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NEW GIRL

Beverly Hills Trap House

(Book 1)

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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“I have the perfect replacement,” Poppy said to Liz.

Liz sat back in her chair, frowning. She was sad that one of her favorite girls was leaving, but all of them had to spread their wings eventually. Poppy planned on moving to New York. She had been with Liz for over two years, and she’d made over a million dollars in the process, so she had more than enough to start her new life in the Big Apple.

“Don’t look like that!” Poppy said. “You’ll love her. I promise.”

“I hope so. As you know, the girls will have to vote on her, but I’m sure anyone you think is worthy of living here will pass the test.”

Poppy smiled, loving that Liz trusted her. It was customary for the girls to find their replacements before they left, but not everyone did. Some girls got kicked out by Liz long before they could. Others disappeared without a trace, only to send a message weeks or months later. Those occasions were rare, though, as most of the girls loved living at Liz’s house.

She was the ultimate mistress.

“Should I arrange a dinner for everyone to meet her then?” asked Poppy.

“Yes, invite her over and tell the girls.”

Poppy smiled, tossing her hair back slightly. She’d come so far since arriving to the house. She was once a struggling real-estate agent’s assistant, but now she was leaving a fabulous diva who was ready to take over the world. There was a chance she would even legally change her name to Poppy but taking over the New York real-estate market was higher on her list.

It was enough that everyone knew her as Poppy. Her government name was only necessary for the closing documents, and most of her clients just signed on the dotted line without thinking much about Poppy’s former identity.

Poppy didn’t know if her assistant Solomon had any desires to crossdress, but he had lots of feminine qualities and the most darling personality. He could make a killing if he joined Liz and the other girls. The decision would be his in the end, but Poppy had a feeling he wouldn’t be able to turn down the offer once he heard it.

Solomon was her favorite assistant, and she wanted to give him the ultimate gift before she left Los Angeles for the East Coast, which was access to more money than he could ever imagine.

On top of Poppy’s real-estate work, which made her a pretty penny, she’d earned just as much working for Liz, if not more, and the work was a million times easier. Pleasing a man for a night was far from easy, but it took a lot less effort than convincing a finicky couple that they’d found the right million-dollar house to drop every penny they had.

It also helped that Liz had been letting her live rent free, only requiring a portion of her profits from the dates with clients, but Liz did most of the work finding the people who wanted their special services, so Poppy didn’t mind giving Liz the twenty percent.

Mistress Liz had to finance her life somehow. She wasn’t really one to work a traditional job. She was addicted to being a pimp and turning cute boys into even cuter girls, and as much as she would miss Poppy, she was always excited to see a fresh face roaming through her house.

Who ever said there couldn’t be a trap house in Beverly Hills, one of the most exclusive areas of Los Angeles? Where else would people be willing to pay ridiculous amounts of money for a good time? Is it not the perfect place?

Mistress Liz McMaster certainly thought so.
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Solomon Hernandez Lopez lived a simple life. He didn’t go to college after graduating from high school. He went to work at the corner store where he’d been going for snacks his entire life. The owner knew him by name and was happy to give him a job when he asked, and Solomon felt proud the first time he got left alone in the store.

He never had a fancy title like ‘manager’ or anything. He just stocked the shelves, checked people out, counted the till at the end of the night, and went about his life. He always hung out with the same friends from high school, excited when they got old enough to go out to the bars with their real IDs.

It was a lot of fun until Solomon woke up one day at twenty-two and saw that he was gaining a bit of weight from all the late-night booze fests. It didn’t help that the drinking was usually followed by fast food. It especially didn’t help that he would do the same thing five nights a week, spending more time in the clubs than he spent on the job.

Solomon wanted a change when he woke up that fateful morning, so he went on a diet. He ran, he swam. He only ate apples and pears some days. Solomon slowly noticed changes. Girls started checking him out more. He had to buy new clothes. It was incredible, and all the progress made him think he could do more than working at the corner store down the street from where he’d grown up, so he did research on his phone when he was between customers and stocking shelves.

There were a lot of opportunities for a guy like him who didn’t go to college, but the most luring of all was real estate, especially in a city like Los Angeles. Everything he read was all sunshine and rainbows. Everyone was making money. The houses were selling for millions, and the commissions paid for a fabulous lifestyle.

Solomon entered the industry blindly, practically bouncing into a high-class real-estate agency the day after he got his real-estate license. He was wearing a cheap suit and even cheaper shoes. Everyone in the agency laughed him out the door, telling him he was batting far out of his league.

The experience was crushing.

Solomon went back to his shifts at the corner store, thinking he was worthless, thinking he had no future. He felt so depressed those next few weeks as he went about stocking the shelves, hanging out with his old friends, and living the life he’d always lived, which included sharing a room with three other people. Two sets of bunk beds, one against each wall.

His house was stuffed to the brim with family members all trying to make it in the ridiculously expensive city. None of them earned a decent salary. They had no privacy and had to share two bathrooms between twelve people. They did what they could to make things work, but Solomon had always kind of hated his life.

He always wanted more.

It took a month or so before Solomon gained the confidence he needed to walk into another office. He’d also gotten himself a fresh suit, spending two weeks of his pay on it, but he had to act the part if he wanted to get in the business of luxury real estate.

The second agency he entered was much friendlier than the first, but they only offered him an unpaid internship, which they said could lead to an assistant position if he did well.

It was a difficult proposition.

Solomon had little money in the bank, and everyone in his house over the age of eighteen had to contribute to the bills. Solomon didn’t know how he was going to make it work, but he had to take a chance. He had to find a way.

Solomon hardly slept, but he found a job he could do at night for actual money before going to work at the internship in the morning. It was a grueling three months, but the agency eventually made Solomon an assistant for a lovely woman named Poppy.

Poppy wasn’t like every other woman. She was trans. Solomon had never met a trans woman personally before he worked at that agency. He didn’t know how to feel at first, especially since Poppy was drop-dead gorgeous, even before the boob job. Solomon had searched the internet and found pictures of her from before the boob job, and she still looked sexy, even in the pictures where her chest was clearly flat.

“Solomon,” Poppy said as she approached his desk, which was at the back of the office with the other assistants and interns, all waiting for their chance to move up the ranks.

Solomon lifted his head to give Poppy his full attention. “Yes, boss?”

“I want to treat you to lunch. What do you say?”

“Of course!”

“Perfect. Let’s go to that salad place down the street. Leave here at twelve fifty to get us a table. Message me if there’s a wait because you know how much I hate waiting.”

“Yes, no problem,” Solomon said with a nod. It was already eleven, but he was always ready for any last-minute request his incredible, fierce boss might have. He never wanted to disappoint her.

“Excellent, Solomon. You’re the best,” Poppy said with a wink and turned on her heels. She walked away with a little switch in her hip, looking fabulous in the violet contour dress she was wearing with three-tone peekaboo toe heels. Solomon couldn’t take his eyes off her until she started to turn her head, and then he went right back to work.
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Poppy was strutting down the sidewalk, ignoring the many eyes on her as she approached the restaurant. Solomon had secured them a table, and she had almost worked up the courage to tell him about her secret life.

What she did for money at Liz’s wasn’t a part of her that she shared with everybody. Many knew she was trans, but few people knew about her rendezvouses with men. They didn’t know that she could make upwards of ten grand in a night, which had afforded her the fabulous life that she had.

Poppy loved who she’d become, and none of it would have happened without Liz’s guidance. London was the girl who’d introduced her to the group. She was a client. One of Poppy’s first solo commissions. They’d met through a friend of a friend, and Poppy would forever feel indebted to her.

She and London didn’t hang out as much as Poppy would have liked, but they were both busy. London had started a career as a painter and was becoming rather successful, and Poppy understood that she would rather hang out with her artsy friends than the girl who never stopped talking about real estate.

Poppy loved selling houses. She loved going to all of the parties with champagne and gossip and naughty deeds in hidden corners. People never got completely out of control, but the events were always great to meet new people. Find the next meal of the night.

Now it was Poppy’s turn to pass along the baton and let another blossoming diva experience how amazing it could be to live in Liz’s house. There were bad days like anywhere else, but the good days were some of the best Poppy ever had. If it weren’t for her desire to live in the big city, she would keep her job with Liz for as long as she could, but it was better to leave on a good note.

Poppy placed her hand on the door handle of the restaurant, taking a deep breath as she pulled it open. She stepped inside and noticed her assistant right away. He was at a table for two against the back wall, which had a curved wooden feature and mirror along the top.

Solomon waved. Poppy went over to him, and he stood to give her a kiss on the cheek. “How are you, boss?”

“Things are good,” Poppy said.

“Why do you seem so tense then?”

Solomon could read Poppy like an open book, which she loved about him because he could anticipate her every need, but he always knew when she was feeling down, and he always made her talk about it.

“There’s a lot we need to discuss.”

“Sure, whatever you need.”

Poppy raised her hand to order a glass of wine. She didn’t normally drink during the day, but she needed something to dampen the anxiety running through her. Only the owners of the brokerage knew she was leaving for New York. They’d been keeping it a secret until the week or so before she left to avoid a bloodbath over her existing clients.

The server brought over Poppy’s glass of white wine a few moments later, and she took a huge gulp before smacking her lips and meeting Solomon’s eyes. She stared into them, judging if she could trust him, if she should really go through with this.

“Is everything okay?” Solomon asked in a concerned, quivering voice.

“Yes, everything is wonderful, Solomon.” Poppy picked up her wine to take a sip, staring at her assistant and wondering if he would accept her offer, pondering what name the girls might give him. It was tradition for the existing girls to pick out a name for the new arrival, but it only stuck with Liz’s approval. “My life is fabulous.”

Solomon nodded. He’d always secretly been a little jealous of his boss and her wonderful life, but he planned on making it in the real-estate industry himself. He wasn’t going to give up until he got all the way to the top like his mentor slash boss Poppy.

“It is,” Solomon agreed.

“Look, I’m not trying to brag.”

“You can if you want.”

Poppy grinned. She loved the touch of fabulousness Solomon had. She was shocked when she found out that he hooked up with women, but she’d seen him checking out girls many times since. London, the girl who’d introduced her to Liz’s house, was also into women. Liz was always on the lookout for girly boys who liked girls.

“It’s not that. There’s something I want to tell you, but it’s a secret.”

“A secret?”

Poppy fingered the necklace around her neck. It was a simple chain necklace with a golden ‘M’ pendant. All the girls who lived at Liz’s house wore the same necklace. It was how people in the know knew to whom Poppy belonged.

“Yes,” Poppy said.

“Did you kill somebody?” Solomon asked in a whisper.

Poppy sighed and shook her head. “No, it’s nothing like that! Don’t be crazy.”

“What is it then? You can trust me,” Solomon said.

The server had already dropped off their salads, so Poppy took the first bite of hers. There was no taking back this secret. Once she told Solomon the truth, there was a chance he could tell others. He didn’t even know she was going to New York. There was simply too much to tell him at once. It had her sweating places she preferred not to perspire.

“I want to trust you, Solomon. I do.”

“You must have a big secret if you’re acting like this.”

“It’s more than a secret. It’s everything.”

Poppy was acting weird, and Solomon didn’t know what to make of his boss’s behavior. She was normally so composed. She kept looking around the restaurant, like she was waiting for someone to pop out from behind one of the tall plants. Solomon tried not to look directly at her, but it was so strange seeing her like this.

“You don’t have to tell me if you don’t want to,” Solomon said after a few moments of silence.

“No, I want to tell you. I must tell you. Just need another glass of wine first.”

“What about your evening appointment?”

“Shit, you’re right.” Poppy dropped her hand as she reconsidered drinking another glass of wine. The next few months of her life would be difficult regardless of what she said. Poppy had even thought about asking Solomon to move with her to New York, but she knew his heart was in Los Angeles.

“Really, you don’t have to tell me whatever it was you were thinking.” Solomon picked up his fork and stabbed a piece of chicken with some lettuce, guiding the bite to his mouth. He chewed on the food so he wouldn’t have to speak.

“First off, I’m moving to New York.”

“What?” Solomon hollered. “You’re leaving? When?”

“In a few weeks.”

“That’s why you’ve been slowing down on the showings.”

Poppy nodded, feeling conflicted. It was always bittersweet to leave one place to start over in another. She’d done it when she left South Carolina for California, and now she was going to do it again, except she was so much happier now than when she left South Carolina. Poppy worried every day that she was making a mistake, but she had to trust her gut.

“Yes, it is.”

“Why am I just hearing about this?”

“We’ve been keeping it a secret at the office. Only the partners know that I’m leaving.”

“What about me? What happens to my job?”

“They’ve been talking about making you a full agent.”

“Really?” Solomon gasped. His face turned seven shades redder instantly, and his body exploded with sensation. He felt like he could faint. Were his dreams really coming true? Could it be? “Don’t mess with me!”

“I’m not messing with you, Solomon!”

“Why haven’t they said anything?”

“Well, as you know, even if they make you an agent, others in the office will demand some leads. We just want to keep the drama to a minimum, so can you promise not to tell anyone?”

Solomon nodded enthusiastically. He didn’t want to ruffle any feathers at the office. He wanted his climb to the top to be as painless as it could be in Los Angeles’s luxury real estate market.

“I understand why you were nervous to tell me. You’ve built one of the best businesses in the city. I can’t believe you’re leaving. Why would you want to give up all of this?”

It was true that Poppy had built something of an empire, but she was ready to spread her wings and live in one of the other great cities of the world. She had already lined up an apartment close to Central Park and couldn’t wait to live the fabulous Manhattan-girl life. There was nothing like the private parties in Beverly Hills, but now she could be an Upper East Side snooty, fabulous, take-over-the-world bitch.

“I’ve found other opportunities but speaking of opportunities. You’ve been such an amazing assistant, and I wanted to offer you a chance.”

“At being an agent?”

Poppy shook her head, knowing this was the moment she wouldn’t be able to take back, so she really hoped she’d read Solomon right. Liz kept her operation under tight wraps, and she didn’t want to get on her mistress’s bad side before leaving town.

“This is a different kind of opportunity.”

“What kind?” asked Solomon. There was a little flutter in his heart, like he was having the best day of his life and just realizing it. Maybe Poppy leaving town wouldn’t be so bad for him. Maybe it would be the best thing that ever happened! She was practically handing over the keys to her castle.

“Let’s just say it can make you rich.”

“What’s the catch?”

“Well, you’ll have to be like me.”

“Like you?”

“I came to Los Angeles as Rick, a young man with a thin waist and a dream, and this is what became of me. You can have the same.”

“You mean, be trans?”

Poppy shrugged. “You don’t have to get a boob job or anything, but yes, you’ll have to dress up as a girl. You’ll have to talk and act like one to convince people that you are one.”

“What?” asked Solomon. “Why would I do that?”

“You don’t have to agree, but I can’t give you more details unless you’ll at least consider it.”

Solomon swallowed, staring down at the last few pieces of lettuce on his plate. He didn’t know if he could act womanly enough to convince anyone he was anything other than a boy in women’s clothing, but the thought of making money sounded good.

“How much money are you talking?”

“Thousands a night.”

“How is that—?” Solomon’s eyes widened as he realized how he might make thousands in a night, and his heart sank to the pits of his stomach. Had Poppy lost her mind? He couldn’t become a girl to do that! It was impossible.

“Don’t knock it until you try it, so what do you say?”

“I don’t know. That doesn’t sound like me,” Solomon said, but then he paused, wondering if that was really the truth. If he searched deep in his soul, he would do just about anything to move out of that room that he shared with three other guys.

“Well, you have until we leave here to decide.”

Solomon swallowed, already knowing what he’d do, even if it was hard to find the words to say it.
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Liz was soaking in her bathtub as the other girls of the house got ready in their rooms, popping in to say hello every now and then. Liz was excited to meet the new girl, but she couldn’t help but think of her first girl. The one who got away.

Wren.

They were both in their twenties when they met. Liz was living in a small apartment in West Hollywood. Steven was going to audition after audition, crashing at her place when he got home from a long day. They used to have the most amazing sex.

Steven was effeminate, though.

He had a high voice and some feminine mannerisms, but he knew his way around the female body like he’d drawn the map. He used to slide his tongue over Liz’s womanhood in the most incredible ways. Liz still shook a little when she thought of the pleasure that man used to give her body.

The feminization started slowly.

They’d been dating for four or five months when Steven asked to try on a pair of her panties. It was a joke, he’d said, just to see what it felt like to put on a pair of panties. Liz laughed and agreed, but then she saw how his eyes changed when he slid that skimpy white lacy thong up his legs.

He became entranced.

Obsessed.

It wasn’t long after that Steven asked to wear her stockings. Then her bra. Then he showed up with a pair of matching nightgowns for them to wear.

Liz didn’t know what to think of Steven’s feminine desires at first. Steven’s actions went against the common expectations of a man, but Liz didn’t mind. She became fascinated, feeding off Steven’s obsession. Liz had always been a person to enjoy control, and her relationship with Steven was no different. She wanted to control this journey he’d begun for them, so she started picking out his dresses. She started buying his lingerie.

Steven loved it.

He couldn’t get enough.

Liz had to spank him to keep him in check. She moaned a little as the memories of him bent over the bed flooded her mind. It was a few months after the first time when Steven slid those white panties up this legs that Liz fucked him.

She would never forget the night.

Steven was wearing a tiny little denim skirt they’d found while out shopping together. Liz pushed it up and ripped off his panties before shoving her lubricated strap into his tight hole. He screamed and yelled, but he sounded like a girl the entire time, and it was so hot.

She could still hear his screams in her ears. They kept her up at night, but they also got her through the day. It wasn’t long after the first fucking that Liz gave Steven the name Wren. She was reading an article in a magazine, and the subject’s name was Wren, and she just knew it was the perfect name for Steven.

Liz and Wren had a few magical months. It was the best time of Liz’s life, really, but she fucked it all up. They went to a lot of parties and met a lot of people, so Liz was bound to get a few phone numbers along the way. Phone numbers from hunky, strapping men.

Long story short, Liz called one of the guys over behind Wren’s back to plow her. She thought she needed alpha dick more than she needed Wren’s eternal, compassionate love. Liz was wrong, of course, but it was too late.

Steven gave up being Wren, and he disappeared. He ran off to the other side of the country. Miami or Atlanta or something. Liz was never sure as he’d changed his phone number days after he moved away, telling her never to call him again.

Wren was dead.

Liz had killed her.

Losing Steven slash Wren was one of the hardest times of Liz’s life, but she had to move forward. Steven wanted nothing to do with her, and Liz had to accept that, so she went on working odd jobs around West Hollywood until her grandmother passed and left her an incredible house in Beverly Hills, along with millions to maintain it. Her parents got the vacation house in Palm Springs, which was what they wanted since they already had an incredible house in Los Angeles.

“Boss,” Sparkle said as she stepped into the bathroom. She was already dressed and perfumed. She was wearing a red cocktail dress that went down to her ankles with a fabulous pair of matching heels. She had sparkling diamond earrings hanging from her ears.

Liz stirred in the tub, moving her legs down and her chest higher to give Sparkle her full attention. “What’s up?”

“The new recruit will arrive in an hour. Did you need me to do anything for you?”

“No,” Liz said with a smile. “I’ll get ready now. Promise.”

“I hope Poppy’s girl works.”

“You and me both,” said Liz.

Sparkle nodded and turned on her heels, leaving Liz in the bathroom to get ready. She walked down the hallway to the other wing of the house where she and the other girls slept. There were four bedrooms in their wing and a living room at the center of them all. Upstairs was a huge entertainment area and relaxation space and Liz’s office.

Raven and Tangerine were hanging out in the living room at the center of their bedrooms. They each had a glass of wine in their hands, so Sparkle went to get herself a glass, feeling like it was beyond time to let loose and relax.

“Is Liz almost ready?” Raven asked when Sparkle sat with her glass of wine in hand.

“I don’t think so,” said Sparkle.

“Why is she always waiting until the last minute? The new girl will be nervous enough as it is without having to wait for Liz to appear,” said Raven.

“Don’t get all worked up for nothing,” Tangerine said to Raven. “Everything will be fine.”

“You always say that.”

“And everything is usually just fine.”

“What about the times when things aren’t fine? Shouldn’t we prepare for those?” asked Raven.

Tangerine sighed. There was no use arguing with Raven. She would worry about everything and anything. It was just the way she was, and Tangerine didn’t want to change that. She didn’t hate Raven, but the incessant worrying could get annoying.

“Will you stop, please?” Tangerine asked, focusing on Raven’s eyes, trying to peer into her soul. “Please?”

Raven sighed and picked up her wine. She crossed and recrossed her legs, huffing every few seconds, but the other two ignored her. Sparkle talked about her new heels. She’d gotten them earlier in the week to wear with the dress that she was wearing now, which hugged her body like a glove, highlighting the figure she’d worked years to achieve.

All the girls except Raven had their boobs done, but Sparkle got her surgery years before finding out about Liz’s operation. Sparkle was a bit older than the other girls, but she didn’t feel out of place. Twenty-eight wasn’t that much older than twenty-five or twenty-four.

Tangerine got her breasts done after her first few clients at the house. The other girls took care of her as she healed and made her feel right at home. Tangerine was the newest girl to the house until Poppy announced her pending departure. Tangerine was excited for someone else to arrive, so she could get a bedroom with a bigger bed.

Poppy was the one with the biggest bed in the most spacious room, as she’d been at the house the longest, but now it was Raven’s turn to have it. Raven couldn’t wait.

Raven was a convincing girl, even though she hadn’t bothered getting a boob job. She carried herself like a girl and had a tiny little body that helped. She even kept her hair short most of the time, but that didn’t make her look any less womanly.

“What do you guys think this new girl will be like?” asked Sparkle.

“Who knows? Doesn’t she work with Poppy at the agency?” asked Raven.

“Yeah, that’s what she told me,” said Tangerine.

“Whatever she is, I hope she’s nice.”

“Me too,” Sparkle said to agree with Raven.

Tangerine curled her hand to check on her manicure. She didn’t much care if the new girl was rotten or sweet. Of course it would be better if she played nice, but Tangerine wasn’t going anywhere no matter her attitude. She absolutely loved her life at the house.

She was from the Midwest, Omaha to be specific. She grew up in a small house on the outskirts of the city as a boy named Edmund Murphy. Edmund was always a bit too feminine for the boys in his neighborhood to take him seriously as a friend, but he did what he could to get by until he could escape to California.

Edmund arrived in the city with a little over five hundred dollars in his account and no idea how to make it work, but he had a thin waist and a strong desire not to return to his hometown, so Edmund ended up working as a server and starring in a porno or two or ten.

Raven was running from her past as well. Tangerine and Raven had bonded over their mutual hate for their pasts. Raven despised her parents, and Tangerine wished she were from anywhere but the outskirts of Omaha, yet they’d lived the pasts they’d been given.

Raven was from Berkeley, California. Her parents were both professors at the esteemed university. They pushed her to major in engineering, which Raven absolutely loathed, but her parents wouldn’t let her do anything else, as ‘it’d be a waste of time and money’. Raven went along with their demands until she had her master’s degree, and then she boarded a bus to Los Angeles and went wild.

Raven didn’t care what anyone thought. She was making up for lost time, so she learned how to dress as a girl and went straight to a strip club, fooling the owner into thinking she was just a flat-chested babe. Raven tucked and taped and never had to take off her lingerie, so she got away with it.

The guys really didn’t seem to care that her chest was flat, so she twirled around and around that pole until Liz entered her life through a girl named Ivy. Liz turned Raven’s life upside-down and validated every decision she’d made since leaving her hometown.

Sparkle was another story. She’d always known that there was a girl within her. People used to call her Walter Washington, but she’d left that name long ago, much to her family’s dismay. Sparkle played football all through high school and ran track and was rather athletic, yet she always knew that there was a girl within her.

Sparkle used to go by Regina when she first transitioned, but the girls had renamed her Sparkle when she moved into Liz’s house because they said her eyes sparkled every time that she looked around a room.

Sparkle loved her name.

She loved living at Liz’s place.

The room she had at Liz’s house was much nicer than anything she’d ever had while living in Inglewood, where she grew up. She got a room in a three-bedroom apartment when she first moved out of her place to start her transition. She scrimped and saved every penny until she could afford to get her boobs, and then she started working men at the clubs.

She was out with a rather rich man when he mentioned Liz’s work. She had never heard of this woman in Beverly Hills with a bunch of girly boys living with her, but she was intrigued. She got an invite to a party where she heard the girls would be, and the rest was history. Liz saw her and agreed to let Sparkle live at the house.

It all happened not long after Raven had moved into Liz’s house but after she’d kicked out the woman who found Raven, Ivy. They had a huge fight when Liz learned that Ivy was seeing clients behind her back and keeping all the money. Raven worried Liz would hold Ivy’s actions against her, but she never did.

Liz wanted her girls to be happy.

“Poppy just texted me,” Sparkle said and sat more upright.

“What did she say?” asked Raven.

“They’re five minutes away.”

“Should we see if Liz is ready?” asked Tangerine.

“She’ll come downstairs when she’s ready,” said Raven.

“Yeah, you’re right.” Tangerine pulled her phone out to scroll through her feeds, but the other girls were already standing, staring down at her like she’d committed an ultimate sin. “What?” Tangerine asked with a snarled face.

“Let’s go to the living room to wait for the new girl!” said Raven.

Tangerine groaned and pulled herself to her feet, straightening out her pencil skirt once she was standing. She adjusted her blouse over her bosom, shaking her chest lightly.

“You ready?” asked Raven.

“Yes!” Tangerine said in an annoyed tone.

“Don’t bite her head off,” Sparkle said.

Tangerine motioned for them to leave the room, so they all shuffled out of their private living room, each wearing a sexy heels and ultra-feminine outfits. The perfume in the air was somewhat suffocating, but they wouldn’t have it any other way. They were dolled up from head to toe, feeling fabulous, hoping this new girl was ready to become one of them.

One of Liz’s girls.
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Solomon followed closely behind Poppy after getting out of her car, feeling more nervous than he’d been in a long time. The house they were approaching was grand, almost like a castle. The driveway could easily hold ten cars. Solomon could only imagine what the backyard looked like if the front was this gorgeous.

He worked in luxury real estate, so he’d seen a lot of beautiful houses, but Poppy lived in this masterpiece. How was it possible? She sold a lot of houses, but she couldn’t afford a place like this in Beverly Hills. Right?

“I thought you said we were going to your place,” Solomon said in a low voice. He was still wearing his suit from work yet somehow felt underdressed. A man who slept in a room with three other guys shouldn’t be in a house like this as company. It was against the laws of nature.

“This is my house.”

“Really?”

“Yes, I share it with others.”

“Oh,” said Solomon. “How many people?”

At least it was starting to make a bit more sense, but he still had no idea why he was at this house or how dressing up like a girl had to do with any of it, but he was doing his best to keep an open mind.

“There are five of us in total. The owner is a woman named Liz.”

“She lives here too?”

“Yes,” Poppy said with a touch of impatience. “You’ll learn everything in due time. Let’s go inside.”

Solomon nodded and kept quiet as Poppy dug through her purse for a key. She opened the door, and the entrance took Solomon’s breath away. There was a staircase that curved along the lefthand wall, and the floors were made of exquisite stone. Stunning artwork hung on the walls, giving an edge to the otherwise bright and airy space.

“This is where you live?”

“Stay chill,” Poppy said and flashed her eyes over her shoulder at Solomon to warn him. “Act like it’s no big deal.”

Liz understood that a lot of her girls came from humble backgrounds, but she didn’t want to hear all the sad stories about being poor. She wanted to hear about what the girls would do with their lives once they made some money with her help. She knew just about everyone with money in Los Angeles and was never afraid to make more connections.

Solomon took a deep breath to steady himself. He tried to act like he was with a client, but this was different. Poppy had mentioned something about him doing what she did, and if that included living in this house, Solomon wasn’t sure how he would be able to say no, even if it meant using his body to gain power.

Poppy straightened her shoulders and continued down the hallway to a large open living room kitchen combo. Three stunning girls were lounging around on a couch with glasses of wine in front of them. Solomon swallowed, not sure what to do, but the girls exploded with enthusiasm when they saw Poppy with their recruit.

“Poppy! You’re back!”

“I’m here,” she said with a light laugh. “Everyone, this is Solomon.”

The girls gushed and threw their hands all over Solomon. He reddened quicker than a match hitting lighter-fluid covered charcoal. They pointed out weird things as they touched his body, saying how small his hands looked. Mentioning how girly his hips were. Saying his jawline wasn’t very manly at all, which offended him, but what could he say?

“So, wait. Are you all—?”

“Trans?” Poppy asked.

Solomon nodded slowly. The girls laughed and grabbed him, pulling him toward the couch. They threw him in the middle, two sitting on each side. Poppy and Raven were closest to Solomon.

“Do you think he has what it takes?” Raven asked the other girls as she held Solomon’s hand in hers. “He seems pretty nervous.”

“I don’t know,” Tangerine said. “Did you ask if he wants to dress up as a girl, Poppy? You’re supposed to do your research!”

“I did,” Poppy countered. “I told you about dressing up as a girl, didn’t I?”

Solomon nodded, still not knowing what to say. These girls were out of his league. Even if he wanted to dress up as a girl, there was no way he could be as convincing as any of them. They were all dressed in fabulous clothes with their makeup done perfectly, smelling of womanly perfume.

“Why is he acting so nervous then?” asked Raven.

“Isn’t he allowed to be nervous?” Sparkle interjected.

Raven shrugged. So far, she wasn’t too impressed by this new girl. How was Solomon supposed to handle the million-dollar clients they had? Raven didn’t think Liz would approve, even if they voted to keep her after the dinner.

“Yeah, guys. He can be nervous. Cut him some slack. Plus, he likes girls.”

The others gasped. Sparkle was bisexual, but even she preferred men at the end of the day. Not that she wouldn’t tear up some pussy for money, though. It also wasn’t uncommon for there to be a girly boy who liked girls at Liz’s place, especially since she searched for them to satisfy her female clients, but it seemed much more common that Liz’s girly boys liked men.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” asked Tangerine.

“Not anymore,” said Solomon.

“He speaks!” Raven said.

The others laughed.

“What’s so funny?” Liz asked as she stepped into the room, turning everyone’s attention away from Solomon and to their mistress. Their leader. Their queen. “Am I missing a party?”

“Not at all,” Poppy said and got to her feet to greet Liz. She ran over to the woman, who’d put on a flowy floor-length black dress. It had a deep cut down the cleavage, and she’d pair the dress with plenty of diamond jewelry. Earrings, necklaces, and rings. “I’m so glad you could make it.”

Liz practically floated across the room as Poppy led her to Solomon, who was studying everything he could about this mysterious woman. Liz was also studying Solomon, trying to read his spirit. Trying to judge if he was up for the challenge that becoming a woman presented. He looked handsome in his suit, but could he be beautiful in a dress?

“Liz, this is Solomon. Solomon, this is who would be your boss if you agree to the job. Elizabeth.”

“Yes.” Liz spoke with a grin as she stared down at the young man. “Everyone calls me Liz, but I use Elizabeth with the clients. It sounds more formal, don’t you think?”

“Yes,” Solomon said.

“Well, why don’t you stand to greet me properly? I am a lady after all,” Liz said with a laugh as Solomon jumped to his feet to fulfill her request. He walked slowly over to Liz as she held out her arms, tilting her head slightly and staring at him with an intense gaze, like she could see into his soul, like she could read his every thought.

Liz was intimidating, but Solomon knew he had to remain strong. The more he looked around, the more he wanted whatever opportunity Poppy had thrown onto his lap. Everyone in the house seemed at their best, almost angelic, like they could have been dancing around in the clouds without a care in the world.

“That’s better,” Liz said after Solomon gave her a kiss on the cheek and a light hug. “So, girls, shall we eat?”

“Yes,” they all said at the same time.

Everyone walked over to the dining room, which had already been set by the girls. Clean dishes were at every place setting, and the food had been set up in a family style, so everyone could serve themselves. Solomon sat next to Poppy, feeling like he would get kicked out of this incredible house if he made one wrong move, but he felt better with each minute that passed.

The girls put him at ease with a few easy questions, asking Solomon where he was from and if he liked working for Poppy. They challenged his automatic ‘yes’, really pressing him with some tough questions about his boss, even though she was sitting right by his side. It was nothing compared to the questions that came next, but this was something of a job interview.

Solomon had never imagined himself dressing up as a girl, but it sounded like it could be fun, and if everyone else in the room could do it, why couldn’t he learn?

The questions lasted about half an hour or forty-five minutes, but it felt more like a conversation than an interview. By the time the attention turned to Raven and some drama she was having with a regular client, Solomon thought he’d done pretty well. Poppy even offered a little smile when their eyes met.

Everyone talked about their lives. Solomon even asked the girls a few questions, feeling like he could be one of them, except he would have to learn how to convincingly dress and talk and walk like a girl, but that was only half the battle.

Accepting, believing that he could do it was the other battle, and Solomon felt like it was one he could win. He was desperate to make a change in his life, and becoming one of Liz’s girls seemed a lot more fun than buying endless lottery tickets and never winning, and it seemed a lot quicker than selling as many condos as he could until he could meet the clients with the big bucks to buy the houses that cost millions.

“So, girls, what do you say? Should we take a vote?”

“A vote?” Solomon asked.

Poppy nodded, reaching out to touch Solomon’s hand. “Don’t worry. It’s customary. The girl who leaves brings in a potential replacement, and everyone else gets to vote.”

Solomon nodded, hoping he’d impressed the girls enough to keep him around. He took a big gulp of his wine to try to calm the nerves, but it was hardly helpful. The girls were all looking at each other with crooked smiles on their faces.

“Girls,” Liz said in a loud voice to cut a knife through the tension. “All in favor of keeping Solomon and making him one of our girls, raise your hand.”

Solomon squinted, not wanting to look, but then every girl in the room raised her hand, and he felt waves of relief wash over him now that his fate was sealed. He was staying in the house, except he didn’t realize just how soon the fun would begin.
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“All right, ladies! If Solomon is to stay, then you must prove to me that he can pass as a girl,” Liz declared and stood from the table. “Poppy, come with me while they work.”

“Good luck,” Poppy said and reached out to touch Solomon’s shoulder. “Trust the process.”

Solomon swallowed as Poppy turned and followed Liz out of the room. The other girls grinned wildly and pulled Solomon to his feet. He felt faint as the girls dragged him out of the room, leading him through the fabulous house until they were in a cozy sitting room with two vanities on the far walls.

“Welcome to our room, dear. If you want it to be yours too, then you’d better listen to us,” Raven said to Solomon as she guided him to a seat.

He looked around nervously as the other two ladies nodded in agreement. Sparkle grabbed his face and moved it from side to side as she examined its structure. Her long nails barely missed Solomon’s eyes as she handled him.

The other ladies went around the room, in and out of the many doors, and slowly accumulated a pile of supplies to transform Solomon into the new girl of the house. Solomon was nervous about what they might do to him, but now was the time to ask questions to see if he even wanted to stay in the house.

“So, what do you girls do?”

“Seriously?” Tangerine asked, standing upright from the bag of makeup she’d been digging through, trying to decide what shades would be best for Solomon. They had all types of makeup and a shade to match every girl who might walk through those doors, but it was difficult to sift through all the choices.

Tangerine eventually chose an earthy shade to match Solomon’s light-brown skin with lots of red and copper undertones. She decided on a blue shadow to highlight the natural warmth of his tone.

“I mean, I have an idea, but I want to hear it from you.”

“What do you think we do?” Tangerine asked in a sarcastic voice as the other girls watched with knowing smiles.

“All Poppy told me is that you get paid thousands a night for dressing up as a girl.”

“Yes,” Tangerine said and nodded as she walked over to the vanity with her choices from the makeup bag. Sparkle went to grab a wig for their recruit while Raven picked out some clothes and lingerie. “We can make a lot of money, but you can’t think we’re making all of that money without giving up some of the goods.”

Solomon swallowed. He figured the job would require doing some unsettling things with paying customers, but maybe it wouldn’t be as bad as he thought.

“Is the work… gross?”

“Usually not at all. There’s always the bad apple, but even the worst of Liz’s clients aren’t all bad. Most people with money to blow on girls like us have bigger concerns than what they’re spending for a good time, so I think they’re chill. A lot better than the porn directors I had to deal with,” Tangerine said as she reached out to touch Solomon’s face. She winced when she felt the bit of stubble. Then she looked down at his legs and could only imagine all the body hair he had.

Liz demanded that the girls be shaved and powdered daily. She didn’t want them caught off guard in case they got a last-minute request, which always meant a little extra money.

“You need to shave,” Tangerine declared.

“Shave? You mean my face? It’s been a few days.”

Tangerine shook her head. “Everywhere, sweetie. Liz prefers us to have smooth skin. The clients like it.”

“I won’t have a client tonight, though.”

The girls laughed. Solomon looked at them with a confused expression, seriously wondering what they were thinking and if he’d made a major mistake by coming to this house. He didn’t want to get wrapped up in some weird cult.

“Honey, you have your most important client tonight.”

“Who?” Solomon asked in a breath. He wasn’t ready to be a girl. There was still so much he didn’t know. The pressure was stressing him out and made him feel like he couldn’t breathe, like there was a heavy weight crushing his chest.

“Liz, of course.” Sparkle said as she walked over to the vanity. Raven came out of her room with cute clothes for Solomon to wear once he was all feminized. The outfit was a tight crop top and a super short skirt Raven was positive would look incredible on Solomon’s thin little body.

“I thought you guys voted to keep me.”

“It’s likely Liz will accept you, especially since you like girls, but there’s a chance she could say no. It wouldn’t be the first time. You’ll have a test with her, and we only have about an hour longer to get you ready.”

“What will she expect me to do?”

“She never does the same test twice. Sometimes she just makes a girl walk in heels. Sometimes she’ll make them dance. She’s even made a girl cook and clean because she had a super-rich client who was looking for a part-time live-in girl,” said Raven.

Raven had been in the house the longest out of the current batch of girls besides Poppy, so she’d seen a lot happen over her tenure of nearly two years, and if she’d learned anything during that time, it was that there was no telling what Liz might do. She was unpredictable as weather in the Midwest.

“Okay, but I don’t know anything,” Solomon admitted. “Can you teach me everything you know in an hour?”

“Not everything, but we can get you ready to pass this test. The first thing you’ll need to do is shave. We don’t have much time, though, so hurry!”

Solomon nodded and let Tangerine take him to the bathroom in the hallway just outside of their living room. The two largest rooms had their own private bathrooms and walk-in closets, but the two smaller bedrooms had to share the bathroom in the hallway.

Tangerine showed Solomon where everything was that he’d need to shave. He’d never shaved his entire body before, so he felt a touch intimidated, but he wanted his place in this house. He wanted to live with these girls and make thousands a night, even if it meant sucking some dick. He would probably also get to eat some pussy along the way, so it wouldn’t be all bad.

Solomon imagined his future if he lived in the house as he lathered his legs with the shaving cream that Tangerine had provided. It was actually more butter than cream and felt like silk on Solomon’s skin as he pulled the padded blade up his leg.

Solomon had always known he was thin, but he never realized how girly his frame looked until his skin was smooth and without hair. He stood in the mirror to check his work, noticing a few spots he’d have to touch up, but my, he already looked more feminine.

His frame wasn’t muscular. His arms weren’t well defined. He’d spent his time stocking shelves and working at a real-estate office. He didn’t spend much time at the gym, and the only walking he did was to and from his car or the bus or metro, which wasn’t much walking at all. Solomon had lost weight just by watching what he ate and drank.

Solomon stood in the mirror to touch up the spots he’d missed shaving. He dipped his razor into a pool of hot water and pulled it against his skin, loving how smooth the shaving butter felt. His skin still felt lubricated and soft even when he’d finished shaving everywhere, even the split between his cheeks.

Thirty minutes had passed, so a bit of panic crept across Solomon as he wondered how he would ever learn everything he needed to pass the test in enough time. The girls were ready, though. They grabbed him and pulled him to the chair the second he walked out of the bathroom.

“Here, put this lotion on,” Sparkle said and passed him the bottle of lotion, which was just as luxurious as the shaving butter and amazing for all types of skin and pretty much avoided any ugly razor bumps or burns.

Solomon loved how the lotion felt as he rubbed it into his skin, and he pictured himself doing it day after day, and it wasn’t a bad mental image. He loved the idea of spending his days doing nothing but perfecting his beauty to go out for the night. Did the girls do anything else?

“Do you guys have jobs like Poppy?” Solomon asked as he lathered himself with the lotion. He’d even taken his towel off, letting it all hang out, and the girls couldn’t stop staring. Solomon was far from small, but he’d shaved his private parts, and they needed lotion too.

“Um,” Tangerine said and cleared her throat. “We do stuff, but we don’t have to work work like she does.”

“Yeah, it’s really up to you what you want to do,” said Raven. “I’ve been building up a blog online, and I’m thinking of starting a cosmetics line.”

“Cool,” said Solomon. “What about you, Sparkle?”

“I love sports, so I’d love to be a personal trainer or something, but I’m just stacking my paper until it’s a good time to leave the city. I want a small house in the country in the Sierra Nevada.”

“Trying to stay away from the world?” Solomon asked. He could never imagine living up there in those remote woods. He’d be afraid every night when he went to sleep that some crazy person would show up, constantly checking to see if he heard something.

“Something like that,” Sparkle said. “You need to work on your voice, though. Make it lighter.”

The other girls nodded in agreement. “Liz isn’t expecting perfection, but she expects you to try,” said Tangerine.

“Don’t try to go too high, or you’ll sound strained, but if you make your voice a little softer, it might work.”

Solomon parted his lips to say something, but then he got nervous that whatever sounds came out of his mouth would make him sound like a fool, so he sat there in silence as the girls watched him, waiting for him to say something.

Anything.

“Girl, speak!” Sparkle said.

“I don’t know what to say,” Solomon confessed in his normal voice. He was paralyzed, afraid that he would sound idiotic, like he had no business being in their room attempting to turn himself into a woman worthy of thousands a night. Sure, he was thin and had a big dick, but what did that really matter if he couldn’t even speak in a light voice?

“Say that you need this to work. Don’t think about it. Just say it!”

Solomon went to open his mouth, but he thought about it too long. The girls laughed. Solomon laughed with them, feeling like he was taking this far too seriously. Sparkle, Tangerine, and Raven were all at ease. They acted like they didn’t have a care in the world, and Solomon would have to do the same if he wanted a place in this house, which he did. He wanted to wear one of those golden ‘M’ pendants around his neck.

He was tired of his life in San Pedro. He was tired of sharing a room with three other guys. He wanted to live in Beverly Hills with these girls and bring in thousands a night, so he could make a future for himself that didn’t include living with eleven other people. He wanted to be one of those lucky ones who could afford to live on their own, even if it was just a condo near all the fun. That would be fine.

“I need this to work,” Solomon said in his best feminine voice after letting go of his worries that all of this wouldn’t work. It was the chance of a lifetime, but he needed to relax if Liz was going to accept him. “Tell me what to do, girls, and I’ll do it.”

“Yes!” Tangerine cheered.

“That’s it!” Raven agreed.

Sparkle offered up a slow clap and a sly smile. Solomon didn’t know what to make of it, but he was proud of himself. He was ready to do whatever the girls asked of him.
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Solomon’s time was up. He had to present himself to Liz, and he was as ready as he was ever going to be. He’d been practicing random, nonsensical sentences in his new feminine voice while the girls did his makeup and stuffed his bra and adjusted his wig. They were teaching him how to walk in heels when Poppy came to get her recruit.

“You’ll do great, Solomon. Just be yourself,” Poppy said as they were walking down the hallway to the main living room where Liz was waiting for them. The other girls would have to wait in their sitting room at the center of the bedrooms until Liz decided on Solomon’s fate.

“Before we go in there, I just wanted to thank you for this opportunity.”

Poppy reached out to touch Solomon’s shoulder, offering him a soft smile. “Don’t mention it. You deserve this and so much more. Just because I’m moving to New York doesn’t mean we can’t stay in touch.”

“I know,” Solomon said. “Your guidance has been incredible, though. I don’t know where I’d be without you.”

“I could say the same to you.” Poppy stopped to give Solomon a hug, holding him a long time, truly hoping he got this opportunity. Liz didn’t keep every recruit the girls brought, but she kept most of them, and she was always looking for a girly boy who liked girls, so Poppy felt like her recruit would make it past the next round. “Now, let’s go in there and convince Liz you deserve to live here.”

“Okay. I’m ready,” Solomon said in his girly voice and nodded.

Poppy smiled and grabbed Solomon’s hand to lead him the rest of the way, pulling him to the middle of the living room, but then she released his hand and went over to take a seat next to Liz. They both stared at Solomon without saying a word, making him feel like he was standing naked on a stage.

“Hi,” Solomon finally said, his voice cracking as he said the word. He cleared his throat and tried again. “Hi.”

“Hello,” Liz said with a wicked smile. “How was your makeover, dear?”

“It was great,” Solomon said in his best girly voice, wishing he’d had more time to practice. He was nervous and faint and just ready for the entire experience to be over, so he could stop feeling like he was being scrutinized.

“What did you learn?”

“Tangerine taught me a bit about foundation and how to make my cheekbones more feminine looking.”

“It looks like she did a wonderful job on your face. Do you think you could do it yourself?” Liz asked. The seriousness of her voice had Solomon on edge, but he couldn’t back down now. Not after coming this far.

“Today, I don’t think so, but I’m willing to learn. I’m willing to do what it takes to become as successful as Poppy and these other girls.”

“I’m glad to hear that, but it takes hard work to be as successful as Poppy. She works around the clock. I’m not even sure she sleeps.”

Poppy chuckled and shook her head, casting her gaze toward the floor, looking utterly beautiful. She was wearing a wrap dress that showed off her huge breasts and matching heels that were equally as fabulous.

Solomon was wearing a pair of black stilettos and the black miniskirt with the crop top, showing off his cute abs. He also had on a wig that had bangs and a bob cut that stopped at his shoulders. He didn’t know where to keep his hand, so he kept dropping it from his hip and then putting it back.

“I understand that Poppy will be a hard act to follow, and I might never be as fabulous as her, but I’ll be successful in my own ways. I’ll be a girly boy you always remember if you give me this chance,” Solomon said.

“Strut across the room,” Liz said.

Solomon nodded and placed his hand on his hip as he concentrated. He needed this to work. He wanted to live with these girls and experience the good life, but it all depended on Liz. This was her house. She made the rules, and she found the clients. Solomon figured she was something of a pimp, but he didn’t really care what she was if he could make thousands in a night.

Thousands?

The reality of the situation hit Solomon, and his desires made him stand a little taller. They made him concentrate a little harder on his walk while also letting go. No girl who could walk in heels was thinking about it all day. They trusted that one foot would go in front of the other and just wanted to look fabulous, so that was what Solomon did.

He’d only been feminized for the first time moments ago, yet he felt fucking amazing. He felt like Poppy had opened a door that wouldn’t be closed for a long, long time, and he lost himself walking back and forth across the living room until Liz clapped her hands.

“That’s enough! I got it.”

Solomon stopped immediately, feeling like he’d messed up, but the girls were smiling when he finally lifted his eyes to look at him, so he let out a little breath. Liz asked him some questions about where he was from and why he wanted to live in the house and if he really, truly wanted to become a girl, at least part of the time.

“Yes, I’m sure of it now, especially now that I’ve tried this.”

“Poppy told me you have a preference for women?”

Solomon nodded, hoping that wasn’t a problem, but he was willing to bend the rules if it meant making a bunch of money. He wasn’t not attracted to men. He just preferred women and pussy. If the money was right, Solomon would definitely get down on his hands and knees for a man.

“Yes, that’s correct. Is that okay?”

“It’s wonderful! I have lots of female clients, but I wanted to ask. Are you at all bisexual? Being open to men would mean earning a lot more money, but I wouldn’t force you to do anything.”

“I’m open to being with men.”

“Oral? Anal? What are your limits?”

“I guess it would depend on the payment, but I’m open to both in theory.”

“That’s an answer I can respect,” Liz said. “None of my girls make less than ten grand for sex, so it would be at least that or more.”

“Then yes, of course I would.”

Liz grinned, narrowing her eyes as she stared at Solomon. He shifted in place, but he didn’t have anywhere to go. Liz had full control of her house, and she was never afraid to wield her power. She tried to avoid doing things that would make the girls hate her, but nobody questioned she was the leader within those walls.

“I want to see how far you’ll go with a penis.”

Solomon folded his painted lips, not sure what to say. Not sure how he could prove his willingness without a man in the room, but then Solomon understood what Liz was thinking when she turned her attention to Poppy.

Poppy got the message too. “What? Liz! He’s my assistant! I can’t expect him to do that!”

“Solomon, get on your knees!” Liz said and snapped her fingers.

Solomon dropped to his knees, afraid to disobey the mistress. She had the power to make or break his future, and he was willing to do anything to get this job now that he was this close to having it. The other girls had already accepted him, so all he had to do was convince Liz that he was worthy of staying.

“It’s okay, Poppy. Don’t worry.”

Poppy looked conflicted, but she got to her feet when Liz pushed on her shoulder. She walked over to Solomon slowly. She kept moving her gaze to avoid his eye contact, but she couldn’t avoid it forever. Solomon stared up at her as he sat on his knees.

“Take her dick out, Solomon!”

Solomon had always had something of a crush on Poppy, so he got a little hard when she nodded, giving him permission to push up her dress. He got to her dick and revealed a tiny pair of red, lacy panties. He expected to see a big bulge, but her crotch looked smooth beneath the panties, and Solomon wondered how she could do that until he pulled them down a little and saw the tape.

“Set her dick free and put it in your mouth! Take off your dress, Poppy!”

Poppy swallowed and pushed the wrap dress over her shoulders, slowly working it down her body until it was around her waistline. Solomon helped her with the rest, getting hornier the more he saw of Poppy’s exquisite body. She had a wonderful figure, curving at all the right places.

Solomon was a little boxy, but the girls promised to help him with his diet and exercise plan, so he could develop a more feminine body. They had stuffed his bra, though, so he looked pretty girly with the makeup and crop top and short skirt.

“That’s it, Solomon! Get her naked!”

Poppy stepped out of her dress when it bundled up around her feet, leaving her in nothing more than her bra and panties and heels, but then she reached behind her back to unhook her bra. She pulled it down her arms, and Solomon became distracted by her beauty.

“Take off her panties! We’re on a schedule!”

Liz’s sharp voice sent Solomon scrambling to pull off Poppy’s lacy panties. Then he had to gently remove the medical tape that was holding down her cock, which sprang to life in front of Solomon’s face when it was finally free.

Solomon had never had a cock in his mouth or ass, but if he was going to have any cock, why not Poppy’s? It was perfectly trimmed and smelled of lotion and perfume, and her balls were all tight and hairless.

“Put my dick in your mouth,” Poppy said and pushed on the back of Solomon’s head to guide it to her hardened dick. Solomon barely had time to part his lips, but he did and took Poppy’s shaft into his mouth. She wasn’t overly long, but she was just big enough to hit the back of Solomon’s throat, making him cough when she did. “That’s right, girl! Take this dick!”

“Fuck his mouth, Poppy!”

Poppy held Solomon’s cheeks and started thrusting her hips faster, plunging her cock into Solomon’s throat over and over, but he grew to love it the more Poppy did it. She had complete control over his mouth, using it for her pleasure without a care for what Solomon was doing, even though his cock was rock hard in the panties the girls had given him.

The lingerie Solomon was wearing was black to match his heels and skirt and smokey, midnight-blue eyeshadow. Solomon looked up at Poppy as her dick stuffed his mouth, moaning loudly on her cock as she kept fucking his mouth. Her nipples got harder the more Solomon moaned, so he got louder and louder.

“Fuck her ass!” Liz said to Poppy.

Poppy pulled out of Solomon’s mouth and dropped to her knees. She turned Solomon around and pushed up his skirt and ripped down his black thong, revealing his perfectly smooth ass. Poppy’s dick was still wet from the blowjob, but there was a bottle of lube hidden in every room throughout the house.

Poppy covered her dick in the lube Liz had tossed her, and then she lathered Solomon’s smooth hole. She pushed her tip up against his tight entrance. Solomon moaned and curled his hands into fists. He was nervous about the pain, but he was ready for Poppy to fuck him. He was eager to prove that he could be one of the girls.

“Fuck me!” Solomon said in a girly breath. “Put your dick in me deep!”

“Yeah? You want me to fuck this bussy?” Poppy asked as she pushed her tip against Solomon’s virgin entrance. He couldn’t believe he was about to get fucked for the first time all dolled up with someone watching.

“Yes, Poppy! Put that girly dick in my bussy!”

Poppy didn’t miss a beat and shoved her uncovered cock into Solomon’s tight hole. He hollered out, but it wasn’t nearly as painful as he was expecting, like maybe he’d secretly always wanted this, like he was meant to get fucked and do some fucking.

“Damn, girl! You’re tight!” Poppy said as she sank her dick deeper and deeper into Solomon’s tight hole. His walls hugged her dick tightly, but he wasn’t squeezing. He was taking it like a champ, and Poppy was all the way down to her balls in no time.

“Fuck,” Liz said in a whisper as she watched, sneaking a hand into her panties to touch her pussy. She had to stop herself from climbing beneath Solomon to stick that handsome dick she saw hanging off his shaved crotch. It was long and thick and leaking precum like crazy. “Fuck her harder!” Liz said as she watched and touched herself.

Solomon moaned in a high voice, taking Poppy’s dick, loving it more with each thrust of her hips. He imagined himself doing this with future clients, and he would happily take some dick for ten grand or more! Were they crazy? Who wouldn’t do that?

“Yeah, baby!” Solomon screamed in his girly voice. He was so turned on as Poppy’s dick slid in and out of his loosened hole. “Give me that big dick!”

Poppy cursed and pulled out her cock. “Turn over!”

Solomon did what Poppy said and grabbed his hard dick when he got to his back. He stared into Poppy’s eyes as she stroked her cock, and then they were cumming together seconds later. Poppy started cumming a few moments before Solomon, and he’d never felt so dirty as when the cum sprayed all over his stomach.

They both held their cocks and looked over at Liz when she screamed. She had her hand in her panties, and her eyes were closed, but then they opened, and Liz couldn’t stop making high-pitched noises as she stared at them until she fell back against the couch.

They all fell into a fit of laughter.

It didn’t need to be said.

Solomon was in.
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Solomon moved his things a few days later. He had to share a room with Tangerine until Poppy made the move to New York, but he didn’t mind at all. He was used to sharing a space with people, and Tangerine was a lot more interesting than his family.

“I can’t wait to get a bigger bed,” Tangerine said as they were hanging out in their room. “Do you know when Poppy is leaving?”

“Next week is what she told me.”

“Then we can all switch rooms. Well, everyone except you. You’ll have to stay in this one, but at least you’ll have it all to yourself.”

“Yeah,” Solomon said with a smile. He’d been wearing women’s clothing and wigs and makeup since he’d arrived at the house a few days ago. The girls were teaching him a lot, and he had to study basically eight hours a day. They expected him to go on his first date soon, but he wouldn’t have to do that until Poppy gave him a name.

It was customary for the girl who was leaving to pick a name for her recruit, or Liz would pick a name for the girl if she came without a recommendation, which was what happened with Tangerine. She got picked by Liz to live in the house after another girl had gotten pushed out. She was working as a waitress and tired of her life as a porn star when Liz gave her a chance, which she took without hesitation.

“Seriously, I love living here, though. It’s nothing like things were back home in Omaha. What was it like growing up in California?”

“Well, I didn’t grow up in a place like this. I had to share a room with three other guys my entire life.”

“What? Shut up! How could you do that?”

Solomon shrugged. “We made it work. There wasn’t much of a choice.”

“I had no idea people were living like that here!” Tangerine said.

“It’s more common than you’d think.”

“You must love this room then!”

“Yeah,” Solomon said with a laugh. “It’s nicer than anything I’ve ever had.”

“Oh, me too. My room back home was nothing compared to this, but at least I didn’t have to share it. I guess I should stop feeling so bad for myself.”

“You can feel bad for yourself if you want,” Solomon said.

“Thanks,” Tangerine said. She reached to pick up her phone, looked at it for a second, and then she placed it back down. Solomon was trying to read the books the girls had given him about acting feminine and womanly, but he was happy to talk to Tangerine if that was what she wanted.

“Your voice is coming along nicely, by the way. You’ll be ready for a client in no time,” said Tangerine.

“Thank you, but I don’t know. It’s so intimidating, going out with a guy who expects me to pass as a woman.”

“You might not be perfect to start, but you’ll get better with time. Liz will give you a few chances before she starts getting serious.”

“What happens when she gets serious?”

“Let’s just say that she has some whips and belts, and she’s not afraid to use them.”

Solomon flushed. “What? She spanks us?”

“I’ve only gotten a warning, but Raven has gotten a spanking. She’s a bit of a rebel.”

There was something in the way Tangerine spoke about Raven that made Solomon wonder, but he didn’t want to pry. He was new to the house, and everyone seemed nice, but surely everything wasn’t paradise. He imagined there was some tension between the girls he had yet to discover.

“What about you? Do you like to rebel?”

“I’ve been known to do a bad thing or two,” Tangerine said with a grin. “Are you ready to get your name?”

“Beyond ready,” Solomon said.

“I just got a message from Poppy that she picked out your name.”

“Does that mean we should go to the living room?”

“Yeah, probably.”

Solomon’s heart was racing as he stood from the bed and slipped on his turquoise heels. He was wearing brown bell-bottom pants and a creamy blouse that made him look like a scene from the ocean. Tangerine was wearing a pink dress and matching heels and lots of silver jewelry.

All of the other girls were already in the main living room when Tangerine and Solomon got there. Poppy smiled at Solomon when their eyes met, and then Tangerine squeezed his hand before going to sit by the other girls, leaving Solomon alone in the middle of the living room.

“How have your first days been at the house, dear?” Liz asked.

“They’ve been wonderful. I can’t thank you enough for giving me this opportunity. I promise I won’t let you down.”

“I hope that’s the case,” said Liz. “As you know, Poppy is leaving us. Her departure will leave a hole in all of our hearts, but I’m sure she’ll thrive in New York as she has here.”

“Thank you, Liz,” said Poppy.

Liz smiled at Poppy and turned her attention back to Solomon, who still felt like he was on full display, but he didn’t mind being judged by these girls. They were his mentors. They would teach him how to carry himself and make thousands of dollars night after night, which he would use to change his life for the better. Solomon had dreams, and he planned on making them reality.

“So, my dear, what have you decided to name your recruit?”

“I’ve decided to call your new girl Cinnamon!”

“Cinnamon,” Liz said in a pondering voice. “I like it! What do you think?”

Solomon considered the name as every girl in the room stared at him, waiting for him to accept or deny the name that Poppy had given him, but did he really have any choice? Poppy had already given him so much. In a way, she was like a mother, and a mother always chose a name.

“I love it,” he said.

“Then so it is!” Liz hollered and got to her feet. She rose her arms into the air, dramatic as ever, and her over-the-top behavior only brought a smile to Solomon’s face. “From this moment on, you will be Cinnamon! Do you agree?”

“Yes,” Cinnamon said. “I accept the name.”

Just like that, Cinnamon was born, and she couldn’t wait to have some fun. The girls cheered and ran over to hug Cinnamon, officially making her part of the group. Liz watched from her chair, smiling to herself, feeling like she had a winner this time.

Cinnamon was hot.

She was eager.

She had all the ingredients to become a star if she could muster a little more confidence. Only time would tell, and Liz couldn’t wait to see what became of the girl.
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Cinnamon was loving her life with the girls. A few weeks had passed, and it was about time she took on a client. They’d had a goodbye party for Poppy, she left, they switched rooms, and now everything felt normal. As nervous as Cinnamon was, she knew she had to make some money soon, or she would have to pack her bags and hit the road.

Liz’s house was in a prime spot, and the girls only messed with the richest of men. Liz couldn’t afford to have Cinnamon staying there without bringing in any money. It wasn’t fair to the other girls. That was why Cinnamon wasn’t surprised when Liz called her into her office to talk about it.

“I’m glad you understand, Cinnamon.”

“Of course, Liz. Plus, you saw that I can do the job.”

Liz thought back to how well Cinnamon had taken Poppy’s dick. Cinnamon wasn’t wrong that she could do the sexual part of her job, but pleasing clients was about more than the sex. It was about providing them with an experience they would remember and want again and again.

“You can be classy too, right?”

“Yes, Ms. Elizabeth. I’m ready for this challenge. It’s time I earn some money for the house.”

“And your bank account, right?”

“Yes, I would like to start saving if it’s at all possible.”

“You’ve already made quite an impression on me, Cinnamon.”

“I only aim to please,” she said.

“You will have many clients to please if your next task goes well.”

“What would you like me to do?” Cinnamon asked eagerly, ready to please her boss however she could. Cinnamon wanted to stay in this house long enough to save money for a house of her own and a fabulous wardrobe.

She was still going to the office every morning as Solomon in her same drab suits, but she became Cinnamon every evening when she got home. Poppy had confessed her pending departure to the others in the office, which was met with lots of sadness and plenty of drama about who would get Poppy’s many clients.

“You’re going to go on a date with a man.”

“I can do that,” Cinnamon said with confidence.

“The date might lead to a little extra. This man had a special request.”

“What was it?”

“He might ask you to do something in public. Remember, you can always say no to requests, and I hope you wouldn’t do anything to jeopardize my business, but we won’t get paid unless he puts his dick in you. Understand?”

“You made it pretty clear,” Cinnamon said with a laugh.

“Do you think this is funny?”

Cinnamon shook her head and sobered, sitting upright. Liz laughed and told her to relax.

“Don’t you know how to take a joke?”

“It’s hard to know what’s funny when there’s so much money on the line. I don’t want to mess up. I want to do the best that I can.”

“I know you do, Cinnamon.”

“What do I have to do?”

“He requested that you wear something classy but not over-the-top, so no gowns. We’re thinking a sexy dress with a cover, so you can hide and reveal when appropriate. I’ve already had Sidney put everything in your room.”

“Just now?”

“Yes. She got back from the dry cleaners with our things a minute ago.”

“Is there a wig you wanted me to wear?”

“Wear the straight brown wig that goes past your breasts. It frames your face so well. Don’t overdo the eye makeup, either. I know you love practicing what the girls taught you, but you don’t want to attract attention to yourself. Not if he wants to fuck you in public.”

Cinnamon swallowed, wondering what she had gotten herself into by living in this house. Was the money really worth having sex with a man in public? She couldn’t believe that she was even considering it, but what was even worse than that was the fact that she knew she was going to do it.

This was her life now.

“How much is he paying?”

“His name is Joseph Green, and he’s paying twelve grand if you do what he wants. Since I take twenty percent, you’ll get nine thousand six hundred dollars, and I’ll keep twenty-four hundred. I’d charge more for his special request, but you’re new, and none of us really know how this is going to work out until the night is over.”

Cinnamon swallowed, feeling the pressure. If she wanted to continue down this path, she had to perform, so she nodded, accepting her assignment. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad if she thought of it as work, or at least that was what she was hoping would happen.
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Cinnamon’s heart raced as she rode in the backseat of a town car to a restaurant where her date Joseph Green was waiting. Liz had given her something of a dossier on the man. He was an inventor and an heir to a chain of regional fast-food restaurants. He’d created a popular map application and had several app games under his belt that made a decent amount. Joseph was currently working on machines to help run his family’s fast-food restaurants.

“We’ve arrived, miss. I’ll be around to open your door.”

“Thank you,” Cinnamon said to the driver. She waited for him to open her door, smiling at him when he did, and then she stepped outside. She stood tall in her heels, pulling the cover closed tight over her dress. “I’ll see myself home.”

“Of course. Have a lovely evening, miss.”

The restaurant was out in the middle of nowhere, but it exuded class. The lights from behind the glass were low, and the place looked incredibly sexy as Cinnamon approached. A person was there to open the door for her. Chatter filled the air as she stepped into the restaurant.

“Good evening, I’m meeting my boyfriend, Mr. Green.”

“Yes, he’s already arrived. Follow me.”

Cinnamon kept her shoulders held high as she walked through the restaurant, pretending like she was meeting her husband or long-term boyfriend and not some man she’d never met. Luckily, she’d seen several photos of him, so she recognized him right away.

“Joseph!” Cinnamon called. “It’s so good to see you!”

Joseph tried his best not to act surprised, but Cinnamon was easily one of the most beautiful women he’d seen, and she looked so happy to see him. He grinned and stood.

“I’m so glad you made it!”

“Thank you,” Cinnamon said to the host as Joseph pulled out her chair. She took a seat and smiled at him like she’d never been so happy to see someone in her life.

“Cinnamon, right?”

“That’s what my momma named me,” Cinnamon said with a light laugh.

“You’re so beautiful,” Joseph said.

“I’m glad you think so.”

Cinnamon smiled as she picked up the water glass that’d been poured for her. She didn’t feel too nervous about taking a sip of the water that’d been there as Liz did extensive background checks on all of her clients and made sure they sent in labs with test results and everything else she needed to do to keep her girls safe.

There was always a bit of worry in the back of Cinnamon’s mind, but she would keep her cool. The girls knew where she was.

“So, Joseph, what does a man like you do for fun? Do you play golf?”

Joseph chuckled and put a hand over his chest. He wasn’t the thinnest guy, but he seemed to have a lovely personality. Cinnamon couldn’t imagine why he was alone. Maybe he was too busy working on his next invention or app to think about dating. Cinnamon didn’t know, but she couldn’t stop smiling at the fact that she was about to make ten grand for dinner and a special dessert on the side.

“I play some golf, but it’s usually the guys dragging me to the club.”

“I just got a membership to the club by my house.” It was true. Liz got all the girls one once they were fully accepted into the house. She liked them to keep in shape, and there was no excuse not to work out if they had a membership plus all the equipment they had at the house.

“Oh, it’s probably the same one.”

“Should I wave if I see you there?” asked Cinnamon.

He swallowed, looking a touch uncomfortable. Cinnamon couldn’t blame him. He probably had a life of his own and was just using her for a good time. She honestly didn’t care what he had going on as long as she got her ten grand.

“It’s just… your necklace.”

Cinnamon touched the gold ‘M’ pendant hanging around her neck. Every girl at the house had the same one. The ‘M’ was for Liz’s last name, McMaster, and the fact that she was their mistress. Liz got it for her only days after she moved into the house.

“What about it?”

“It’s an open secret what that necklace means.”

“Is it?”

“Yes, especially at the country club. Liz goes there to find customers. All the guys act like we don’t use the service, but we all do. You girls are the best in town.”

Joseph was giving Cinnamon a lot of information she didn’t know. She was hanging on to his every word as he told her stories about guys from the country club. Liz had been in the game a long time and had developed quite a reputation around Beverly Hills.

“Look at me, going on about this stuff you probably already know. You’re the one living in Liz’s house!”

Cinnamon smiled and nodded, pretending like it was no big deal, but Joseph had given her more than she could have ever asked. She sipped her wine to digest her thoughts, wondering if she should even go to the country club. Liz made her promise that she would always wear the necklace outside of the house. It was one of the few rules.

“So, how long have you been wanting to hire one of us girls?” Cinnamon asked as she pushed her fork into the lasagna she’d ordered. She didn’t plan on eating more than a few bites, but it would have been rude to make Joseph eat alone.

“A long time, I guess.”

“Are you embarrassed to be out with me?”

“Not as much as I thought I would if I’m being honest.”

“That’s good,” said Cinnamon.

Joseph nodded and cut a piece off from the steak he’d ordered and slipped it between those buttery lips of his, smiling goofily as he chewed the steak and stared at Cinnamon, who was dolled up from head to toe. She put down her fork to run her fingers through her hair, not wanting to eat too much until Joseph busted his load. There was no telling what he’d want, and a girl had to be ready.

Cinnamon lifted her right heel to brush her foot against Joseph’s leg, smiling brightly at him when he noticed. He reddened a touch but acted like nothing was happening, like he didn’t have a raging boner in his pants from that simple touch.

“So, am I going to make your fantasies come true tonight?”

“You already are,” he said.

Cinnamon moaned a little as she picked up her glass of wine and pressed it to her lips, making Joseph grow redder as he watched her sensually sip from the glass. She stared at him over the rim, knowing he was thinking dirty thoughts as he looked back at her.

“What else did you have in mind?” Cinnamon asked as she returned her glass to the table. She continued rubbing Joseph’s leg with her heel, moving it higher as she maintained eye contact. “Did you want me to do something here? At the restaurant?”

“No,” he said with a quick shake of the head. “I want you to come with me when we leave here. I have the perfect place in mind.”

“Ooh, I can’t wait to see,” Cinnamon said with a big smile on her face, like there was nowhere else in the world she’d rather be than there at this restaurant with Joseph Green.

***

“So, where are you taking me?” Cinnamon asked as Joseph drove her through the city streets. She had no idea where they were, but she didn’t feel afraid. Joseph seemed like he had a gentle soul, and he knew that Liz could track her phone.

“We’re almost there,” said Joseph.

“Okay,” Cinnamon said and turned up the music that she’d picked out to play on the radio.

Joseph smiled at her and turned his attention back to the road. The further they went, the less Cinnamon felt like she was in the city, and then she realized that Joseph was taking her to a small park that overlooked the city. It was far enough away from everything that they were the only people there.

Joseph pulled into a parking space and turned off the car. Tension filled the air in an instant, as there was only one thing for them to do, but Cinnamon felt at ease. She was eager to make her first client cum and get that money.

“So,” said Joseph.

“Yes,” Cinnamon said in a sultry voice, scooting closer to Joseph, leaning slightly over the center console. She reached out to wrap her fingers around the back of Joseph’s neck. She noticed the hairs on his arm stand at attention but said nothing.

“I just wanted to say… it’s been a minute for me.”

“That’s okay. You can have me all night if that’s what you want.”

“I wish I could, but I have an early flight tomorrow.”

“No worries. Should we take this to the backseat?”

Joseph looked over his shoulder at the backseat, swallowing his breath. Cinnamon moved her hand from the back of his neck to the side of his face, staring at him with soft eyes. He nodded slowly. Cinnamon grinned and climbed over the backseat first. Joseph followed, looking timid, but Cinnamon was ready to give him a good time.

Once Joseph got to the backseat, Cinnamon got to her hands and knees. She pushed Joseph to his back and ran her finger down his body as her hair hung in her face. She ignored how her cock was straining against the few pieces of tape the girls had made her wear. She had already taken off her cover, so she was just wearing her tiny little dress.

Before all of this, she’d never really fooled around with men, but she loved the power she felt as a woman. At this moment, Cinnamon believed Joseph would do anything she said as long as it meant he got to cum in the end.

“I thought you wanted to be in public,” Cinnamon said as she placed her fingers on the button of Joseph’s pants.

“This is public,” he said.

Cinnamon chuckled and shook her head.

“What?” Joseph asked in an annoyed voice.

“This is hardly public. Why don’t we go outside?”

“Outside?”

“Yeah, I want to suck your dick under the moonlight. Wouldn’t that be hot?”

“What if someone sees?”

“We can hide in the shadows of those trees over there,” Cinnamon said and pointed over Joseph’s shoulder. The backseat of his car had tinted windows, but Cinnamon was feeling naughty. She wanted to give Joseph his money’s worth, so he would call for her again and again. She’d be a naughty, naughty girl for ten grand a night.

“You don’t think we’ll get caught?”

“I guess that’s the risk we’ll have to take,” Cinnamon said with a devilish smile. Now that she’d gotten the idea in her head, she wanted to see it through. She wanted to cum under the moonlight and make Joseph cum too while she was at it.

“Okay,” Joseph said softly.

Cinnamon could tell that he was afraid, even if this was what he really wanted. He didn’t know how to ask for it or say the words aloud. Having sex in his backseat was the closest he would get, but he wanted more. He wanted to feel the danger of having his dick out in public, like a guy from a porno, and now Cinnamon was going to give him that chance.

She giggled as she led the way to the wall of trees, feeling hornier than she thought she would on this date. Cinnamon pushed Joseph up against a tree when they got to the shadows. She didn’t bother taking off his shirt as she dropped to her knees and undid his pants. She pulled them down and revealed his rather handsome shaft.

It was plump and probably six inches long. Cinnamon moaned as she wrapped her hand around its base, paying compliments to its size before she wrapped her lips around it. Joseph gasped when the warmth of her mouth enclosed his dick.

He placed his hand on her head as she moved her lips down his length. He pushed on the back of Cinnamon’s head and made her choke on his cock, but she loved it. She moaned like a slut and bobbed her head quickly, not at all bothered that they were outside. She quite liked feeling the breeze on her face.

“I want to see your dick,” Joseph said.

Cinnamon moaned as she pulled her lips off Joseph’s cock. She looked up at him as she rubbed his manhood. “Yeah? You want me to take out my dick?”

“Please,” Joseph said in a breath. “I want to suck it.”

“Whatever you say, baby.”

Cinnamon got to her feet as Joseph sank to his knees. He helped her pull down the panties and reveal the small pieces of tape holding her dick in place. He removed them and tossed them to the side. Joseph looked up at Cinnamon as her dick slowly grew to size.

“You’re beautiful,” he said in a whisper. “Also, your dick. It’s so big!”

“Thanks,” Cinnamon said. She slowly rubbed the side of Joseph’s head before holding the back of it firmly, moving him toward her hardened dick. “Suck my cock, slut.”

Joseph moaned and parted his lips, taking Cinnamon’s girly cock into his mouth. He beat his cock as he started moving his mouth more quickly, making Cinnamon moan in a high pitch. Joseph reached around to grab her ass and shove her dick into the back of his throat. Cinnamon dropped her head back and gasped, getting closer and closer to an orgasm.

“Where do you want to cum, baby? I’m getting close.”

Joseph pulled his lips off Cinnamon in an instant, looking at her with fierce eyes. “Me too, fuck. Get to your hands and knees, Cinnamon. I’m cumming in this sweet ass,” Joseph said as he squeezed it.

Cinnamon got to her hands and knees, facing her ass toward Joseph, ready to let him cum deep inside her. Liz’s clients sent labs, and Cinnamon was now on prevention medication, so she really just wanted to be a slut for this rich man paying ten grand for an orgasm.

“Yeah, baby. Fuck my ass.” Cinnamon reached behind and spread her ass cheeks for Joseph. “I want to feel you cum deep in my bussy.”

Joseph slapped her ass. “Fuck yeah you do.” He spat on his hand and rubbed it on his dick. He spat on his hand again and rubbed it against Cinnamon’s tight hole before shoving his cock deep into her ass. Cinnamon hollered out, but Joseph covered her mouth and started pounding her bussy harder.

Cinnamon screamed into Joseph’s hand, but she loved the pounding. Her dick throbbed beneath her, and she knew it wouldn’t be long before she was cumming. Joseph cursed as he fucked her hole. He removed his hand from Cinnamon’s mouth to lift himself and fuck her harder. She bit her lip and took Joseph’s rough cock, letting him enjoy her hole in the open air, letting him live his fantasy.

“Fuck!” Joseph pushed his dick deep, and then Cinnamon felt it. All that cum he was dumping into her lubed her walls as he kept thrusting his hips, and Cinnamon knew it was her chance, so she grabbed her hard dick and stroked it while Joseph filled her.

“Yeah, baby! Cum in me!”

“Fuck yes, you dirty slut!”

Cinnamon moaned and squeezed Joseph’s dick with her walls as she stroked hers. She moaned and moved her hips and beat her cock until she was cumming a few moments later, spraying her load all over the ground beneath her.

Joseph cursed and slid his dick out of Cinnamon slowly. He rubbed his thumb against her hole and pushed it into her slightly, getting a loud moan from her, and he just wanted to fuck her again, so that was what he did.

Cinnamon gasped when he pushed into her, but she let him fuck her cum-filled hole, and it wasn’t even three minutes before he was dumping another load into her. Cinnamon moaned and rolled over when he pulled out of her, collapsing to her side.

“Damn, that was good.”

“Yeah, it was,” Cinnamon agreed.

“Let’s get out of here before the police come,” Joseph said with a laugh and pulled up his pants. Cinnamon pulled down her dress and grabbed her panties from the ground and pulled them up her legs, and then they were out of there.
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“Congratulations, girl!” Sparkle said the next morning after Cinnamon had received her first payment.

“Thank you,” Cinnamon said. She still couldn’t believe she’d gotten ten grand for her evening in the park, and she couldn’t wait to do it again. Cinnamon was already thinking of all the money she could save. “What do you guys do with the money, though?”

“It’s hard living a cash lifestyle sometimes, but we’ll sell a client a painting or jewelry or some other creation. We don’t do that often but enough to avoid questions, and that lets us be able to deposit a little,” said Raven.

“So, all you guys have cash laying around?” asked Cinnamon. All the girls looked at each other with a touch of suspicion. Cinnamon swallowed. “I didn’t mean that how it sounded. I was just hoping there was a safer way to store the money.”

“Ten grand is a lot to deposit. You could always buy gold or silver or something, but I prefer cash,” said Sparkle.

“It is what it is. Get a fire-proof safe,” said Tangerine.

Cinnamon swallowed, hoping having all this cash around wouldn’t be a problem, but she trusted the other girls. They only seemed to want to help her. There was some tension between them, but that was only natural when you had five people living in one house, even if it was massive.

“Or you could buy a bunch of expensive clothes. Art. They have some resale value,” said Raven.

“Thanks for the tips. I’ll figure it out,” said Cinnamon. There was a lot she needed to buy, yet she couldn’t help but think about her family in San Pedro and how they could use some money. Cinnamon promised herself that she wouldn’t forget about them, that she would share… eventually. First, she had to get one of those safes.

“Yeah, I’m sure you will!” Raven said.

“You should at least use some of the money for new clothes,” said Sparkle.

“Yes, let’s go shopping! I’m not free until Sunday, though. Booked for dates all week,” said Tangerine.

“That’s nice,” said Sparkle.

“Hey, I can’t help it that I’m popular!”

Sparkle pursed her lips and crossed her arms over her chest, turning away from Tangerine. Sparkle wasn’t booked every night of the week, but she had three dates lined up for the week. She was making more than enough, but Tangerine could be so obnoxious about how popular she was.

“Anyway, what do you say about shopping, Cinnamon?”

Cinnamon swallowed. “Uh, yeah. I guess I could use some new clothes. Sunday is good for me.” All the girls agreed that they would go shopping on Sunday.

Being a girl full time was still new to Cinnamon, but she was getting used to doing her makeup every morning and wearing dresses and skirts and cute tops.

“You need some more heels,” said Raven. “Really, you should buy some body contouring stuff too. You could be a star if you just invested a little more time in perfecting your look. Your voice sounds good, and you clearly look like a girl, but you can do better.”

“Don’t be so rude,” Tangerine said to Raven.

“I’m just giving her some advice,” Raven snapped.

“You could be a bit more friendly about it.”

“Hey,” Cinnamon interjected. “I appreciate the honesty, Raven. Thank you for sticking up for me, Tangerine. How about we just stop while we’re ahead, though? I don’t want to fight.”

Tangerine and Raven scowled at each other, but they dropped their tiff. Sparkle was shaking her head when Cinnamon looked over at her. Cinnamon coughed as she stood from the table, eager to get away from the other girls.

Cinnamon hoped things would calm down as she fled down the hallway to her room, but something was telling her they’d only get worse.


THANK YOU FOR READING

Thank you for reading New Girl. This is the first book in the Beverly Hills Trap House series. This story follows Cinnamon and the other girls in Mistress Liz’s house as they navigate their lives and take on different clients. These girls have lots of fun, but there’s bound to be a little drama along the way. Check out my Amazon page to find the other books in this series!

Please consider leaving a rating or review if you enjoyed the first installment of this series. Explore my Amazon page for other steamy reads. Join my mailing list to receive updates about new releases and discounts and FREE books as they happen. I cherish you for reading ♥

Clover Cox Mailing List

Amazon Page

Goodreads Profile

Website: clovercox.com
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