you were hot stuff and she wasn’t kidding,” said Shawn.

“Glad you approve,” I replied.

“I more than approve, I appreciate,” said Shawn before she slipped her legs between mine and we began tribbing.

Julie had shown us how much fun it was to rub your pussy against something, almost anything really, but how incredibly good it was to rub your pussy against another woman’s snatch. It took a little work to get into just the right position, and it required some teamwork to get equal stimulation happening, but Shawn had enough experience, even as only a female “day tripper” to keep us both in sync pretty well despite my lack of practice.

“Oh, fuck...” I moaned.

“You like that, don’t you baby?” said Shawn.

“Oh, yes.”

“Me too. Especially when I can get my clit really involved in the action.”

I had to keep reminding myself that I was actually getting paid for this. Shawn wasn’t the hottest chick in the world, but she was pretty enough in her own way, and she was totally into the whole lesbian thing and I could understand why. There were a surprising amount of ways for a gal to get satisfaction that had nothing to do with a man sticking his dick in her. All that soft skin and curvy features rubbing together was a treat to say the least and it was a pleasure not to have to worry about keeping an erection up. Presumably Shawn had discovered the same thing and figured it was worth the money to indulge in girly sex. I was enjoying it so much I almost felt guilty about getting paid.

Finishing was a little different because it wasn’t based on ejaculation. Normally a hooker would try to get her John off as quickly as possible so that she could move on to the next one, but there wasn’t that obvious conclusion, and you couldn’t count on a female orgasm happening so Julie’s customers paid for a certain amount of time. I was supposed to keep track of it but it was actually Shawn who called my attention to the fact that we were about at the end of our session.

We did a little smooching as we sort of cooled off from the heat of what we had been doing and Shawn gave me a very generous tip. Then she popped another pill, turned back into a middle-aged male schoolteacher, and left the room. I just sat on the bed looking at all the money I had made, minus Julie’s cut of course, and marveled at the fact that I was now a whore and didn’t feel a shred of guilt or shame about it. In fact what I was mostly thinking was how anxious I was to do it again.

Apparently both Josie and I had gotten glowing reviews from our first tricks so Julie was quite happy to schedule us again, and we were both quite happy to accept. Things were a tiny bit odd at home when we were back in our male bodies because we had kissed and fooled around as women but the fact that we looked nothing like those female characters we portrayed made it a lot easier to think of Josie and Bobbi as two totally different people.

We turned a few more tricks and I probably would have been quite happy to just roll along as part of Julie’s lesbian stable but Joe had bigger ambitions and finally came up with the “angle” he wanted to try.

“I think we should try escorting but we do it as a team,” Joe suggested. “I mean there have to be a lot of guys who would totally get off on the idea of being in the company of not one, but two gorgeous ladies. And what man doesn’t enjoy seeing two hot babes kissing and coming on to one another? I think if we price it right we can probably find a decent market for that kind of service.”

“Now when you say escorting you mean like going to dinner and sitting next to the guy while he gambles and stuff like that?” I asked.

“Yeah, that’s the basic idea of it. A lot of these high roller types like to have some eye candy around while they blow big wads of cash. And the hotels usually comp them great rooms and fancy dinners and stuff so escorts don’t really cut into their budgets all that much,” Joe replied.

“But we’re not talking about sex,” I said.

“Well, that’s not the main idea behind that kind of escort service but I don’t think we should close the door to any possibility. Like they say, everything is negotiable. Some men would probably pay pretty good money just to watch us do each other. Before Julie discovered those pills she used to get paid just to masturbate in front of a dude if she didn’t have a partner handy.”

“That would be fine with me, as long as it was just girl-on-girl stuff,” I said.

“There may not be any sex at all,” Joe pointed out. “What we’re selling is an image. A fantasy. An ego trip for the man. People might suspect that he was paying us but nobody would know that for sure. And even if they did they’d still be envious that he could afford two gorgeous girls like us. We just have to fawn over the guy and make him feel like a king. That way whether he’s winning or losing he’s still having a good time.”

“And I suppose you have an escort friend who has been giving you all these pointers,” I said with a grin.

“As a matter of fact I do. Her name is Lilah and she’s been escorting for about three years now. She’s got a few regulars who come into town periodically and always expect her to be at their side. They pay well, and they tip even better, especially when they’re winning. She’s been working through an escort service but she’s thinking about going freelance so she’s the perfect candidate to show us the ropes.”

Joe knew everybody. I mean, he knew all kinds of people. Networking was a big part of his entrepreneurial nature. It didn’t surprise me at all that he knew strippers, and hookers, and escorts. He knew bartenders and dealers and hotel managers and entertainers too. He was just that kind of a person. That was handy because I wasn’t that kind of a person. It was actually something that they told me to work on at dealer school. I was really good at handling the games but I wasn’t very outgoing or gregarious, which wasn’t required to be a good dealer but certainly helped to be a popular one.

It would probably be a lot easier to do that job if I were doing it as Bobbi because she really made me come out of my shell. I seemed to be much more of a flirt and considerably bolder in general once I took one of those pills, probably because I felt so good about the way I looked and the way I got so much attention.

For this new enterprise it was time to do a little more shopping and this time it was Lilah who was our guide, only now we were shopping in some pretty upscale places and I got “sticker shock” when I saw the price tags on some of those dresses and shoes. Fortunately we had banked some decent cash as lesbian hookers, and Lilah knew how to shop for quality without paying through the nose, so we both came away with a couple of new outfits that I honestly couldn’t wait to wear out in public. Fortunately I didn’t have long to wait.


CHAPTER 6:

Lilah had been a huge help to us in more than just shopping for upscale clothing. She showed us where and how to advertise our services online, recommended an excellent photographer who took a number of pictures of us for our portfolio, and generally walked us through the whole process of being an escort. Like Julie she was incredibly supportive and helpful.

The photo shoot turned out to be a blast. The photographer had a makeup and hair stylist who made us both look fantastic and the whole process of posing for pictures, in various stages of dress and undress, made me feel like a celebrity.

We did a number of individual shots and because we were selling our services as a team we also posed together for some. When we did a few in sexy lingerie where Josie and I were kissing and touching a bit and that was incredibly fun. We didn’t do anything terribly graphic but it was a sexy sensation be placed in provocative poses dressed like we were.

When I saw the finished photos it kind of took my breath away. I never in a million years would have imagined that I could ever have looked that beautiful. As a man I had always thought of myself as a pretty good-looking guy, and I had certainly gone out with a number or attractive girls, but I had never felt so good about my appearance as I did looking at those pictures of myself. It was an incredible ego booster, that was for sure.

I had always thought that women tried to make themselves attractive to please men, but I was discovering how much it pleased me. I also found that I was very anxious to have other women approve of my looks and my style. As a man as long as my clothes were clean and comfortable I was usually pretty satisfied, fashion didn’t tend to enter the equation all that much. I’d spruce up a bit for a hot date or something, but I was content to be presentable. As Bobbi I wanted to be jaw dropping.

I think Josie felt pretty much the same way but I could never be sure. Joe was so focused on the business aspect of what we were doing that I’m not sure he really cared all that much about the whole feminizing aspect of the experience. If the pill turned us into Martians I imagine he’d be just as devoted to the idea of trying to monetize that.

With Lilah’s help we got some advertising in place and it wasn’t long before we got a response. The dude was supposedly a Dutch businessman named Peter Janssen who had some sort of business dealings in town that he came and tended to a few times a year. He was paying for a 24-hour package for the both of us although he said it would probably be a bit less actual time as he had a flight he needed to catch the following day and we were only meeting up with him at dinner time. It sounded like a good deal and we were both anxious to see how this whole escort thing would work so we got all dolled up in our fancy new duds and went to meet him in the lobby of the hotel he was staying at.

Since we didn’t have a photo of him, but he had seen pictures of us, it was up to him to make contact, which he did quite promptly after we had arrived at the appointed time. I was pleasantly surprised at how handsome he was, not that it really mattered. He was older, probably in his forties, and had some silver hair sneaking into his temples, but he looked fit and well-groomed in his immaculately tailored suit.

“My goodness, you look even more lovely in person,” he said with a slight but charming accent as he kissed our cheeks in the European fashion.

“Thank you,” Josie replied. “I hope we’re dressed appropriately for whatever you have in mind.”

“You both look stunning. I’m sure I’ll be the envy of every man in the room wherever we go. Now, there are several highly rated restaurants in this hotel but you’re the local experts. Is there anywhere special that we might enjoy?”

Naturally Josie was totally on top of that situation. It wasn’t that Joe had actually eaten at every restaurant in town but he knew the ratings and reputations of them all by heart. That made it easy for Josie to recommend a place called Picasso at the Bellagio Hotel. You could dine on the patio and watch the famous dancing waters show out front, but Josie suggested the main dining room, which was where the place got its name.

The extremely elegant dining room actually featured original works by Pablo Picasso and the list of five star ratings and other awards the restaurant had received were also impressive. I’d never been to a restaurant that fancy but there I was, arm-in-arm with a strange man from Holland being led to a table while my roommate was on his other arm. Even in a place like that we managed to turn heads, which seemed like a good sign.

The Spanish theme didn’t stop with the artworks as the menu featured gourmet items from Spain and France as well as a killer wine cellar. I wasn’t used to this kind of gourmet food so I picked something that seemed a little on the familiar side but Josie went for some exotic dish that I had never heard of. Peter seemed delighted with our choices, and our excellent taste, and he sprang for an insanely expensive bottle of wine.

It was our job to make him feel special so we hung on his every word and laughed at his every joke but it wasn’t hard to do at all because he was so damn charming. Obviously he would have no trouble getting a date the conventional way but with a limited amount of time in town it was simply more convenient to have something arranged and waiting for him. Of course that put all of the pressure on us to please him, but that was okay. I actually liked that part of the experience quite a lot and had no trouble finding ways to praise and compliment him without seeming insincere.

Peter did most of the serious talking, which made total sense since we were just rented accessories for the night, and we discovered that he ran a large international company of some kind that had something to do with bar codes and scanning software and something he referred to as inventory control management. The details all kind of sailed over my head but I got the picture that the dude was loaded.

“Do you ladies like to gamble?” asked Peter as we were finishing our meal.

“A bit,” I replied, “but a sure thing is always safer.”

“So true. I’m afraid I’m not terribly good at gambling but I do enjoy it whenever I’m somewhere like Las Vegas or Monte Carlo. There’s something kind of stimulating about taking a risk,” Peter said with a wink. “I usually do better with a charming young lady at my side so perhaps having two good luck charms will be even better.”

We went back to his hotel, where he no doubt was being comped for his casino action, and soon we were standing at a high stakes crap table with his arms around each of us. I sort of figured that a debonair guy like that would be more into baccarat or something, but Peter seemed to get a kick out of the more raucous atmosphere of craps.

Sometimes he asked for advice, which was where I could really shine, and when it was his turn to be the shooter he always had us blow on his dice first, and it seemed like he was either being modest about his skills or we really were bringing him good luck because he was amassing quite a pile of chips. Periodically he’d hand us each a $100 chip or place bets for us that seemed to win more often than not and by the time he decided to call it quits he was a big winner and Josie and I were stuffing our purses with money after we cashed in.

Then it was up to his room, or his penthouse suite as it turned out, and I wondered what exactly we were going to be expected to do up there but by that point I didn’t really care. I was ready for anything.


CHAPTER 7:

The fact that Peter had been on a winning streak didn’t prevent the hotel from comping him lavishly anyway. They knew he’d be back and they knew he’d lose eventually. You can’t beat the house over the long haul, the odds are just too much in their favor.

In that spirit the hotel had a fancy bottle of champagne on ice waiting for us when we arrived and Peter suggested that we enjoy it while sitting in the large hot tub that was located on a balcony which had a spectacular view of the city below. Of course it pretty much went without saying that we would all be nude in the tub but that didn’t seem like a problem at all.

Peter suggested that Josie and I undress each other, which I took as a hint that he wanted to see a little action so we did some necking while we slowly got out of our clothes. After a while Peter stripped too and I was quite impressed by his body. He was very nicely built, especially for a man his age, and I couldn’t help but notice his dick, which was rather large despite not being erect at all.

“How do you stay so fit?” I asked out of genuine curiosity.

“I do a lot of rowing actually,” he replied with a smile. “I used to race competitively in my youth but I still enjoy getting on the water whenever I can.”

“Well it certainly shows,” I added for good measure.

Peter then took us by the hand and helped us get into the tub. He fetched the champagne and the glasses and poured a round before joining us in the bubbling water. We made some more small talk while we sipped our first glass of champagne and then Peter suggested that if we wanted to continue what we had started he’d be more than happy to watch.

Josie and I didn’t hesitate. I have to admit that I had consumed a little more liquor that I probably should have and it was definitely making me feel very free and uninhibited. It was strange to be naked outdoors, but we were in a tub on the top floor of a hotel so one would need a helicopter or a very powerful telescope to see anything, and in the mood I was in I didn’t care who might be watching. My main interest was keeping Peter entertained.

Having tits had been the biggest physical adjustment to becoming a woman, but now that I was used to them I absolutely adored my boobs. As a tit man I had always appreciated a nice rack on a woman but having a nice rack of my own was a million times better, especially when someone was playing with them like Josie was doing in the tub.

We went at it for quite a while as Peter just kept drinking and watching the show. Josie kicked it up a notch when she sat on the edge of the tub and spread her legs as I went down on her sweet little muff. Soon she was squealing with delight and I don’t think she was faking it. After I had gotten her off we traded places and she returned the favor. Then we accepted another glass of champagne, which I really didn’t need, and resumed conversing with Peter.

“So what would it cost to have the full participatory experience for the night?” Peter asked casually.

I was willing to go for it for no additional fee. We had already made a ton of money off of the gambling and Peter’s body was turning me on, but Josie negotiated a price and Peter seemed fine with it.

“This one has a head for business,” said Peter as he came over and kissed Josie on the forehead. “And this one has a head for romance I believe.”

With that Peter kissed me on the lips and I felt a little shock of excitement run through my body. His tongue was in my mouth and I felt a hand slip between my legs and soon he was feeling me up under the water.

It was all so easy, so natural I thought. Peter was a handsome man. Rich, charming, and delightful company. Plus he was incredibly generous. Why wouldn’t I want to fuck him? He was a good kisser too.

“Don’t go away, I’ll be right back,” he said with a grin as he moved over and began to do for Josie what he had been doing for me.

It was all like some kind of beautiful dream. The restaurant, the high stakes gambling, the penthouse suite. It was the greatest fucking date of my life, and things were only getting started. I grabbed my glass and finished off the little bit of champagne I had left in it as I watched Josie and Peter making out. They both looked so hot I thought.

Suddenly Peter pulled himself up and sat on the edge of the tub as Josie and I had done. His dick was now totally erect and every day as impressive as I had imagined it would be. I couldn’t take my eyes off it.

“So who wants to be first?” he said as he indicated his throbbing member.

I didn’t hesitate for even a second. If anything I think I kind of rushed over hoping to beat Josie there, but I’m not sure if she even moved. I was so spellbound by that twitching rod that I couldn’t think of anything else.

When I got between his legs I took his shaft in my hand and started to stroke it. It was so thick and hard and alive.

“It’s so big,” I said dumbly as I looked up at him.

“It is what it is,” he replied with a grin. “I’m sure you’ll be able to fit it in your mouth just fine.”

I stroked him a little more and then let my tongue flick out and gave him a lick. Then I licked him some more and some more. Suddenly I opened my mouth and put my head down on the tip of his prick. A moment later I was sucking his cock like the whore I was.

Perhaps my buzz contributed to my actions, but I’m certainly not going to lay all the blame on my state of intoxication. In that room, in that tub, in that moment, I wanted his cock in my mouth more than anything in the world and I didn’t care about anything other than pleasing this awesome man.

I had forgotten all about Josie until I felt her tap me on the shoulder.

“Hey, save some for me,” she teased.

“Sorry. I guess I got a little carried away,” I said with a sheepish grin as I moved aside and let Josie take a turn.

I wondered whether Josie was as cock hungry as I was or just trying to do her part to earn her share of the money. She didn’t seem timid at all about giving a man head for the first time, but this was a business transaction and I knew how seriously she took that.

After watching her go at it for a while I was growing anxious to have another shot at it and cut in on the action. Sucking Peter’s cock just seemed like the most amazing thing I had ever done in my life although I couldn’t imagine why I felt that way.

“Okay girls, why don’t you dry off and hop on the bed? I’ll come and join you soon,” said Peter.

There were large towels placed out by the tub so Josie and I dried off and then got on the bed and waited for Peter. He wasn’t far behind but when he got up on the bed between us I noticed that he had his phone with him. At first I thought he had to make some big important business call but to my surprise he just had us all pose for a selfie.

I don’t know whether that was to impress his friends back home with the American pussy he nailed on his trip, or whether he had some kind of photo gallery of every girl he ever banged, but I thought it was kind of cute. Underneath the suave exterior he was also kind of a tourist. Of course had we been real women a photo like that might have been potentially damaging evidence against us but no jury would ever believe that the two men sitting in the courtroom where actually the smoking hot women pictured in the photograph.

After putting the phone away Peter had Josie get on her back and spread her legs and told me to go down on her, which I was quite happy to do. After a bit of bean licking Peter made me even happier as I felt his big cock sliding into my tight pussy.


CHAPTER 8:

I moaned quite loudly as Peter began to fill me but I think my moan was muffled by Josie’s muff. If I thought that sucking his cock was the most amazing thing I’d ever felt that was only because I had never had a dick in my snatch.

It was electrifying on every level, especially since I was still going down on Josie at the time and the more intense I felt about being fucked the more frenzied I became in licking my pal. When I started sucking on her clit she went absolutely bonkers and we both were on some new high that was indescribable.

I was clinging to Josie’s thighs with my face deep in her cunt as I gyrated my ass to every thrust from Peter. It was a pornographic fantasy come to life. The setting was perfect, the company was perfect, and on top of it all I was making a ton of money. It was hard to imagine how flipping some cards over for the blue-haired ladies at the blackjack table would ever compare to this kind of job experience.

Whether Peter had popped one of those little blue pills to keep his dick hard I had no way of knowing but he sure seemed to be getting some major stamina from somewhere. If I had two girls like Josie and myself sucking my dick I would never have made it out of that hot tub without ejaculating. The fact that he had been riding my butt for so long was all the more impressive, but he was far from done as we switched things around again and Peter started to fuck Josie in the missionary position while I straddled her face and let her lap at my slit for a while.

I was turned so that I was facing Peter which gave me a fantastic view of the action as he worked his big cock back and forth in Josie’s pussy. It was so fascinating to watch two people fuck right in front of me that it was hard for me to even concentrate on the attention my own pussy was getting.

“All right ladies I think it’s about time,” Peter suddenly announced and I knew exactly what he meant despite my total lack of experience having sex as a woman.

I climbed off Josie’s face and she sat up on her knees and we both pressed our faces close together and opened our mouths wide. Peter was furiously jerking himself by that point and it wasn’t long before his sticky hot nectar started shooting out of the tip of his dick. He tried to share the load evenly, and I have no idea how well he succeeded at that, but I certainly got a pretty big mouthful of cum, which I struggled a little to swallow.

It was all so strange that I hadn’t gone on this job expecting to have sex with a man but once I met the guy and we started hanging out together I actually wanted him to fuck me. When he sat on the edge of the hot tub and I got my first look at his erect penis I was consumed with the desire to suck it. Even swallowing his cum didn’t scare me off or cause me to freak out. Honestly I think I would have been a little disappointed if I hadn’t had the chance to taste him.

The time had just flown by and it was quite late already so we ended up just getting under the covers, with Peter in the middle naturally, and went to sleep in a pile of naked limbs. Peter had a flight to catch in the morning but he wanted to get a few hours of shuteye before heading to the airport and I was pretty worn out from all the sex and soon fell fast asleep.

His wake up call came much too soon, and I was kind of hoping that we might be able to send him on his way with a quickie of some kind but he really did need to get a move on so we just settled up accounts, which included another generous but totally unnecessary tip, and then we got dressed and went down to the lobby.

It would have been safer to slip into the men’s room and turn back into guys but we didn’t have any male clothing along with us so we just strolled out of the hotel and got into the ride share that we had ordered before coming down from the penthouse.

A casino is a very different place in the morning. It’s 24 hour action in Las Vegas, and there were certainly people still gambling away, but there were also a lot of maintenance workers  vacuuming the rugs and people lining up for the breakfast buffet. The differences were even more noticeable when you went outside.

Las Vegas was a town built for the night. The neon lights and giant video boards created a dazzling display of glitter, while the darkness covered the peeling paint on the walls of some of the older properties. At night your eye was drawn to whatever the casinos wanted you to look at, but in the daytime everything was kind of exposed and even ordinary in a way.

It sort of seemed like an analogy for what we had just done. We had begun our adventure when the sun went down and the town was just coming to life. We were sort of like those neon lights; all shinny and glamorous but not at all what we appeared to be. We were selling a fantasy and living it up all night in a penthouse but now we were sitting in the back of a Toyota heading for our little apartment in the harsh light of day.

Of course there was one thing that wasn’t a fantasy and that was the ridiculous amount of money we were both carrying home with us. There was honestly so much that we had to stuff some of it in our bras. It was kind of scratchy but a discomfort we could certainly handle for the short ride home.

I think I was slightly hung over, but not too bad. The lack of sleep was hitting me pretty hard and I made a mental note to bring sunglasses along next time to cut down on the glare of the desert sun. Josie and I didn’t say a word on the ride and just kind of sat there like overdressed lumps. The driver probably knew that we were whores, or at least suspected it, but he probably got a lot of business from working girls clocking out at this hour of the morning.

There was nothing special about the service our driver provided but we gave him a nice tip anyway because we were feeling very rich and generous, which probably only confirmed any suspicions he might have had about our occupation.

Once we were home we just shuffled off to our respective rooms and passed out. I don’t know whether Josie took a pill first and turned back into Joe but I didn’t bother. I just put my cash away, let my expensive clothes fall on the floor, and climbed under the covers to make up for lost sleep.


CHAPTER 9:

I didn’t wake up until late afternoon, which is when I finally changed back into Robert. Joe was already up and stirring about and I realized that I was absolutely starving. Joe had already eaten so I just grabbed whatever I could find that was quick and easy and ended up with a meal of macaroni and cheese and Pop Tarts. Not exactly the gourmet fare I had dined on last night but it hit the spot.

“So...what did I tell you?” said Joe with a huge grin when I finished my food and flopped down on the couch in the living room.

“About what in particular?” I replied. “You’ve told me a lot of things recently.”

“About the money,” said Joe. “Did you ever think you’d make that kind of bread in one night?”

“No, but I haven’t even counted it yet so don’t spoil the surprise for me.”

“I’m glad you didn’t panic and run out of the room screaming when you realized that we were going to have sex with that dude.”

“Did you know it was going to happen all along?” I asked.

“No, not completely, but I figured it was bound to happen as the evening wore on. He probably would have been happy just watching us do each other but it must have been pretty hard to resist the possibility of banging the two of us at the same time. And what’s a few more dollars to a guy like that. He won at the tables and the room was comped so he probably had a lot more cash on hand than he had anticipated.”

It seemed sort of cold the way Joe was talking about our magical evening with Peter, but he was most likely right on track with his educated guesses. At the end of the day it was just about money and services rendered and merely part of some Dutch businessman’s travel budget. It had seemed like so much more at the time but I had probably just sold myself on the fantasy as much as I helped sell it to Peter.

“Did you think I was going to panic?” I suddenly asked as his earlier comment had finally registered in my slightly fuzzy brain.

“I didn’t think you were likely to do something that dumb, but we hadn’t talked at all about what we would do if a client wanted to fuck,” Joe said with a shrug. “I figured if the price was right I’d go for it and just consider it part of the deal. I just wasn’t sure how much you had thought about that possibility or how you’d feel about it.”

“I hadn’t really thought about it much,” I admitted.

“Thankfully it didn’t seem like it took too much soul searching to get you into the swing of things,” Joe said with a chuckle. “It seemed like you were having a really good time.”

“What’s that supposed to mean?” I shot back.

“Nothing,” Joe replied.

“Are you calling me gay or something?”

“No, what are you talking about?

While I was Bobbi I didn’t give a damn about the fact that I was having sex with a man, or the fact that I was breaking the law by doing it, I just gave in to my incredible desire for cock. I would have sucked Peter’s dick for free, if truth be told, because I had never seen anything that turned me on quite as much as the sight of that man sitting there with his big erection sticking up in the air like a flagpole.

A beautiful woman seemed to get me aroused whether I was male or female at the moment, but through Bobbi’s eyes I realized how much animal magnetism a man could have. It was hard to tell how aroused a woman was just by looking at her but with a man it was quite easy to see. That aching male arousal just did something to my brain that told me that I needed to let him inside me, to ease his yearning and let him release all of that pent up energy.

I think I was really feeding on that energy, taking his thrusts and tasting his manhood. If I had just had sex with Josie I would still have been totally aroused and probably gotten off pretty easily but Peter introduced me to a new kind of sexual sensation, one that did things to me that I never knew were possible.

All of this I could freely admit to myself even when I was back to being Robert, but somehow it was still hard to admit it to Joe. I was afraid that he had only done it for the money and would think I was queer for enjoying it so much and that worried me. It shouldn’t have made any difference at all but it did anyway. Joe had never given any indication of being homophobic or anything like that and he probably would only see my enthusiasm as a business asset but it was still hard to erase a lifetime of thinking and programming.

I should have felt ashamed or guilty about what I had been up to but I didn’t. I just plain didn’t for some reason. I really liked being Bobbi, and that included everything that went along with it. I liked being able to make myself beautiful and to dress up in nice clothes and to use my body for pleasure of all kinds. I liked the attention I got and the ease with which I could flirt and tease a man. Bobbi stood out in a crowd, which made me feel great.

To a lot of people the fact that I was living in Las Vegas and learning to be a casino dealer probably sounded pretty glamorous, but in many respects it was just a job like many other jobs. There were certainly perks to being in a vibrant city that was full of entertainment options, but what Josie and I had just experienced was a type of glamour and excitement that I could only have dreamed of before.

I even wondered whether I would have been happier, or just as happy being in Peter’s shoes last night. Being a rich and sophisticated man of the world...with a really big cock...who could afford to throw money around without batting an eye and who could have two gorgeous babes sent up to his suite like room service would have been my idea of having made it to the top. Oddly enough I wasn’t sure that had I the choice to do it again in either the male or female role that I wouldn’t still choose to be the girl in that scenario.

Of course that was worrisome to me. I’d never had any reason to question my sexuality or my gender identity before. I figured I was just an ordinary guy like any other guy and I liked girls and I always would. But ever since that first night in our apartment when Joe talked me into trying one of those pills the experience of being female had been sort of gnawing away at me from the inside. I kept looking for the downside, or the negative aspects that would greatly outweigh the positive ones but it wasn’t as easy to do as I would have thought. Of course I had only been turning female to go get paid for having sex so I was hardly experiencing anything remotely resembling a “typical” female lifestyle but I was definitely curious to try that as well.

I wasn’t sure exactly how I’d go about that, and I was reluctant to let Joe in on my true feelings, but I was definitely planning to let Bobbi see some other sides of life that had nothing to do with sex work.

“I just didn’t want you thinking I was turning into some big queer because I was trying to do my job the right way,” I said, in answer to his question about what I was talking about.

“Hell dude, nobody thinks that. I’ll bet if most men knew how much money we made last night they’d suck cock too, with or without turning into a chick first,” Joe said with a laugh.

I decided it was time to finally go count my cash.


CHAPTER 10:

The first time I went out on the sly as Bobbi I dressed up like a respectable college co-ed and just walked around my campus for a while. I had my parking permit so I just seemed like any other student going about her normal business. I even brought a couple of textbooks along with me and remembered to carry them in front of me like a girl instead of under my arm like a boy.

It was interesting to be in such familiar surroundings but to be there as a woman. It felt a little like it had felt when Josie and I walked over to a local casino, but even more so. If nobody cared I could walk right into my regular classrooms and take a seat like I always did. I couldn’t see how my gender would change the way I received an education.

While strolling around with no real purpose in mind I did notice one difference and that was the way men looked at me. Now I’m not saying that every guy on campus who saw me dropped whatever he was doing, starting masturbating furiously, and whistled or called out to me, but the smiles and the turning heads were impossible not to notice. When I registered on a male radar they tended to acknowledge my presence in some way.

It was funny because I knew exactly the kind of things they were thinking, having had those same thoughts myself so many times. They were wondering what my naked tits looked like. They were picturing me on my knees with their cock in my mouth. They were debating whether it was worth the effort of trying to hit on me, or simply enjoy a fleeting moment of erotic fantasy. They weren’t likely thinking about how intelligent I was or what my major might be, they were thinking with their dicks about how much they’d love to be able to just bend me over right here and now and fuck me senseless.

The funny thing was I was thinking the same kind of shallow lustful thoughts. I would glance at a guy’s crotch and try to guess what kind of meat he was packing, or look at a nice firm butt outlined in a pair of tight pants. If I saw a guy I thought was cute I didn’t give a shit what he was studying or whether he was a kind and generous soul. That kind of information you discovered over time. The first glance was all about looks, and it didn’t seem to matter whether I was male or female when I was doing the glancing. The only real difference now was that I got glanced at a hell of lot more as a girl.

I wandered into the library and found a book on gender identity which looked kind of interesting given my current activities and took it to a quiet spot next to a window. As I browsed through it I found that there were a lot of different terms for how people addressed gender and sex issues. Your “gender identity” was how you saw yourself internally as a man, a woman, both, or something else entirely. On the other hand “gender expression” was how you presented yourself to the world externally by the way you dressed and your mannerisms and so on. And of course “transgender” was somebody who didn’t identify with the sex they were assigned at birth and usually attempted to express the gender they identified with even to the extent of using surgical options to reshape their body. Naturally there was nothing in there about someone who popped a pill from time-to-time and became a gorgeous hooker.

“Sexual preference” was an entirely different kettle of fish. It sounded like usually you liked what you liked and it didn’t really matter how you identified your gender. As a man I considered myself totally heterosexual but as a woman I definitely appeared to be bi-sexual. Again there wasn’t any discussion of that option specifically because these pills were obviously very new and not in common use yet. That seemed to leave me as sort of a sexual free agent. There wasn’t a textbook description of my situation and there wasn’t any sort of rule book for how you were supposed to think or feel or behave. I felt like a pioneer heading out into an unknown territory without a map or a guide.

I figured that I wasn’t going to get much more out of this book, or out of my stroll around the campus, so I decided to head back to my car. I suppose the main thing I gleaned was that I was becoming quite comfortable being female in public, even to the extent that I used the ladies room before leaving the library. I didn’t even think about it, I just walked right in as if I had been doing it all my life.

I knew that being female was a different world with different challenges and expectations and potential limitations but so far I had felt remarkably comfortable as Bobbi. If being sexually objectified was a problem for a lot of women it just seemed to turn me on, but maybe the novelty would wear off eventually. Or maybe I was just some kind of a weird hybrid; man by day woman by night. In any case it was nice to feel the gentle breeze blowing up under my skirt and onto my panties, and to be able to glance down and see those beautiful breasts sticking majestically out in front of me.

When I got back to the apartment I was planning to just lounge around for a little while since I knew that Joe wasn’t due to be back for a few hours. I went into my room and took off my top and my skirt and my shoes and strolled back out towards the kitchen in just my panties and bra. That’s when I stopped dead in my tracks. Joe was standing at the refrigerator.


CHAPTER 11:

“Wow, that’s a pleasant sight I wasn’t expecting to see,” said Joe with a grin.

“What are you doing here?” I almost shrieked, actually trying to cover myself up with my hands for some reason.

“I live here, remember?” Joe replied. “And what the heck are you being so bashful for? I’ve done a lot more than just see you naked before.”

I realized how silly it was yo act modest around him so I put my hands down and just stood there kind of looking at the floor.

“You weren’t supposed to be home,” I mumbled softly.

“Yeah I know, but my plans changed. I take it you had somewhere you wanted to go as Bobbi for some reason?”

“I just walked around school for a bit. Went to the library. Nothing special,” I replied.

“You just thought it would be more enjoyable to do it in a skirt.”

“Yes! If you must know, that’s exactly what I thought,” I suddenly said in a burst of frustration. “I thought it would be fun to try being a woman without any prostitution involved for a change.”

“That’s cool. I’m not complaining. Be a woman anytime you like. It certainly brightens up the apartment having you this way,” said Joe.

“I better go change back,” I said as I turned to head for my room.

“Why?”

“Why not?”

“It appears you were quite comfortable hanging out in your underwear. Don’t let me stop you,” said Joe as he came over and rested his hands on my hips. “I like you like this.”

This was not a turn of events I had been anticipating. I had planned my excursion around the idea that I could get in and out of the apartment while Joe wasn’t home. Now he had caught me and learned that I had an interest in being female outside of our work, and he was even making a move that seemed to imply that he had sexual designs on me. I was terrified but kind of aroused.

“You couldn’t afford me,” I joked, trying to make light of the situation.

“Yes I could. I know what you charge,” he replied just before he pulled me into his arms and kissed me. “Should I go get my cash or do you think you could let me have a freebie this time?”

I undid the little clasp at the front of my bra that kept it closed and pulled the straps from my shoulders. Then I put my arms around Joe’s neck and pulled him in tightly for a second kiss. I felt my heart pounding in my chest as we kissed for the longest time and I could feel his hardness through his pants.

Obviously I had kissed Joe as Josie many times by now, and done just about everything else that two girls can do to pleasure one another, but somehow it was all so different with him standing there as a man. I wasn’t really thinking of him as a friend, or my roommate, or even my business partner, I was just thinking how good-looking he really was and wondering what it would be like to have him fuck me.

I didn’t have to wonder for long because he stripped out of his clothes remarkably fast and placed me on the kitchen table where he proceeded to pull off my panties. A moment after that his head was between my legs and my pussy was getting a nice licking. It’s the same person who had licked my pussy before I kept telling myself. He just has some stubble on his cheeks this time. Still I knew that this was different in other ways but I was too far into the experience to let that stop me now. Even so I managed a feeble protest, just for appearances if nothing else.

“I don’t know if this is such a good idea Joe,” I whimpered.

“Oh really?” he said as he pulled his head away from my snatch and stood upright in front of me holding his dick in one hand. “Take a look at this cock baby and tell me that you don’t want it inside you right now.”

I did look at it and it looked really good to me. It was long and hard and kind of throbbing in his hand. I had no idea before what Joe’s erect penis looked like but now that I had seen it I knew what I needed to do. I hopped off the table, dropped to my knees, and started sucking his cock.

“That’s it baby,” said Joe as he put his hand on my head. “There’s no point in fighting it. You just can’t resist a big hard cock, can you?”

I was pretty sure that he was right about that but it was weird hearing it from Joe. I had never seen him in this light before. It was my own fault, I thought. I should have played it safe and changed back before I came home, but I really wanted to squeeze as much girl time out of that pill as I could. I couldn’t really blame Joe for being aroused when he saw me in my underwear. If the situation had been reversed I imagine I would have been aroused too.

Even though it was my roommate, and might cause some complications down the line, I really enjoyed the fact that I was sucking a man’s cock purely because I wanted to. It wasn’t for money or as part of an audition or anything like that, I was actually having sex as a woman for the first time entirely out of lust and desire. It might have been any number of men who showed an interest in me on campus today, had they been bold enough to hit on me, but it was Joe because he wanted me and he wasn’t afraid to take what he wanted.

Well, why not Joe? It was sure convenient for both of us, and it obviously didn’t bother him that I was really a man, and I didn’t have to pretend to be someone I wasn’t. And he looked pretty hot with his clothes off too.

“No wonder you were so anxious to blow that guy in the hot tub. I can tell that you really get off on this,” said Joe, grabbing my hair a little tighter.

Not that Joe could see it but the way my pussy was dripping certainly implied that he was right about that too. I guess there was really no way to hide it, and probably no reason to try. I was thrilled to have Joe’s dick going down my throat so why pretend otherwise?

I probably could have gotten him off in my mouth without too much more effort but I decided to make a bold move of my own so I got up and went over to the table. I bent over and put my hands on the surface and then looked over my shoulder at Joe.

“Well come on stud. Let’s see how well you fuck,” I said in a surprisingly sultry voice that I didn’t even know I could produce.

Joe just grinned again and strolled over to where I was standing. He casually rubbed his dick up and down my wet slit before grabbing my tits and shoving his prick deep into my gash.

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped loudly as I felt the full length of his manhood driving into me. “Fuck, yes!”

Joe proceeded to fuck me like a champion. I wanted to reach back between my legs and finger the hood of my clit but I needed both hands for support. As Joe began to nail me harder he moved his hands from my tits and put one on my back and grabbed my hair with the other. He was actually tugging pretty hard but I didn’t mind.

“You are such a little whore, aren’t you?” said Joe.

“Takes one to know one,” I teased.

“True, but I think you were born for this baby.”

My clit really needed rubbing so I managed to get one leg up on the table and rested my body on a forearm while I reached back and started jerking myself off frantically. Joe just laughed and slapped my ass and pulled my hair even harder but I was creaming so bad that I barely noticed anything but the ecstasy I was feeling.

Finally he put what felt like a very big load of cum into my pussy and I collapsed on the table, one leg up and one leg still on the floor.

“Was that good enough for you honey?” I heard Joe ask from behind me.

“Not bad. Not bad at all,” I panted.

“Well I’m sure you’re going to have plenty of opportunities to make up your mind,” he said before he turned me over, sat me upright, and kissed me very passionately.

The thought of a repeat performance seemed very appealing to me and I wondered how long it would take for him to get hard again.


CHAPTER 12:

As it turned out it didn’t take Joe long at all to get hard again and soon we were fucking on the couch. Then we ordered some Chinese food and Joe threw on a robe to answer the door and after we ate we moved into his bedroom and continued to fuck until we both finally had enough and went to sleep.

I was definitely impressed with Joe’s virility and skills, and especially impressed by the confident yet considerate way that he screwed me. It was something that I ordinarily would never have known about him. It was kind of scary because I felt so good that I couldn’t see how I wouldn’t want even more of this.

“You know we can’t make this a regular thing,” I said during one of our cooling down periods between erections.

“Why not?” Joe asked in reply.

“Because I’m not really a girl and we can’t be wasting a bunch of pills on this when we need them for work,” I pointed out.

“But you like the way I fuck you, don’t you?”

“Yes, of course I do. You’re a total stud. There, I’ve said it. Is that what you wanted to hear?”

“I certainly don’t mind hearing it,” Joe chuckled. “And you’re a sex craving little slut, but maybe you do mind hearing that.”

“No, I don’t mind. It’s true. But what’s the point of all of this? You know I have a life to live as a man. We get along great as roommates and we’re just starting a very promising business venture together, why risk messing everything up for a little sex?” I asked.

“Well I wouldn’t say it was a little sex. It’s actually been a lot of sex so far and I don’t think the evening is through quite yet.”

“You know what I mean,” I said, shoving him playfully in the shoulder. “We’re probably just asking for trouble if we try to push this too much.”

“You might be right, but isn’t it nice to know that there’s a big hard cock waiting for you in the next room whenever you want it?”

That did sound like a pretty good thing but a little dangerous too. Although I’d had sex with my roommate before that had always been when we were both female but having now enjoyed such a fantastic fuck-fest with Joe when he was a man made me wonder how I’d feel about him once I was male again. It seemed like it might be kind of awkward. Of course I wouldn’t know that until I actually did turn male again so perhaps I was worrying about things unnecessarily.

I hated to admit it but there was something I really liked about emasculating myself in front of Joe. At the start I never would have even taken that pill if he hadn’t done it first because I didn’t want to seem like I was anxious to turn female and have him think I was some kind of a sissy, but when I was down on my knees giving him head or bent over taking his cock from behind I flt like I was where I belonged. I hadn’t even thought about trying to make it a quid pro quo situation where he’d be the man this time and I’d be the man next time. Somehow we both knew that he should be the man and I should be the woman.

I suppose it made life a little easier for me in some ways. I didn’t have to deny the pleasure I took from having sex with men for fear that Joe would think I was effeminate or gay or whatever and I was certain that Joe fucking me as a girl would be far more pleasurable for both of us than me fucking him as Josie. And when you got right down to it there wasn’t really anything wrong with me having fun as a woman. It definitely made being an escort or a hooker or whatever you wanted to call it a much nicer experience. And having a hot stud for a roommate was really the icing on the cake.

It was actually quite a relief to be able to drop the male facade and swagger and just enjoy what being feminine had to offer. My sexuality had been turned on its ear. I found men attractive now. I didn’t just tolerate sex with guys for money I actually enjoyed it. A big hard cock was pretty irresistible. None of the old labels seemed to fit me anymore, but maybe I didn’t need to be labeled. And for all I knew this might just be some kind of passing phase. Nothing was stopping me from going out with girls like I always did before, it just didn’t seem as interesting at the moment as it used to.

Ultimately I had no idea how much Joe was even going to want to fuck me. He never seemed to lack for female companionship, nor devote too much time to any one girl in particular, so maybe this was just a lay of convenience. I was just someone to screw when he had some down time in his social calendar. That was fine as long as nobody did anything crazy like falling in love.


CHAPTER 13:

“Have you ever thought about stripping?” Joe asked me one evening after I had gotten back from school as Robert and we kind of bumped into each other trying to microwave some kind of dinner in the kitchen.

“Ah...no. Why would I?” I replied.

“For one thing you can make good money doing it, and for another I’ve been thinking that a strip club might be just the kind of place I’d like to open. It would be great if we could make you our star attraction,” said Joe.

“One little problem with that...I don’t know how to strip,” I pointed out.

“No problem. I’ve got this stripper friend who can teach you everything you need to know,” said Joe.

“Of course you do,” I said with a laugh and a roll of my eyes. “But if I did learn how to strip how would that make me a star attraction? There are tons of girls all over this town that have been stripping for a long time.”

“Most of them don’t have your looks and sex appeal. Like it or not when you take one of those pills you turn into a fuck goddess. And if that wasn’t enough I was thinking you could do some porn,” Joe suggested.

“How has this all suddenly become me instead of we?” I asked.

“I think we’re better off playing to our particular strengths. I should probably move into more of a managerial position and you should focus on becoming a name in the sex industry.”

I knew that Joe was always thinking about business and that everything we had done so far was a means to an end but I also suspected that this development might have something to do with the fact that now that he was fucking me as a man he might not want me to see him as a woman again. I could certainly understand that and if the situation was reversed I’d probably feel the same way.

“If this is because you think I’ll think less of your manhood if you turn female again you have nothing to worry about there,” I said reassuringly. “I know what a man you are. You don’t have to prove anything to me.”

“It’s not that really, I just think that we both know that I could never come close to being the woman you are. I can do just about anything if it helps me reach my goals but you love what you’re doing and you’re so very good at it,” Joe replied.

“Are you saying I’m just more of a whore?” I asked, only part seriously.

“No, not at all! I’m the biggest whore in the world if it gets me what I want but you’ve embraced your female sexuality and you obviously enjoy it and it shows. I can go through the motions but it’s not the same with me. I can tell when I’m fucking you how much you love it. It’s not an act. I don’t think I’ve ever seen a woman who was so totally into sex.”

“You know it’s kind of weird to talk like this when I’m a man,” I pointed out.

“I’ll bet that doesn’t matter anymore. I’ll bet you think more like Bobbi now even when you are in Robert’s body. In fact I’ll bet that if I told you to get on your knees and suck my cock you’d do it,” said Joe.

“I...I don’t know about that,” I stammered.

Joe simply undid his pants and pulled out his dick. Then he stood there stroking himself and looking at me squarely in the eyes. I couldn’t resist. His cock looked so warm and juicy and like a far more satisfying meal than anything I could pull together in that kitchen. I simply walked over and got down on my knees in front of him.

“That’s cool dude, I was just trying to make a point,” said Joe as he put his prick back in his pants. “You’re more Bobbi than Robert now and you might as well accept it and enjoy it.”

It wasn’t a total shock to me that I was willing to blow another guy, but it was still a pretty heavy thing to confront. I had been wondering about whether I would still be turned on by men even when I wasn’t female and now I had my answer.

“That was kind of a mean trick,” I said in mock protest. “You got me all excited and now you’re leaving me hanging.”

“Simple solution for that. Go take a pill and I’ll let you suck my cock as much as you want,” said Joe.

I didn’t even try to think of an excuse not to do it. I just went the bathroom, took a pill, came out naked and got back on the floor in front of Joe. A moment later I had his dick in my hand then in my mouth shortly thereafter.

It was good for me to have that final act of emasculation out of the way. If there was a contest between us Joe had won it hands down. The fact that he wouldn’t let me suck his cock as a man was all the more proof that his masculinity was still intact while mine was virtually non-existent anymore. If he was trying to make me his bitch he was doing a tremendous job of it.

And I liked the idea of being some kind of celebrity sex star. I wasn’t convinced that was possible but Joe was very good at making things happen. Stripping actually sounded like it might be kind of fun, assuming that I didn’t mess it up and make a total fool of myself, and doing some porn even had some appeal. I was curious to see what I looked like while fucking and was thinking about making a sex tape with Joe sometime. I was happy to show off my body and I didn’t mind having sex with strange men so there really wasn’t any reason not to do porn.

What I probably liked most about Joe’s new plan was that if it succeeded I would have to spend a lot more time as Bobbi, which of course would mean more opportunities for Joe to fuck me or for me to feast on his ridiculously gorgeous cock.

“You know, I really love sucking your dick,” I said as I gave my jaw a break and stroked his shaft while I looked up at him.

“I know you do. That’s why you do it so well baby. But if we’re being honest here you just love sucking dick in general,” Joe replied.

“That’s true...but I especially love sucking yours.”

“And I especially love having you suck it, which is why we make such a good partnership.”

We did make a good partnership. We had always gotten along great as friends, we were good roommates, we seemed to work well together, and now we were also lovers. It’s not always easy to find someone who can check one of those boxes let alone all of them. It looked like taking that pill was the best thing that ever happened to me. I had a bright future ahead of me in the sex industry...as long as I didn’t have two left feet.


CHAPTER 14:

“So what kind of dance experience do you have?” asked my stripping instructor Monique.

“None really.”

“Okay, not always the worst thing. At least you don’t have to unlearn anything,” Monique said with a laugh.

Joe had gone all out and rented a dance rehearsal studio, which was basically a room with a hardwood floor and mirrors all around. My teacher, Monique, was a professional dancer who did production shows at the hotels as well as stripping at all the biggest clubs in town. She was tall, and buxom, and beautiful, and I wondered whether Joe had ever fucked her, but I tried not to let jealous thoughts get into my head. We were both free to fuck anybody we liked and I would certainly fuck her whether I was a man or a woman.

Fortunately for me Monique turned out to be a very good teacher and she had me strutting and posing in no time. Apparently I had a “naturally sensuous walk,” as she put it, and a good sense of rhythm, all of which was news to me.

“You’re a natural, honey, we’ll have you stripping like a pro in no time,” said Monique enthusiastically.

“How much do you know about me?” I asked cautiously.

“I know you’re a dude on a gender changing pill. Joe told me that right up front,” Monique replied. “But you don’t move like a guy so whatever is in that pill you just keep taking it sister. You got sex appeal in a bottle.”

That did appear to be the case. The pill made me look sexy, move sexy, think sexy, and act sexy. But was it all the pill? Was this the “real” me coming out, as if I had been born a woman? I was certainly having the time of my life. Studying to be a casino dealer just seemed so damn boring compared to everything I was doing as Bobbi, and Hospitality Management didn’t exactly thrill me either. Those were practical decisions based on the fact that I lived in a huge resort town with gambling. It was solid, respectable work, and I had always been a pretty solid and respectable guy. But being Bobbi had opened up all these new doors to me, both personally and professionally.

The one thing I wanted to be really careful about was not letting my affection for Joe cause me to lose all objectivity in our business dealings. In the past it usually took some convincing to get me to go along with his crazy schemes, and I was the voice of reason, but now I was so smitten by the man that I’d drop to my knees and blow him at the snap of his fingers. I truly believed in Joe’s business acumen but I also knew that I couldn’t let his bedroom dominance prevent me from still voicing common sense business concerns.

“So how did it go?” asked Joe when I saw him later that night.

“Great. Monique is a fantastic teacher and she said I’ll be stripping like a pro in no time,” I replied.

“No surprise to me,” said Joe with a smile.

“She’s quite attractive, isn’t she? Monique I mean.”

“Yeah, I’ve fucked her if that’s what you’re getting at in some roundabout female way,” Joe said with a laugh.

“I wasn’t really! Well, yeah, I guess I was. God being a girl can suck sometimes,” I pouted.

“You don’t mean that. You love being a girl, and I don’t mind at all if you’re interested in my dating history. I’ve fucked a lot of girls, but so have you as I recall. Flight attendants were your specialty I believe,” Joe said with a chuckle.

“I know, I know, it’s stupid for me to be jealous, especially of someone you banged in the past, but I guess I kind of want what we have to be special,” I said.

“And it is. But remember I’m letting you dance naked in front of a bunch of horny drunks and screwing dudes with huge cocks on camera.”

“But I don’t really mean anything to you, right? I’m just the easy lay in the next room.”

“Where did you get that idea?” asked Joe. “I’m crazy about you baby. We’re a team, a partnership.”

I was overjoyed to hear him say that but a little frightened too. I was perfectly willing to spend more time as Bobbi to advance my career in the business, and spend more time in bed with Joe to satiate my incredible lust for him, but at the end of the day I was still a man and he was a man and he obviously wasn’t into the idea of being with me in a gay relationship.

Then I stopped sulking and realized that I was worrying too much about the future. A lot of things had to fall into place before Joe could realize his dream and open his own club. I might be able to learn how to strip but that didn’t mean I was going to be some big overnight sensation. And I didn’t know the first thing about acting or being in movies so becoming a porn star seemed even more far-fetched. What mattered to me was that I loved Joe and I was willing to do anything I could to help him succeed. I just needed to focus on doing the best job I could, no matter what that job was, and be supportive of Joe. The future would just have to take care of itself.


CHAPTER 15:

The first time I stripped on stage in front of a room full of men I was nervous as hell but it passed very quickly once I was getting into my act and hearing the reaction from the crowd. I wasn’t doing anything terribly fancy or complicated but it didn’t seem to matter. Guys just liked looking at me take my clothes off. The money I raked in was fantastic and I quit dealer school the next day.

Stripping was ridiculously fun and when they asked me to do lap dances I jumped at the chance. Making guys cum in their pants and getting paid for it was a pretty sweet way to make a buck and it didn’t hurt my ego any either. Feeling pretty and sexy made me feel powerful. I suppose for some women what I was doing would seem humiliating and sexist and be an act of desperation but it was the exact opposite for me. The thought of being some hotel desk clerk and having to grovel to a bunch of idiot guests with unreasonable demands seemed humiliating. All I had to do was shake my tits or my ass and men would literally throw money at my feet.

As awesome as stripping was I was even happier with my home life. I was staying female most of the time now and Joe and I were living more like a couple than as two friends who were roommates. I was sleeping in his bed so much that it almost seemed silly not to use my room for something else but we were just kind of taking things one day at a time.

I liked feeling like Joe’s girlfriend. I liked walking around the house in just panties and a tank top and getting a playful slap on the rump when I walked by him. Of course it could be distracting too because sometimes he would just grab me and we’d start kissing or he’d press me up against the wall and fuck my brains out but that was the kind of distraction I didn’t mind.

We tried taping ourselves having sex, and it was a little tricky getting the camera in the right position to really see everything but we also took turns holding the camera in bed while we fucked and I could actually see what Joe was talking about. I really did seem to love sex. The sounds I made, the expressions on my face, the almost frantic gyrations I went through when I was really hot all made me look like the horniest bitch on the planet, which maybe I was.

Joe naturally had a friend who did porn but apparently she was getting kind of tired of playing the MILF and wanted to move into directing. Her name was Beverly Angel and I had seen her in a number of videos. She knew everybody in the business and could pull a crew together who would work cheap for her. That’s when Joe hit upon the idea of producing our own porn with Beverly as the director and me as the star.

Joe showed her our homemade tape and I guess she was impressed enough to set up a lunch meeting with me. I was pretty excited because I’d never met a porn star before, except at the Adult Video Network Awards that were held in Vegas where you could get autographs or pictures from some of the talent.

“So you want to get into porn,” Beverly said as we sat down to lunch.

“Well Joe thinks it would be a good career move for me,” I replied.

“What do you think?”

“I think it sounds like fun but I’m sure there’s a lot of hard work involved,” I said.

“It’s not quite like taping yourself fucking your boyfriend but I was impressed by what I saw. You look super hot with a dick in your mouth honey and you obviously know how to give head like a pro. The tricky part is the starting and stopping to move the equipment around. It can be hard to sustain the momentum. And of course you’re always at the mercy of the guy’s cock. There are plenty of guys out there with big pricks but they can’t all get it up, stay hard, and pop on cue,” Beverly explained.

“Well it doesn’t take much to get me in the mood so I think I could handle jumping in and out of the action. I just don’t know anything about acting.”

“Not much need for that these days anyway,” Beverly said with a laugh. “People just want you to cut to the chase, and I’d rather you weren’t acting when you’re getting fucked. I want to see that unbridled passion that you show in your tape.”

I was so excited after meeting with Beverly that I couldn’t wait to see Joe. Joe was sitting on the couch so I went to the coffee table and hiked up my dress before bending over with my butt in his direction.

“Nice to see you too,” Joe said with a laugh.

“I want you to fuck me in the ass hard so that I can do a good anal scene if they want it,” I explained over my shoulder. “I want my ass to be like another pussy.”

“Well I’d be crazy to pass up that invitation but I don’t really think you need to rehearse getting fucked in the ass. I fuck you in the ass all the time and you don’t seem to have any trouble with it,” said Joe as he got up from the couch and stood behind me.

“I know, but it’s my porn debut and I want to be really good,” I said.

“Okay, honey, I’ll be happy to help you practice anything you want.”

A moment later I felt Joe’s hard tool pressing into my anus and soon I was getting the hard fuck that I asked for. Obviously I loved getting my pussy stuffed but there was something really awesome about giving head and doing anal too. Part of it was the knowledge that men wanted those things very badly and couldn’t always get them so I wanted to be the girl who would do anything to satisfy her man. And I really could cum from taking it up the butt so it was a win/win proposition in my book.

“Oh, yeah baby, that’s it...that’s it...fuck my tight little ass...fuck me hard...fuck me harder,” I wailed.

I wanted to finger myself but Joe was pounding my butt so hard that I needed both hands on the table for support. Even so I felt myself building up to a tremendous climax.

“OOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHFFFFFUUUUUUUUCCCCCCCCKKKKKKKK!”

My legs were shaking and I felt the muscles in my stomach kind of tighten up and my head went into a zone where everything kind of melted away except the steady thrusting of Joe’s cock and the methodical thwack of his balls slapping against my ass. I think Joe must have been pretty excited too because he didn’t last as long as he usually did and he put so much cum in my anus that it was dripping out of me big time as he pulled out.

“Well I’m just the producer but you certainly passed the audition as far as I’m concerned,” said Joe as he gave me a familiar pat on the rump and pulled his pants back up. I came over and sat on his lap on the couch as I put my arms around his neck.

“You know I love you baby and no matter how many guys I have to fuck on camera there’s only you in my life,” I said as I gazed into his eyes.

“I love you too baby. You’re my girl. There’s nobody in the world I’d rather be with than you,” he replied.

We kissed for a while, and I wanted to wait for him to get hard again, but I was stripping that night and had to get ready for work. I had a feeling that I was really going to give a good performance...even if I was having a little difficulty just walking straight at the moment.


CHAPTER 16:

“Don’t play innocent with me baby, I know what kind of a slut you are, and I’m going to fuck you like you need to be fucked!”

His strong hands ripped my thin t-shirt like it was tissue paper causing my bare boobs to pop out, which he immediately began to manhandle.

“Cut. That was perfect. Now we need to move to the tit shot,” said Beverly.

It was my first day as a porn actress and I was working with a guy named Billy Wood who I had seen many times in videos. He wasn’t terribly handsome facially but he had a great body and a huge dick and Beverly said he was one of the best in the business when it came to cock control.

It was Beverly’s first day too, in a way, in that she was making her directorial debut but you never would have known it from her cool professionalism. She was keeping everything moving at a brisk pace and making me feel as relaxed as I could under the circumstances.

Billy had most of the dialogue, which was fine with me, and I was playing this straight-laced character who was drawn to wild and rough sex. It seemed like a good way to ease me into the business because my character was basically bossed around and told what to do and most of my dialogue was going to be done later just talking into a microphone and used as narration.

The “tit shot” was basically the camera focused on Billy and my jugs as he squeezed and tweaked and even slapped them a few times. My nipples got some pinching and biting and it wasn’t hard at all to be turned on by the experience even with a bunch of people standing around and a camera right in on the action.

After the boob play came the BJ and I was quite excited to be sucking a real porn star’s cock. In the scene Billy was to walk away from me before pulling out his rod and then commands me to crawl over to him, which I do with a hungry look in my eye. It really didn’t take any acting when I saw that magnificent hunk of man meat and I was quite happy to crawl on my hands and knees to get it in my mouth.

“Look at it bitch. Look at that big cock,” Billy hissed as he grabbed me by the top of my head and waved his dick in front of me. “You want to suck it, don’t you bitch?”

“Yes, I want to suck it,” I replied.

“I know you do slut. You can’t wait to suck it.”

“Please let me suck your cock.”

“Yeah, I’ll let you suck it but you better do a good job or I’m going to ram it down your throat.”

Then we did the BJ scene. I thought it was kind of funny that a female director would want to make a movie about a woman being so used and degraded but she explained that the story was about the secret fantasies and desires that most women had that they repressed or never acted upon. I didn’t know what being a “good girl” was like, having never been one, but I could understand the idea that people might have longings that were seemingly against their nature. I also think that Beverly wanted to prove that she wasn’t just a “chick flick” director by doing the more obvious softer, romantic kind of thing and was capable of getting down and dirty with the boys.

In any case I thought she was doing a terrific job and I couldn’t wait to see what it all looked like on screen. Like most red blooded American males I had grown up watching tons of porn so being part of its creation was a real blast. I knew that if I did my job right guys I would never even meet would be whacking off to me. Maybe that would seem gross to some women but to me it was a real thrill. I knew what it was like to have your dick in your hand and ache for some girl in a video that you knew you’d never have. Sure people were publicly dismissive of porn stars but I didn’t know too many men who wouldn’t give their right arm to fuck one.

Billy really was the consummate professional and kept it up pretty much throughout the whole day. Sometimes he needed to stroke himself a bit to get it solid but when it was time to blow a load on my face he was ready to paint me.

Swallowing cum was second nature to me now so it was a little weird to get a facial but I understood the business side of porn. The “money shot” was there to prove that the guy was actually getting off and in this case it made sense because of the rough sex angle.

As the producer of the video Joe was there to see me getting a face full of jizz and I worried a little that he might feel jealous but he was nothing but supportive when I spoke to him on breaks.

“You’re doing great, baby. You look fantastic,” said Joe.

“That’s because you haven’t heard me doing much dialogue yet,” I joked.

“You’ll nail that.”

“So...you’re cool with watching me suck some other guy’s dick?” I asked.

“Honey, I’ve dates strippers, hookers, and porn stars. You know I’m not hung up about sex work.”

“And with me you’re dating all three at the same time,” I said with a laugh.

“I don’t have to be here if you’re uncomfortable having me around,” Joe suggested.

“No, I was just afraid that you’d be uncomfortable watching me,” I replied.

“Baby, I have loved watching you fuck from the moment you became female, and of course I love it most when I’m the one fucking you, but it turns me on to know what a hot girlfriend I have and how lucky I am that you come home to my bed. Just keep coming home and everything will be fine.”

“I kind of have to. We live in the same apartment.”

“You know what I mean,” said Joe with a smile. “Now get back to work. Time is money and I’m not that rich yet.”

Technically I was also a producer since we had both put our own money into this project but I thought it was best not to tell anyone or put my credit on the screen. I didn’t want it to seem like I bought my way into the business, not that anyone would really care one way or the other I suppose.

I tried to think with my male brain about how I would feel being in Joe’s shoes but I couldn’t really tell. Joe was the one with all the sex industry contacts. I never dated any women like that. Of course I’d never been in any really serious relationship before, mostly just one-night-stands or weekend flings with out of towners. It actually struck me for the first time that my relationship with Joe was the most serious one I’d ever had in my life. Of course that was kind of built in to the arrangement since we were already living together as roommates before becoming lovers, but despite that I knew that my feelings for him were deeper than any I had ever felt for anyone before.

I couldn’t imagine myself being comfortable watching my partner screw someone else when I was a man, but a lot of that was probably insecurity. Joe probably didn’t feel as threatened because he knew he was a stud. And as a woman I probably could handle seeing Joe fucking other girls. I’d even thought about offering him a three-way if he was interested. As Bobbi I was completely confident in my sexuality. Of course I knew that men had a pretty powerful urge to roam and stick it in whatever they could get, but I felt like I could handle that as long as Joe still wanted me.

“Okay get the lube ready, we’re doing the ass fuck,” Beverly called out, snapping me back to the reality of the moment.

“Good thing we rehearsed I guess,” said Joe.

“It’s a living,” I said with a shrug. “What are you going to do?”

“Just try not to get too sore. That ass belongs to me baby,” said Joe, giving me a slap on the butt to send me on my way.

It was true that my ass did belong to Joe but I was renting it out today and I wasn’t sure how I was going to get fucked by Billy’s huge trouser snake without getting sore but that was just an occupational hazard. I was pretty sure Joe wouldn’t mind skipping the anal tonight since I had plenty of other ways to make him happy.


CHAPTER 17:

syn·er·gy (noun)

“The interaction or cooperation of two or more organizations, substances, or other agents to produce a combined effect greater than the sum of their separate effects.”

The concept of synergy has been around for centuries. It has been used in religion, science, business, and a whole host of other areas. Joe was all about synergy. For example, when I stripped I was creating a pool of people who would probably like to see me getting fucked on screen, and when I did porn I was creating a pool of people who would like to see me taking off my clothes in person. Exposure in one area would theoretically translate into exposure in other areas as well. Add a web presence to the mix, attract online followers, and one was on their way to stardom of a kind.

It wasn’t an overnight formula by any means but I was willing to stick it out for the long haul. I didn’t have to become some sort of international superstar, just a chick that people would pay money to see. The first time someone mentioned having seen me in porn when I was stripping was kind of a mind blower. Then it started happening more frequently and I could see that Joe was onto something.

Joe and I had our own kind of synergy going on in our relationship too. There was an old Pet Shop Boys song from the 80’s called Opportunities which had the lyric “I’ve got the brains, you’ve got the looks, let’s make lots of money,” which wasn’t to say that I had turned into a brainless bimbo but things really clicked when Joe was handling the business details and I was strutting my pretty stuff in front of as many eyeballs as possible. I had faith in Joe and his vision, so much so that I quite school and devoted nearly all of my time to being a sex goddess, personally as well as professionally.

When I got called for jury duty I had to report as Robert, but I was extremely glad that I wasn’t chosen to sit on an actual jury so that was just one afternoon of my life where I had to be reunited with my cock and balls. I was also glad that I didn’t get stuck on a case where someone was charged with prostitution because there was no way I could be fair and impartial about that.

And I wasn’t the only one being brought into our financial family. When I did my first lesbian scene we called in Julie, our original pill supplier and the woman who turned us on to hooking with men who wanted to have girl-on-girl sex. Aside from being gorgeous there wasn’t any woman who knew more about pleasuring other women than her. Fucking Julie made me remember how much I used to enjoy having sex with girls, not that I’d ever prefer pussy to cock on a regular basis.

In addition to our fledgling video production company we were also branching into talent management adding girls to our growing stable of adult entertainers. Not all of them were keen on the hardcore experience but we had room for strippers and nude models even if they didn’t want to do porn. The really cool part of it was that it was all legal and we had a great deal of control over what we did.

Everything was sailing along fine, and I could have been the happiest woman in the world, except of course for the fact that I really wasn’t a woman. My family had no idea that I was living as a female, let alone that I was an adult entertainer. That was something that I had avoided telling them. Naturally they were concerned when they heard that I had dropped out of college and quite dealers school as well, but I tried to assure them that I was doing fine and making good money in a business venture with my roommate, which was certainly true. The lie was in not telling them all of the details.

That was really hard because I wanted them to know about my relationship with Joe and how I had found real love at last. I toyed with the idea of telling them that I was gay, but I didn’t think Joe would be crazy about pretending to be my homosexual boyfriend, and I wasn’t really sure whether that would go over better than the truth anyway.

We are all so damn wrapped up in our identities. I think at some point most of us find ourselves trying to live up to someone else’s expectations, or what we think society expects us to be. It usually starts in school where you want to find some group that accepts you and peer pressure makes you conform to whatever that group thinks is cool. I didn’t realize how much I was missing in life until I got the chance to live a different one and found that I liked it a lot.

Aside from being uncomfortable about telling people I had become a woman I also had a nagging fear that it was all too good to be true and would come crashing down around me at any moment. I was so linked to Joe, professionally and personally, that I didn’t know what I would do if we broke up.

Fortunately our relationship wasn’t showing any signs of slowing down and when Joe’s birthday came around I planned a big surprise for him. I knew he’d enjoy a three-way, and I had plenty of candidates to join us, but I thought that a man in his position should be treated to more than just two women.

I booked a suite at a local hotel that had a huge hot tub on the balcony overlooking the strip and then invited a few friends to join us for Joe’s birthday bash. Julie was there, as well as Lilah, who introduced us to escorting, and even Beverly Angel joined the fun. I invited Monique, my stripping instructor, but she wasn’t really into the crazy sex thing and just stripped for the money in between legit dancing gigs in production shows.

It was kind of strange in that I knew that Joe had fucked all of these women before but I was fucking guys on camera these days so it didn’t seem like I should be jealous. At least I knew he found them all attractive and that they had remained on friendly terms so hopefully it would just be a party.

We all dressed in our sexiest lingerie to greet Joe when he came through the door. I hadn’t told him what I had planned but just told him to be prepared for a pleasant surprise and gave him the suite number. The look on his face was worth the cost of the room when it suddenly dawned on him that he was going to be the star of a four on one reverse gang bang.

We popped some champagne and sang “Happy Birthday” to him before we all ganged up and stripped him naked, smothering his body with kisses and caresses along the way.

“All right ladies, line up,” I commanded.

On cue we all took off our panties, if we were wearing any, and got in a line on the floor with our butts in the air while we rested on our forearms.

“Jesus, it’s like a smorgasbord of pussy,” said Joe as he surveyed our naked asses.

“That’s right honey. Just make sure you sample a little of everything,” I suggested.

Joe started with Julie, who was at one end of the line, and got right up on top of her butt as he began to hump her. I was next, then Lilah, then Beverly. By the time Joe made his second pass down the line we were all holding hands and turning to kiss the girl on either side of us. Sometimes Joe held the woman in front of him tight and sometimes he used his hands to finger bang an empty snatch, but either way it was a ton of fun whether we were the one getting fucked or just listening to the lucky lady taking her turn.

I’m not sure exactly how many times Joe made it through the line but it was impressive how long he lasted. I think he saved his cum for me, and I appreciated it, but I had a feeling that everyone would get a dose of his sperm before the night was over.

“Hot tub,” I announced, once Joe had finished up completely.

We all got up and stripped naked as we led Joe to the tub and surrounded him as we drank champagne and looked out at the fabulous view below.

“This is incredible, baby,” Joe whispered to me.

“No, you’re incredible darling. This is the kind of party you deserve. Just let yourself go and have a good time tonight,” I whispered back before I kissed him.

Not everybody likes surprise parties but it seemed like we were off to a good start and I had a feeling that this was a party that Joe would remember for a long time.


CHAPTER 18:

It probably seems like my story revolves around sex a whole lot. And money too I suppose. I guess that’s logical since the only reason I ever took a pill that turned me female was to have sex for money. And of course my whole career was all about sex. Porn, nude modeling, stripping. I had left my brief foray into prostitution behind but I was still using my body to make a living, and a pretty good one at that.

Aside from the sex and money I was really proud to be female. I loved being in the company of other women, and this was an unusual gathering because everyone here knew my story but they still accepted me as one of their own. Being female took a lot more work, and required a different mind set, but it all seemed worth it to me.

Something had just clicked for me somewhere along the line. Once I put the shame and embarrassment behind me and accepted the fact that I enjoyed being a girl everything in my life just fell into place. I sort of regretted the fact that I didn’t have the childhood experiences that most girls had, but in a way my masculine upbringing probably did a lot to shape the woman I had become, which was someone I was very happy being. Perhaps if I had grown up female I would have had a lot more hangups about things, or a whole different level of guilt and shame to work through, but that was something that I’d never know. All I knew now was that I was living my life as a woman and I planned to go right on doing so indefinitely, even though it meant having to come out to my family at some point.

The hot tub soon turned into a lesbian orgy and I think that helped Joe to recover even more quickly than normal. These were all very hot ladies and people I considered to be friends and it was so much fun to be in the middle of all that tit and pussy action. Wherever you looked there was something tasty to grab, squeeze, pinch, poke, lick, or kiss.

Of course Joe was the star of the evening so as soon as he was hard again we had him sit on the edge of the tub while we blindfolded him and took turns sucking his cock. We made him try to guess who was blowing him, and he did okay at that, even when we tried to mix him up by having the same girl go down on him twice in a row, but I was happy that he always knew it was me almost right away. I guess my signature BJ was pretty familiar to him by now. All the girls certainly looked like they knew how to properly give head but Beverly’s skills were especially impressive.

When Joe was getting ready to finish we let him take off the blindfold and all crowded around him with our mouths open and our tongues sticking out. Joe grabbed his dick and started jerking off, very neatly putting a blast into each of us.

“That’s some control you’ve got there. We should get you in one of our movies soon,” said Beverly.

“That’s what I keep telling him,” I chimed in. “Who wouldn’t want to see that gorgeous stud going to town on some hot pussy?”

“We’ve already got one star in the family,” said Joe with a laugh. “Somebody’s got to stay focused on the business side of things.”

Of all the things I enjoyed about being a woman the thing I loved the most was being in love with Joe. I didn’t really worry about my needs because I knew Joe would take care of them. I absolutely adored trying to make him happy any way that I could and I always felt so warm and snug and secure in his arms. I had become a lot more emotional as a woman, and sometimes even a little nutty, especially when I was under stress, but Joe was my rock. He always had time to listen to me bitch about things and offered a sympathetic ear or some good practical advice. Joe was the center of my universe and I was so happy that I was able to provide him with a gift that seemed to make him happy too.

It’s not to say that we never had an argument or got snippy about things. When you live and work with someone you’re in a relationship with there are bound to be times where conflicts flare up or you just catch someone in a bad mood but we never let it get out of hand. We had a “never go to bed angry” rule and it was working really well so far. I think jealousy was the one potential stumbling block, should either one of us get too possessive, but this party was clearly demonstrating to me that instead of resenting the attention Joe was giving to other women I was turned on by it. Watching him shoot his cum into some other girl’s mouth was incredibly hot and I think he felt the same way seeing me getting nailed on camera.

After the hot tub we dried off and brought out his cake. It was certainly the strangest birthday party I had ever been to, with five naked people sitting around eating cake in a luxury hotel suite overlooking the Las Vegas strip, but considering the line of work we were all in it seemed kind of appropriate.

After taking a break we all piled onto the same gigantic bed in the master bedroom and a free-for-all ensued. Everybody just started fucking everybody with Joe putting his dick wherever he liked. I sort of wished we were filming it because it was crazier than any porn thing we had done so far and I made a mental note to try and work something like this into a future production. It was the kind of the thing that sort of needed to be seen as it was hard to describe all those bodies in motion and where Joe’s cock was at any given moment.

I thought about when I was a guy and wondered how I’d react to being in a situation like this. I’m sure I would have loved the concept but I probably would have had a lot of performance anxiety. Being in bed with four sexy chicks was a pretty intimidating thing. Joe was man enough to handle it but I suspected that I wouldn’t have had that kind of confidence.

After Joe had another orgasm we kind of mellowed out and just lay in a twisted pile of naked bodies. Somebody got hungry and ordered room service and then the action picked up where it had left off until we finally all fell asleep sort of draped all over the bed and each other.

In the morning, after breakfast, the other girls got dressed and kissed us goodbye. I had the suite for two nights so Joe and I were going to enjoy some quality time together.

“Baby, that was the greatest birthday present ever,” said Joe once we were finally alone.

“I’m glad you liked it. It seemed a lot more personal than buying you a tie or something,” I joked.

“You’ve kind of elevated the gift giving bar. I’m not sure how I’m ever going to be able to reciprocate.”

“Diamonds are always nice,” I said with a grin.

“Funny you should mention that,” said Joe as he walked over to the closet and came back with a small box in his hand.

Suddenly he dropped to one knee and opened the box...and there was the most gorgeous diamond ring I had ever seen.


CHAPTER 19:

“Oh, my God Joe, what are you doing?” I said in a raspy voice of disbelief.

“I’m trying to propose to you but you’re supposed to let me do the talking at this point,” Joe teased. “I’ve been trying to think of a good time to ask you, and since I knew you were planning some kind of a surprise for me it seemed like it might be nice if I could spring a surprise on you too.”

“I don’t know what to say.”

“I still haven’t asked you yet,” Joe reminded me with a chuckle. “But I guess I better come to the point. I know we’re already living together, and we’re already business partners, and we don’t really need a piece of paper to join us together but I like the idea of making the commitment. I wasn’t sure that marriage was for me but I’d never met a woman like you, even though you were right there all the time. Would you do me the honor of becoming my wife?”

“Is that possible?” I replied.

“I don’t see why not. I know you want to make your gender change permanent so this is just one more piece of red tape to deal with,” said Joe.

“Then yes, of course yes, a thousand times yes!” I said in a flood of tears as I threw my arms around his neck and began to kiss him frantically. “Oh, shit...what about my family?”

“Well I think it might be time to break the news to them,” said Joe. “I assume you want them at the wedding.”

“Wedding! Oh, my God! I’m going to have a wedding. What the fuck is that all about? What am I going to wear? Who are we going to invite? There’s so much planning to do.”

“Relax, we’re not getting married tonight...although we could if you wanted to. This is Las Vegas, there’s probably an Elvis impersonator available to hitch us if you’re in a hurry.”

“Oh, no, we’re going to do this right. I’m certainly going to have the hottest bridesmaids in town,” I said with a grin. “Although it’s kind of weird that you’ve fucked all of them.”

“So have you,” Joe pointed out and we both had a laugh at that.

Joe was right that we really didn’t need a piece of paper to make our partnership official, but it was the push I needed to take the big step of becoming a woman forever. My old life had faded away so much that it was getting harder and harder to remember that there was ever a time that I wasn’t female. My family would just have to deal with it.

It was so funny to have gone from a wild five person orgy one day to the solemn bonds of holy matrimony the next, but that was just the way we rolled I guess. What Joe and I had going may not have been exactly conventional there was nothing conventional about my existence so I suppose there weren’t too many rules to go by.


CHAPTER 20:

Just to wrap up the story I should say that after some confusion, and a little hand wringing, my family came around to the new reality of my life and I even had the especially strange experience of being walked down the aisle by my father. And as predicted my bridesmaids were extremely hot, as were many of the guests since they tended to come from the world of porn and stripping and modeling. I imagine there were a lot of hookups that night but Joe and I were off on our honeymoon so we had to wait to hear the spicy details about who ended up banging who.

I figured that telling my family I was transgender was a big enough shock to drop on them at the moment so I failed to let them know about my adult entertainment career. I just said that Joe and I were working on some projects and money wasn’t a problem at the moment. Eventually they would have to be told about what I did for living, but I wanted to string that along for as long as I could. My mom might be intrigued by the idea of me being a daughter instead of a son but she probably wouldn’t be thrilled to know that I took of my clothes in public and fucked on camera in porn videos.

We were doing quite well with our various business enterprises but I knew that Joe’s big dream was to own a club of his own. (Or now I guess I should say of “our” own since we were partners in everything.) We weren’t quite ready to pull the trigger on that but we were keeping our eyes open for a good location. There was no doubt that we could bring in some of the finest talent in town, and by the time we did open our place I probably would be a pretty big draw as a star attraction.

People sometimes talk about Las Vegas being a town of broken dreams, and I’m sure that many have come here hoping to strike it rich only to go home broke, but growing up in this place I never had the same starry-eyed view of the tourist. I had studied to be a casino dealer and I knew that the house always won in the long run sometimes you could get lucky and beat the odds. Given the fact that so many things had to happen just right for me to have ended up a woman, and Joe’s wife, and a successful stripper, and a burgeoning porn star, I would say that I was on the hottest streak of all time and had definitely beaten the odds. Hopefully my luck will hold.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

Boy, this one was kind of a cornucopia of naughty activities. Trans/lesbian prostitution, full-service escorting, group sex, stripping, adult video production, nude web modeling and a four-girl-one-guy birthday bang! (Along with the “normal” girl/guy copulation, with the added twist of the girl actually being a guy.) I didn’t set out to write an encyclopedia of sexual variations but it just sort of went that way on its own as one thing led to another.

Las Vegas is one of my favorite cities, and not only because it’s so sexy. I have shot porn there but I’ve also performed as a musician and I have always found plenty of entertaining things to do there that didn’t involve anyone taking off any clothes. (Well, maybe the people onstage took off some clothes sometimes, but that’s just showbiz.)
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I usually have a link here for my videos but I’m afraid Porn Hub changed their policies and made it much harder for users to upload content and took a ton of existing videos down so at the moment I don’t have a regular location for my 3D videos. Watch this spot for future developments.
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