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When the mothers in Cami’s baby class complained to her that the local babysitters were flirting with their husbands to make better tips, Cami saw an opportunity to make a buck herself. She promised her new mothers that she knew the perfect babysitter; one that would cure their husbands of their babysitter fetishes.

Her mouth had moved faster than her brain when it came to that promise, however. She didn’t actually know how to deliver the goods until her stepbrother, Todd, called her looking for money. Then she got the great idea of using Todd as a special kind of sitter. Yes, she plans on setting a husband trap. She will dress up Todd as a sexy babysitter and when a husband makes a move on Todd, well, the surprise of a lifetime just might cure that husband and all those other lustful husbands of their babysitter fetishes. After all there’s no way Todd is going to let those nasty horny husbands get an inch in edgewise, right? What could go wrong with that plan?


Chapter 1

Cami checked her daily planner on her office desk. It said one word yellow. She nodded her head and went off to the closet. Her office closet doubled as her wardrobe away from home. It was filled with all her workout clothes or as she thought of them, her official uniforms. She scanned through her pants before deciding on a pair of yellow yoga pants. She pulled them off the rack and sighed. She then took off her extra comfortable sweatpants that she’d much rather be wearing and struggled her bottom into those yoga pants. She always bought one size too small for her office wear just to make sure the designer pants showed off every hard-earned curve she had to her clients. If only she’d picked an easy business to start like a yoga center, then she could afford to wear the correct sized yoga pants. Instead, she chose to be a self-help specialist. A self-help guru needed to have an aura that came from appearing like she had her shit together. There were two body types that gave off that aura of self-confidence best; the cozy grandmother figure and the erotic too good to be true model figure. Cami was too young for the grandmother role, so she had to work her ass off to be the model. That meant wearing the correct style of tight clothing that showed off her goods.

She yanked a cropped-stretch top that matched her pants from the rack. It had extra padding to make her breasts appear unrealistically large. The top would also let her clients marvel at her toned abs. She left the closet and adjusted herself one last time in the office mirror. A quick combing of the hair was all that was needed after a slight adjustment of her pants to get the maximum camel toe effect. She was done just in time because the bell on the office door rang.

If only her average client was a man. Guys were easy. She could flash a little T and a touch of A and they’d always come back for another office visit. A sexy woman like Cami could control them easily because a man always thought with his dick. Women, though, weren’t interested in Cami as a sex object. Well, most women, but that’s another story. The heterosexual ones were only interested in comparing themselves to her. That meant she had to look like their unrealistic expectations of a life coach. In this case, the unrealistic expectations were targeted at the mothers of a newborn. That’s because this morning was Baby and Me class. New mothers were the worst of her clients. They had all just lost their figures, wanted it back, and were relying on Cami for sage advice on how to do it and somehow keep junior happy. There were also lessons on diapers, breast feeding, clothings, and just about a million other baby related things. Cami needed to be part goddess, part Cosmo, and part supernanny. Mostly, though, Baby and Me class was for the new mothers to bitch and moan with the other new mothers. Cami’s main job was to look good and facilitate the flow of the conversation.

Cami put on her business face. She flashed plenty of teeth and came out of the office to greet the first mom of the morning. Debra was a twenty something mother of a three-month-old. Cami said, “Oh, Debra, so nice to see you and little Timmy today.”

Debra looked the worst for wear. She immediately brightened up upon seeing Cami. She lamented, “I’m having a tough week.”

Cami replied, “Oh, is little Timmy’s rash still giving you trouble?”

“I wish it was something a cream would fix. No, it’s his father giving me trouble.”

Of course it was. It was always the father. Cami nodded understandingly and helped get Timmy out of the stroller. Cami mechanically went about weighing Timmy. Weighing him helped ease the mother’s nerves. If Timmy gained weight then mom usually forgot all about poppa the loser for a minute or two. Cami checked the chart, wrote down the new weight, and informed Debra, “He’s up almost an ounce.”

Debra brightened up. “Oh, he’s been such a good feeder lately. He really likes breasts. Just like his father.”

The bell on the door rang again. Candy had arrived. Candy was another twenty something first time mother. She was pushing her daughter Xena in her bassinet. Candy immediately jumped into the conversation. She asked Debra, “Breasts, huh, is that asshole of a husband of yours at it again?”

“I’m afraid so and I went for a flat chested one this time too,” replied Debra. She lamented, “How am I ever going to get myself back into shape if I can’t leave Timmy alone with a babysitter for even five minutes?”

Cami’s ears perked up. In her line of work you had to be quick when you heard a business opportunity. You could only make so much money selling new parents on how to feed or put their kids to bed. Cami asked, “Are you having trouble finding good babysitters?”

It was Candy that replied, “And how!” Debra nodded her head in agreement.

Cami pounced on the news. She said, “I have a whole list of Cami approved babysitters.” This was true, and every mother she referred to her list preferred babysitters meant Cami got a cut of the money back from the sitter.

The news didn’t go over like she expected, though. Debra said, “I have names of plenty of sitters. It’s not finding one that’s the problem. Like I said, it’s my husband.”

“They’re fucking the babysitters,” added Candy.

Cami replied, “Surely not.”

Debra said, “I’m afraid it’s true. Everyone that I’ve tried shakes it in front of my man. The poor sack of shit always ‘drives them home’. Yeah, he drives them all right, and comes back covered in lipstick and fifty bucks poorer.”

“Babysitters are all whores,” agreed Candy.

“Not all of them,” assured Cami. “I know the perfect sitter and she cures men of their babysitter fetish.”

“Cures them how?” asked Candy.

“Psychology,” replied Cami tapping the side of her head as she said it.

“It’s their ass my man wants, not their head,” explained Candy.

Cami replied, “A new baby in the house affects men’s brains. It has been shown by science, trust me. Studies show they often develop strange fetishes. Particularly if they didn’t get much pussy during pregnancy. A sitter fetish is so common among new families. Don’t worry, though, I’ve got the cure.”

Debra relaxed. She said, “I’ll try anything.”

The fertilization of the situation was done. She had planted the seed, now Cami went into pure business-mode. She said, “It’s a hundred bucks up front, plus contact fees, and then sitter fees …”

“I’ll pay anything if it works!” added Debra.

“Trust me, my special sitter has never failed.”


Chapter 2

“I’ll pay anything if it works,” said Cami to herself. If what worked? That was the key, wasn’t it? She’d let her mouth get ahead of her brain this morning. She’d promised something her ass couldn’t deliver. A fool proof babysitter that won’t tempt a husband and more than that would cure him. How was she supposed to get a horndog husband to stop touching the babysitters? The answer would be to hire someone that he’d never touch, but there’s no way Debra was forking out good money for that service. No, she wanted him cured so she could use the local sitters. Those stupid young girls that used their sex appeal to lure their client’s trust. Candy accused them of fucking her husband, but Cami could only laugh at the thought. They probably never did more than flirt with the horny idiots and the husbands forked over cash thinking they’d get more. Men were so dumb. Cami looked at her yellow outfit in the laundry basket and felt a little guilty. Honestly, she was no better than those sitters. A short skirt and some pigtails got her a lot of bonuses in the sitter business back in her day. Cami had done babysitting all through college. Heck, she did the same sitter act every Saturday for Father and Baby class even now. She sighed, there had to be a way to find a sexy woman that could put these men in their place. Perhaps a lesbian?

Her cell phone rang. She looked at the screen. Her stepbrother Todd was calling. There were only two reasons that he’d call her. Money or her birthday, and today wasn’t her birthday so that left a cash call. Todd was always terminally short on cash. She answered the call, “Todd, I can’t give you any.”

“Cami, sister, my dearest one and only, I only need two hundred for concert tickets. I met someone. She loves the band Black Death. They’re a rock band. They totally suck ass, but nothing gets her hornier than seeing them play live. I want to tap her ass, but I’m tapped out. My landlord raised my rent, what a fucker. It’s the last time this band is touring this year. I need to go. I mean I medically need to go. I’ll fucking kill myself if I don’t get to fuck her … Err ... See them play.”

“Perhaps you should go back to college so you can get a good job. You’re nearly twenty now …”

“I don’t need a job, I need money.”

“Well, I need a magic babysitter. We all have got our problems, Todd. You’ll just need to learn to live with your left hand jerking you instead.”

“Come on,” He begged.

“No!”

There was a pause on the line. Todd came back and said, “Okay, you win. I’ll sit.”

“You’ll what?”

“Babysit. I can do it for cash. I hate the W word but this babysitter work; how hard can it be?”

Cami explained, “I don’t need just a warm body. I need someone like a supernanny. I need someone to …”

“I can do it. I’m great with kids. They love me. Just let me do it.”

Cami could explain the truth to him. She needed someone that looked the part for the mother and also someone that looked the part for the father. Yet, this someone would be someone that wouldn’t flirt. Someone that would never give into the father’s begging. And someone, that would make sure the father was cured when it was all over. That someone, fuck, that someone didn’t exist. Damn it, Cami, you set yourself up for failure this time. You promised too much. Debra’s asshole husband will get suckered again by a babysitter after your fake supernanny cures him, and you’ll lose her as a client, Candy too. They’ll all think you don’t know your shit. The whole mommy group will break up. You should have kept your mouth shut. You can’t cure a horndog.

Todd broke her line of thought. He said, “I’m not hearing a no.”

Wait just a minute, Cami thought. Todd, he might just be the ticket she needed. She’d need to do a little work on him, though. Yes, he might just pass the test in the end. He was hetero so he’d never flirt, never yield, and if the father tried to go too far … Oh, what a surprise. Todd would knock the shit out of the horndog. That should cure him. Yes, finding a cock in those panties just might cure the horniest dad of a babysitter fetish once and for all.

“Todd, you’re hired!”

“I am? I mean great, I am. When do I start?”

“Tonight, my house. I’ll get you ready then we drive you over.”

“No worries, I was born ready.”

“Not for this. Trust me, you’ll need some work first.”

Tod lament, “Work, yuck! There’s that W word again.”


Chapter 3

“Todd, you look fantastic,” exclaimed Cami upon opening her front door to greet him.

“Really? I lost five pounds this month.”

“Great.”

Todd replied, “It’s great that I’m so broke that I’m starving myself just for the chance to get laid? The girl isn’t even that hot, but man am I hard up for some pussy. Some sister you are to make me work for it instead of offering a poor man charity.”

She laughed. “A lot of girls would die to have your current figure, Todd.”

“Not any of the ones I’ve dated lately. Getting money to bang one is why I’m here because the only figure chicks care about are the ones in your bank account.”

She waved a finger at him and said, “Follow me then and we shall start making money.”

“We’re walking to the client’s house?” he asked.

“No, we’re going upstairs to change you into your official uniform,” she explained.

“You have a uniform now? Damn, this sounds serious. Maybe …”

“Maybe you should go upstairs before I brain you. Remember you suggested this to me. Now you’re on the hook.”

Todd replied, “Alright, you win. It’s just that the last job I had that required wearing a uniform also required me to ask if you wanted fries with everything. People would ask where the bathroom was, and I was required to ask if they wanted fries with that. Anyway, I need the money badly enough to wear your stupid uniform and you know it so lead on.”

“Good.” Cami headed upstairs to her bedroom. Todd followed.

Cami picked up a plaid mini-skirt and displayed it to him. She said, “I got a skirt, white half shirt, padded bra, cotton panties, white knee-high socks, and a cute clutch for you to use. Luckily, we’re just about the same size and I never threw my old high school clothes away so we’re in business.”

Todd held up the cotton panties and said, “I don’t get it.”

“Yes, that’s the general idea. Remember that idea when the time is right.”

“No, seriously you want me to dress as a chick?”

“You’re so feminine already, so hurry up.”

“Thanks?”

“Face it, you have my genes, my figure, and I’m smoking hot. Just a little shaving, a little make-up, and the correct outfit, and no one will know the difference.”

“Shaving what exactly?”

Cami pulled out a razor. “Don’t worry, I’ve shaved myself for years. You will be easy.”

“Wait a minute,” protested Todd.

Camo explained things as she started unbuttoning his shirt. She explained, “Come on, no time for second guessing. No one wants a male babysitter. I need you to look the part. College age, a little sex appeal for the father, and cheap enough that your by the hour rate won’t break the bank. Remember to look the part, but don’t act it.”

Todd knocked her hands away. “I can undress myself. Anything for a buck these days, I guess? Man, I must be desperate. You won’t tell anyone, right?”

“And lose all my clients?”

Todd paused in undressing. He said, “You must have girlfriends that could help you.”

“I do, but this is a special case. I need a man on this one. It’s sort of for protection, you know?”

“Like an undercover cop, thing?” asked Todd.

“Sure, let’s go with that.”

“What’s going on?”

“My client wants a sitter where there are no worries that something will happen. Young mothers always imagine their darling juniors will get into trouble. I promised them a tough looking sitter to scare away prowlers,” replied Cami.

“I see. You owe me big time if I do this.”

“You will be rewarded. Now change!” Cami headed to the bathroom to fetch her makeup bag before she started to laugh. Sure, she was mostly telling the truth. He was doing this job just for protection’s sake. The thing he was protecting was a wife from her touchy-feely husband’s wandering babysitter lust-filled hands. That fact Todd didn’t need to know.

While she was away, Todd looked at the clothing in disgust. He didn’t remember his stepsister being such a slut in high school. He dropped his drawers.

Cami said, “Into the bathroom to shave.”

“I’ll have you know most ladies like a hairy guy.”

“Yes, but no one likes a hairy girl.”

Todd shook his head. Then he went into the bathroom. After thirty minutes he exited. He looked at the clothes on the bed. It was time to uniform up. The panties came first, then the bra. He had a devil of a time hooking it. He put on the skirt next and then the top. He sat on the edge of the bed and slid the tube socks up. They were nice and silky. Women were so lucky, they’re clothes were so soft, form fitting, and … Shit, Todd, stop right there. He reminded himself not to enjoy the moment.

It was then that he noticed sitting down had naturally exposed his frillies to the world. If he had to dress as a woman, could he at least have stuff that wouldn’t give away the goods so easily?

Cami came out of the bathroom. She said, “Close the legs, dear. We don’t want to advertise.”

“Very funny.”

“Shut up, sit still, I need to put on your face,” Cami ordered.

Todd asked, “What’s wrong with the one I was born with?”

“Not much actually. A pair of fake lashes, some eye liner, blush, and Dr. Pepper Lip Smacker and you’ll be good to go.”

Todd replied, “Great.”

Cami worked on him for another ten minutes. She didn’t want him to appear too professional. He was supposed to be a poor college girl in need of money, and not a Victoria Secrets Model.

Todd was starting to stir after ten minutes. He asked, “Are you almost done?”

“One more thing,” she replied. She slammed on his head a hairband with long blonde hair extensions. She honestly couldn’t remember when she bought it. Good thing she had it, though. It really finished off the look. She ordered, “Okay, stand up and check yourself out in the mirror.”

Todd did as he was told. He blinked his eyes. He said, “Hot damn, I’m hotter than you sis.”

“I know. It’s a bit of a blow to my own ego. I hadn’t thought this would work this well.”

Todd added, “If you want to feel better then I’ll tell you that my socks don’t breathe, these panties make my dick chafe, the pads in the bra won’t stay in place, and this shirt must be two sizes too small. I can barely breathe. I look great, but actually I’m one false move from total disaster.”

Cami replied, “You know what they say about women’s clothing; if you’re not in pain, then you’re not rocking it. Grab your clutch, dear, and let’s go meet our clients.”

“What about shoes?”

“Shoes? You’re sounding like a girl already. Honestly, Todd, the sneakers you came with will do. You’re a college girl hard up for money, not a glamour girl.”

Todd frowned. The fake girl inside him wasn’t any better off financially than the cis-boy him. He mumbled to himself, “I do look good, though. Wish a girl like me would ask me on a date for once.”


Chapter 4

Cami said to Todd, “Remember to be on your best behavior tonight.”

“When am I not?” He replied.

Cami let the comment slide and rang the doorbell. Debra answered it almost immediately. Clearly, she was desperate if she was waiting by the door for Cami to arrive. Debra had a glowing smile on her face upon seeing Cami.  All that added pressure on Cami to have delivered the goods. Todd better not let her down.

Cami said to her, “Debra this is Venus, my step … Ah … Super sitter.”

Debra gave Todd the evil eye. That was not a good first reaction at all. Debra looked him up and down as if she was inspecting him for probate. Todd did his best to smile back. Finally, Debra turned and shouted, “Dave, come meet the new babysitter. She’s here.”

Dave shouted back, “I liked the old one and the one before that. Do we have to keep getting new ones? Particularly a new one from that baby center. I don’t like the idea of a baby center approved babysitter.  I’m sure she’s just an old grandma.”

Debra replied, “Get your butt here and greet her!” A few moments later Dave arrived at the door kicking his feet. His eyes brightened up almost immediately upon seeing Todd. Debra explained to Dave, “This is Venus, the new sitter.”

Dave’s attitude did a complete one eighty. He replied, “Great! That baby center is the best. I knew they’d have a hot … er … good sitter. Come on Penis, I’ll show you the kitchen, living room, and my bedroom … I mean Venus. Come on Venus, not penis. Silly mistake.” Dave then ran off as happy as a kid in a candy store. Todd just stood there on the porch next to Cami watching Dave act like an idiot.

Dave shouted again, “Venus, ain’t you coming?”

Cami whispered into Todd’s ear. She said, “Go along and follow him, Venus.”

Todd replied, “Who?”

Cami elbowed him in the ribs and added, “You are Venus.”

He said, “Oh yeah, I’m Venus.” He gave Debra a weak smile and added, “Sometimes I forget my own name.” He then reluctantly followed Dave into the house.

Once Dave and Todd were out of ear shot Debra grabbed Cami firmly by the hand. She asked, “What the fuck is this?”

Cami replied, “Don’t overreact.”

“Overreact, overreact! Did you see the lust on Dave’s face? You’re supposed to be giving me a sitter that will cure my husband of his babysitter fetish and instead you gave me exactly what he wants. I mean she’s called Venus for fuck sake. She’ll pussy whip his ass for sure. He was practically drooling just seeing her.”

“Calm down. Trust me Dave’s not getting an ounce of pussy out of my Venus.”

Debra asked, “What’s she know karate or something?”

“No, nothing so violent. We aren’t going to scare Dave into a cure. Instead, my Venus uses advanced science. As I’ve said, she’s a Master of Psychology. Trust me. Just remember to have Dave drive her home.”

Debra replied, “But that’s where Dave’s at his touchy feeliest with the other sitters.”

“Exactly. You’ve heard of homeopathic medicine before, right? The idea of that type of medicine is that likes cure likes. A medicine that causes a headache can also cure it. It’s the same idea for a headache or a babysitter fetish. That’s the secret of Venus’s success.”

Debra asked, “So, she’s going to make my Dave homeopathic?”

“Something like that,” replied Cami.

“All right, but this had better work.”

“It will, trust me,” replied Cami.

Dave returned with Todd. Dave said to his wife, “Honey, I was thinking maybe you should have a girl’s night out today and I can stay here with Venus and help her do stuff. She looks like she’d be a lot of fun to do stuff with.”

Debra grabbed him by that hand and dragged him out of the front door. She added, “Not a chance in hell.”

They got into their car and left. Todd started to rub his bottom. He said to Cami, “That dude, pinched my ass while we were upstairs in the master bedroom, so I guess your plan to make them think I’m a girl has worked.”

Cami ignored him. She got Timmy and handed him to Todd. She said, “Your job is to watch Timmy here. If he cries, feed him, burp him, change his diaper, and put him to sleep.”

“Sounds easy now that sticky fingers has left.”

Cami said, “The job is easy. Just don’t let the kid die.”

“Did the mother think I was tough enough looking?”

Cami said, “What?”

“I’m here for protection, right?”

“Oh, right. She thought something along those lines.”

“And you’ll be back to pick me up in a few hours?”

Cami informed him, “Actually Dave’s going to drive you home.”

Todd put his foot down. “Bullshit, that dude will be all over me!”

Cami replied, “If he tries anything, then I’ll be much relieved. Also, I think we’d be in the clear soon thereafter. It’s not like you’re going to give him any, right?”

Todd frowned. “I’ll pretend that I don’t understand that remark.”

“Good. Bye-bye my totally heterosexual brother.” She kissed him on the cheek and left.

What did she mean by that? wondered Todd.


Chapter 5

The little brat cried for a half hour straight. Feeding, burping, and changing diapers did nothing to stop it. Shit, Todd was nearly at his wit’s end when the little sucker finally cried himself out. At last, little Timmy was asleep. Todd eased Timmy into his crib and softly moved away. He was free at last.

Free, but it’s not as if he had anything to do. He headed to the living room. He’d watch some TV to pass the time. That was babysitting 101. When in doubt, watch the boobtube. A little TV time would also distract him from his goofy situation. The less he thought about how stupid it was to be made up like a girl, the better. He quickly found out this couple didn’t have cable. Shit, there was nothing here to watch. Just an empty DVD player and a smart TV. Apparently, these people streamed stuff but didn’t bother to leave the babysitter the password to their WiFi network and their streaming websites. Todd was too poor to have a streaming account himself. Todd clicked the TV off in disgust. What the hell was he going to do for a few hours?

He went to the kitchen and made a snack. Just a little PB&J would do nicely. He’d form a plan while eating. As he was making his sandwich he heard a sound upstairs. Crap, that stupid noise will wake up the brat. He hurried up to the master bedroom. The last time he was in the master bedroom, his bottom got touched by Dave. The things a babysitter had to put up with for fifteen bucks an hour. Luckily, no chance of Dave doing that again right now. Todd didn’t see anything out of place in the bedroom. There was no clear source of the noise. He shrugged and started to leave.

It was then that he heard the noise again. It was coming from the closest. He scratched his head. Whatever the fuck was going on in there? His imagination ran wild for a minute. There were too many bad things he could imagine going on in that closet to list. In the end, he decided he didn’t want to know.

Instead, he decided to take the opportunity to relieve himself. Todd went into the master bathroom. Damn, they had a full bath, all glass shower, double sink, and a his and hers toilet. It must be nice to have money. He lifted the mini-skirt and popped his dick out. At least it was easier to piss in this getup. He thought about his sandwich. He should make it a double. This couple could afford it.

When he was done, he checked himself in the mirror. He didn’t look tough. In reality, he looked much too feminine for his own taste. Actually, he was exactly the right kind of feminine for his taste. Todd, why can’t you land one that looks like you. Heck, he hadn’t dated a girl half as good looking as himself in ages. He slapped his forehead. Stop thinking like that, dude. You’re not a chick, no matter how hot you look. It was then that he heard the sound again.

All right, he’d have to take a look. He flushed the toilet and headed over to the closet. He popped the door open. It was dark inside. After a brief search he found a switch. The mystery of the stupid noise was soon over. His imagination would never have hit on the truth. It seldom did. Some idiot, likely Dave, had stacked boxes haphazardly in there. One had started to fall over and apparently its falling contents were knocking on the tops of the rest of the boxes. One by one DVDs seemed to be falling down from the top shelf. At least he knew where the old movies for the DVD player had ended up. Well, this situation wasn’t his problem. He started to close the door and stopped. Shit, it did look a lot like it was him that had searched the closet for those movies. If they came home and found this mess, he might get blamed for sneaking into the closet. That would mean Cami would get blamed and no cash for Todd.

Fuck, he might as well clean it up. First thing Todd did was steady the remaining boxes. Honestly, how hard could it be to stack boxes correctly? Next, he bent over to start gathering up the spilled contents of the box. His panties rode up his ass as soon as he bent over. Damn it, Cami would be the death of him. He pulled the panties out and grabbed a DVD from the ground. The movie was XXX. Dave apparently had a porn stash. The first cover was for Bi-Bi-Babysitter. It must be one of those FFM movies, figured Todd. Todd tossed it into the box. The next movie was Anal Babysitter III. Todd tossed it in the box. He picked up another, Babysitter Tails. Dude, that Dave guy must have one serious ass fetish. Good thing Todd wasn’t a babysitter. Er … Normally. Todd finished cleaning up the mess and left the closet.

Great, now what to do? If only there was something on TV to watch. He slapped himself on the forehead. What passes the time of day better than watching porn? Back into the closet he went. He grabbed the top DVD, Anal Sitter IV, The Awakening. He did a quick check on Timmy to find him still sleeping in his crib, then he headed for the TV.

It only took seconds to load the player. The standard FBI warning went by followed by a message telling Todd all the actors were of legal age. Next came a quick montage of hardcore action introducing each actress as if Todd cared what fake name they used. It was enough pregame to make the randiest dog flaccid. Come on, start already!

Finally, all the shit ended and the first actress, by the name of Fuk-mi, appeared on the screen. She was an eighteen-year-old Asian spinner dressed in an outfit only whores and pornstars wore to work. She arrived at a large black man’s house. There wasn’t a wife nor was there a baby in sight so much for finding a tad of storytelling or acting in this movie. Porn really has gone downhill lately. The camera moved around the actress to make sure you got the fact she was both hot and ready to be spanked hard. Todd never doubted either fact.

Todd reached down to stroke his Johnson to the sight of the beautiful Fuk-mi. The idea of blowing his load in his sister’s panties gave him pause. She’d have a fit if she discovered he jerked on the job. He paused the video and headed upstairs. He went to the dresser and searched for Debra’s panty drawer. She had so many pairs that she wouldn’t miss one. Todd took off his cotton panties and put on a blue pair of boy shorts from Debra’s stash. After he gacked his load, he’d change back and his sister would be none the wiser. He’d then toss Debra’s soiled pair in the hamper. It was the perfect crime.

Todd went to close Debra’s panty drawer when he heard something rattling around inside. He reached to the bottom of the drawer and pulled out a twelve-inch black vibrator. Porn stashes and vibrators, that’s how little Timmys were made apparently.

Todd laughed and headed back to the TV. He arrived to see things had much improved. Apparently, the pause button had timed out and the lucky little sitter had a hard black rod up her shitter. The actor was giving the little Asian girl every bit of effort. Damn, this dude was practically Shakespearean in his anal ability. For her part, she seemed to be earning her fifteen bucks an hour. Todd looked into her face. It glowed. That thick gratifying penis was warming both her cute apple bottom and her heart. That’s what a good anal cleansing did for a gal. Damn, what a lucky little sitter to have that cock up her ass. Wait? Todd rubbed his head. He did not just think that. Lucky, huge hung dude that got to work her over was more like it. That’s what he meant. Right?

The actors changed positions on the screen. They were doing a reverse cowboy and that gave Todd a view of the actress’s other attributes he’d not noticed before. The lucky little actress had a rock-hard trap dick. She was riding his while spanking hers. And then she erupted. A hot sticky load shot up and landed all over the front of her. Todd’s eyes were wide open. 

He lifted his skirt and looked down at his raging hard-on tucked under Debra’s cute blue panties. It was obvious that he had meant lucky her. Ah fuck, he was feeling a bit odd. He wondered just then what it was like to be the girl like that girl on the screen? He was dressed like her, and he was equipped like her, now wasn’t he? He could find out. He was alone. No one would know.

Todd, get a hold of yourself. You’re not a chick. Oh, but you could be one, just for today. Yeah, it would just be for the day. The girl on the video made it look like it felt so good. Todd rubbed his eyes. Okay, I’ll do it just once.

In a flash he was back inside the master bedroom. Out came the vibrator from Debra’s drawer and some lube. You only live once. The sudden secret filthiness of the idea delighted Todd all over. He lubed up the vibrator and then went back to watch his porn.

Unfortunately, he returned to see the little Asian scene was over. The next scene had started. It was a fat actress with too little tan and some scrawny white dude trying to please her transgender self. The scene was doing nothing for him. The actress looked like Todd’s average girlfriend. What possessed him to work his ass off just for a chance to tap such a beast? Here he was dressed as a hoe babysitting all to get money that would allow him a chance to get into the pants of a chick only slightly better than that actress on screen. All that when he, himself, looked like top shelf dating material. That was surely madness on his part. He was just another pussy whipped dude. Really, he was nothing, but a woman’s sucker his whole life. Suddenly the gender bending madness of a few moments ago was ebbing from him. He looked at the vibrator and giggled. The stupid sick thoughts you have when you get too randy.

He got up from the couch ready to clean up the situation before it got out of hand. It was then that the scene changed again. Todd was transfixed at the new girl in the third scene. Shit, it was a girl dressed nearly in an identical outfit to his. She was visiting that same actor from the first scene. This woman on the screen now, that was the woman Todd really wanted to have. The one he had dreamed of fucking all his life. Shit, she was practically him. The idea struck him, in a way he could be his dream girl the way he was dressed. The transgender actress was going to get anally jacked in this movie. He could get jacked too. The madness ran wild in him again. Lucky girl, lucky lucky girl. I could be that girl. Todd waved his hand in front of his face. Dude, go upstairs and put these things away.

He didn’t listen to himself. You only live once. He sat down instead. He rocked back in his seat. He rubbed the vibrator around his anal rim. It slipped under his panties. Then it slid into his ass. Not too far inside did it manage to go. He was tight. He paused waiting to watch the actress on the TV screen get gored. Once she got penetrated deep Todd tried to force the vibrator in. He didn’t get it in much further because he had tensed up. Those actresses made it seem so easy in a porn video. Shoving a dick in your ass was hard, and Todd found out the hard way just how difficult it was. It felt good, though. He had an idea. He clicked the vibrator on. His whole pelvic region buzzed. The vibration was pleasant. It was slowly vibrating itself deeper and deeper. The deeper it got the better it felt. No one ever told him being a girl felt so good. Why did it feel so good?

On screen, the actress was screaming her head off. Todd was growing envious of her. Damn, this must get better. The tingling feeling extended throughout his pelvis. It went right to the tip of his dick. Hell yeah, it got better, so much better. This was something new. Todd never dreamed this feeling was possible. Being the girl felt so good. Those bitches kept that knowledge to themselves. Those selfish little bitches.

Todd wrapped his right hand around his rock-hard cock. He started to beat his girl dick off inside Debra’s panties. It didn’t take much effort. The vibrator already had him near climax. He stopped jerking. He just watched the girl on the screen take it. He wanted to climax just from the anal stimulation like she was about too. It felt so good. He blew a load into Debra’s boy shorts. After the last bit of taint oozed out. 

Having blown his load, he returned to his senses. Oh fuck, Dave wasn’t the only one with a transgender babysitter fetish. Todd had a madness. Maybe it was the fact that the girl Todd was trying to date just wasn’t really all that, maybe it was the outfit he wore tonight, maybe it was the anal porn he just watched, then again maybe he just liked being his own dream girl. Yes, Todd found out he liked this new way of being. It excited him.

He was sitting on the couch with a half-made P&J resting on the kitchen counter, porn on TV, another woman’s vibrator buzzing deep inside his ass, and Debra’s soiled panties covering his dick, when little Timmy started to cry. Well, that was being a woman in a nutshell.


Chapter 6

The car pulled into the driveway. Todd made a quick assessment of his situation. The kitchen was clean, check. Timmy was fed, happy, and sleeping in his crib again. Check. The porn was all back in its stash and the closet was made to appear undisturbed. Check. The vibrator was washed and tucked back in the panty pile. Check. Lastly, Todd had the correct panties on, and those soiled blue ones were safely hidden in his clutch. Check. Good, by the time Debra found them missing Todd would be safe and sound back home. Everything was all good. He was going to get away with the perfect crime. No one would know what he’d done. The only negative left was that the lube up his ass made him walk a bit funny. Well, they were hardly going to look into his asshole tonight. Nah, he was in the clear. That babysitter money was nearly his now.

Debra burst through the front door. She greeted Todd with, “Where’s my dear little man?”

“He’s sleeping comfortably,” replied Todd.

“Was he hungry, cold, unhappy, crying, sick …”

Todd added, “He’s fine.”

Debra said, “I have to go see him. Dave will drive you home.”

“That’s okay, I can get a rideshare,” replied Todd.

Debra froze. She turned to face him. Her face was red with fierce anger. She said with a stern voice, “That wasn’t part of the deal.”

“Deal?”

“You know, the deal. Cami said you were to go home with Dave.”

Todd asked, “Are you telling me to get paid, Dave has to drive me home?”

“That’s the deal. You’re to cure him. I was told that the drive home was the most important part of tonight. As an expert, you must know that.”

Todd replied, “Cure him?”

Debra relaxed. She replied, “You’re kidding me, aren’t you? Cami assured me you were good. I see now you got the situation well in hand.” She tapped her head. “I get it, homo-psychology. You’re calm, cool, and joking before the big moment. Yup, I got nothing to worry about. Okay, out with you and drive home with Dave. Everything is about to get better. Cami has never let me down before. I know this will work. Go cure my Dave.”

She went off to check on Timmy. Todd scratched his head. Motherhood must do something funny to a chick. That conversation just made no freaking sense.

Todd sighed and headed outside. If he was to get paid, he’d need to ride home with Dave, the dude with the sick transgender sitter fetish. Todd tried to tug his short skirt down. It barely covered a thing no matter how hard he tugged. Cami really set him up, but good. Todd popped the car door open and sat down. He gave Dave a friendly smile and said, “Debra said you could drive me home and, perhaps, pay me.”

Dave adjusted his junk. He checked himself in the rear mirror. He then replied, “Honey, that I can do.”

Todd added, “202 Parker Ave then.”

“Know the area, no problem.” Dave put the car in motion. The satellite radio was on. Dave stuck to driving as classic rock filled the air. Things were actually pretty calm. Dave didn’t even glance at Todd during the red lights. Todd was starting to feel insulted. Shit, he was better looking than half the girls in those pornos. Maybe Dave was all fantasy and no action. Still there was that pinch on the ass from earlier to think about. Maybe Dave didn’t like what he felt. That asshole, my ass is smoking hot. It should be an honor to even get a chance to touch it. Todd rubbed his head. Fuck, he was worrying about why a guy wasn’t trying to get into his panties. That wasn’t right. Not right at all. Stop thinking like a chick, he told himself.

Todd sat back and focused on the music as Dave pulled into a gas station. Dave announced, “I have to pump some gas.”

Dave headed into the gas station mini-store without pumping an ounce. It felt odd. Most people run their card at the pump these days. Dave came out soon enough. Relax, it must be prepaid, thought Todd. Dave didn’t pump any gas upon his return, though. He climbed back into the car instead.

Dave said, “Pumps are all down. No worries, I got enough for the ride.”

Todd shrugged. Just get me home, he thought. They made it down only half a block before Dave pulled into a grocery store parking lot. It was empty. The store was clearly closed. Dave pulled around back. The car stopped in a dark alley. Shit, thought Todd, baby it was about to get cold outside.

Dave pulled out his wallet. He asked, “How much?”

Todd replied, “I get fifteen an hour.”

“How much?” Dave puckered his lips.

“Look, dude, trust me I’m not that kind of a girl.”

“You all say that. Normally I only pay fifty, but you’re the hottest shit I’ve seen in a while. One hundred for some kissing.” Dave pulled out a big bill.

No way, thought Todd. Still, one hundred went a long way. It was only kissing. He slapped himself. Stop thinking like that, he thought. You aren’t a chick. Still Dave might suspect him of being a guy if he didn’t play coy. That’s what a girl would do. Coy bitch it up in hopes of getting that C-bill bonus and without giving him a thing. That’s what chicks always did to Todd. They never paid for tickets, dinner, gas, flowers … anything. And rarely did they put out. Chicks ruled men because guys had to have it. It made being a girl sound not bad. He thinks you’re a chick. You can play him, Todd. You got this. Todd replied, “Plus, what you owe me for the sitting or no kiss.”

“Bitch.”

Todd waved him off. He replied, “Cheap men get nothing in life. They certainly don’t touch my hot lips. Drive me home then.”

Dave started up the car. Todd patted himself on the back. He’d played that right. Went into bitch mode and Dave never suspected a thing. Once they got to Cami’s house, Dave would shower him with money to prove himself for the next time. That’s how dumb men were. They thought showering a woman with money worked.

The car inched forward and stopped. Dave yelled, “Bitch!” He dug into the wallet and tossed two-hundred-dollar bills at Todd.

That was a payday and sooner than Todd was expecting. He fucked up somehow. His coy bitch act failed. He made a rookie bitch mistake. It wasn’t his fault. He’d been a girl for only hours. Todd put his hands up to protest.  He said, “I was only kiddi…”

Dave was on him. His lips were all over Todd’s. The guy knew how to use his mouth at least. This was the best make out session Todd had in years. The thing was Dave wasn’t stopping at kissing. His hands were all over Todd’s chest. Todd’s half shirt was more than half up and over his bra. Dave’s hand darted under the bra cup. Dave pinched Todd’s left nipple. Dave was a boob man. Todd thought, this dude has to know I’m a guy. I got nothing but A’s under there. Come on, man, figure it out. Dave, however, was into the moment too deep by now. His erection was jabbing Todd in the thigh through Dave’s jeans.

It was then that Todd’s seat reclined all the way back. Dave knew how to put the moves on. Dave was literally on top of him now. A hand hit Todd’s upper thigh. Okay, fun’s over and at least Todd got paid up front. Todd had to stop this while Dave’s dick was still in his pants and Todd’s dick was in his panties. Todd elbowed Dave in the gut. It took a few shoots for Dave to cool his jets.

Dave sat up. He complained, “I paid!”

“For kissing. The kissing is over. I’m not the kind of girl that gives it up more,” declared Todd.

Dave had the wallet open again. “How much, how much?”

“Nothing you can pay me, bro,” replied Todd.

“You sitters are all alike. You let a man pet, but not score. Three hundred, three hundred to fuck you hard. I know it’s crazy, but you’re the hottest sitter I’ve ever seen. I got to fuck you.”

Todd looked at the money. That would bring the total for tonight to five hundred dollars. That would pay for concert tickets. But no, he wasn’t a whore. He couldn’t whore out for tickets, right? He said, “Nothing will make me give it up. Drive me home!”

“No, fuck me,” demanded Dave.

Man, what did Debra see in this Dave guy? That was answered quickly enough. Dave dropped his zipper. Dave was hung like that vibrator in Debra’s drawer. Todd suddenly felt things were getting too far gone. Shit, this is how date rape happens. Men, we’re all a bunch of horny assholes. The elbowing hadn’t worked, but Todd knew what would. Todd lifted his skirt, tugged at his panties, and dropped his own dick. That ought to do it. Sure, he’d just screwed Cami with her clients, but no way was he taking a dick for Cami.

Dave didn’t do anything. He was just staring at Todd’s rod. Finally, Dave managed a few words. He said, “Is that … That a wiener?”

“Yeah, I’m a dude man, a dude. You just nearly fucked a dude,” replied Todd.

Dave stared into Todd’s eyes. He mumbled, “Pretty sitter, such a pretty sitter. You’re just like those ones in my videos.”

“Fantasy is one thing, going gay is another,” said Todd, feeling pretty confident of himself.

Dave started to jerk his own dick. It kept getting bigger the firmer it got.

Todd asked, “No offense, but store your rod and drive me home.”

“Yeah, you're so cute that maybe I should drive you home.”

Todd said, “Really? You think I’m that hot?”

“Hottest woman I’ve ever made a move on. So hot, so hot. Look at that trap face. That cute trap dick. Never been into dick before in real life. Only watched girls like you in videos, but a hot chick is a hot chick,” replied Dave.

“Thanks, I think.”

“Ah, fuck it you’re too hot not to tap,” declared Dave. Dave’s vacuum lips were on Todd’s dick. Wow. Todd was sort of flattered. The thing was this Dave guy could suck. Todd found himself playing with his exposed nipples as Dave gobbled up his cock. Dave started adding in a touch of ball sucking. Todd’s shaved balls sucked so easily. It was just feeling perfect, when Dave let up. He said, “Are all you special sitter girls from the baby center this hot, this cute?”

Todd had a split second to stop this. He could kick Dave in his face and bolt from the car. Now was his chance. The thing was, he liked it. It was the best BJ he ever had. Todd found his will betraying him. It was too much fun to be the girl. His will power to remain a boy had failed once tonight already. Oh, to be the girl. It felt too good. This was so much better than being a boy. He jerked himself with anal stimulation as a girl tonight and he liked it. Damn, maybe he needed more anal stimulation. He said, “No, I’m the best bitch in Cami’s organization.”

“Cami sure knows what we parents need,” said Dave. Blam, back on the dick he went. Todd played with Dave’s hair as he got sucked. Dave started probing Todd’s ass with a finger. He was still lubed down there so Dave’s middle digit went deep inside with ease. Dave was working it back and forth while he sucked. That magic finger was better than any vibrator.

Dave stopped sucking. He adjusted himself. He had a condom in his hand. The gas station stop suddenly became clearer. Todd wanted to say no. No, he didn’t. Honestly, it was yes all the way. Cami’s little babysitter trick had changed him. He liked the new him. Only he wasn’t a him any longer. Todd was a her all the way. It was a fact that sex was better when you were a girl. Yes, she wanted to be the girl for Dave. The panties, the clothes, they were huge turn ons. But it was also the lust. She honestly never had a woman lust after her the way Dave did now. As a man, Todd had been a zero, as a babysitter she was all world. It turned her on. She was hot shit and she loved knowing it.

Todd said, “Fuck me.”

Dave sank it in Todd. Just a few inches. Then Dave arched over to cover Todd’s body. Dave started heaving. Every heave drove that solid boner of his deeper and deeper into Todd. Every heave, it felt better and better. Why did it feel so good? No one ever told Todd how great this felt. His little secret pink hold was stretched now, and Dave could do as he willed with Todd’s firm bottom. The car shocks were soon bouncing in rhythm. Todd could feel the hot breath of a man on her. It excited her as much as the cock in her ass did. The pure animal force of Dave grinding away was alluring. Dave did all the work, but Todd had all the power. Always before Todd had been powerless in sex. Basically, she was reduced to a sexual beggar by her female dates. A moron needing concert tickets just to touch a little boob was all Todd was before, but as the girl, she was in control. She drove Dave to the height of madness. It was her sexy body, her female touch, that had driven Dave wild. She had turned Dave on. Hell, she had turned Dave into a sissy lover. She hadn’t even had to do much but be hot and she’d turned Dave. That was power. She could turn men on. She wanted this power. Now that she found it, she’d never give it up. Todd was changed. Dave was fucking the last ounce of man out her. She was a girl now; a strong powerful girl that would drive men crazy. She was Venus.

Venus started frenching Dave. They started working together becoming one machine. The car windows steamed over. Venus was reaching the point of condensing too. She felt Dave pop deep inside her. She could feel Dave’s penis pump love juice into that condom. It was too bad he’d covered up Venus wanted the feel of that raw dog’s juice for herself.

Venus finally arrived with a deliciously wet anal orgasm. Her cum sprayed out between their two intertwined bodies.

Dave sat up. He looked over the mess they had just made. He said, “I guess you liked it.”

“You did too,” replied Venus.

Dave rolled off her. He hit on the defroster. He muttered, “I don’t know. It was the moment. I was lost in it. I like girls. I like girls.”

“I know. You like girls like me, that’s what you like. That’s what you crave. Forget other sitters and find a panty covered fantasy like me every time,” replied Venus.

“Yeah, maybe I will. But … I like girls. I do. I don't know what happened to me.”

“I’m a girl.”

“Yeah, maybe.”

Dave stared into space for a minute. Then Dave started up the engine. They drove silently to Cami’s place. Dave never said another word to Venus.


Chapter 7

Cami pulled her blue yoga pants up. They were getting tighter. She’d need to start a diet again. The terrible things one had to do to make an honest buck in this world. She thought of Venus. She laughed. She’d lost a stepbrother and gained a step-sister. In a way, it made sense. Todd never felt right as Todd anyway. She tossed her t-shirt on her desk. She put on a tight half-shirt. Her abs were still firm, tits round, and juicy, and hopefully so soon would her bank account be fat and juicy too.

Venus refused to talk about any babysitting jobs with her. All she said was, it paid well. Indeed, the babysitting business was booming. The hardest part was finding a few more Venuses to fill in all the requests.

The bell rang. The first mother was here.

Cami came out of the office. Debra arrived along with Candy. Debra had a glow about her. Cami relaxed. In her ideal world, Dave would have gone too far, and Todd would have socked Dave but good. In the real world, she was pretty sure how these things went down.

Debra bragged, “Cami, my Dave is a changed man. That sitter of yours worked wonders. Tell Venus, a job well done.”

Cami replied, “I will.”

Candy asked, “How do you know he’s cured?”

“We used Venus for a solid month, and now I had two young sitters this week, both asked to be driven home, and nothing.”

“Sure,” said Candy.

“I’m telling you they were slutty little skanks, the kind that normally could flirt a fifty off Dave with ease. Dave wouldn’t even drive them home. Told them to take an Uber.”

Candy repeated in disbelief, “Wouldn’t even drive them home.”

Debra continued, “Not only that but he threw out all his porn. He even stopped watching sexy TV shows. More than that, he joined the church’s all male choir. He says being around men is good pure clean fun. Amazing. No more worries about cheating.”

Candy asked, “All that from just one month with Venus?”

Debra replied, “Just one. That homo-psychology is amazing.”

“Homeo,” corrected Cami.

Candy asked Cami, “When can your Venus start to work for me?”

She replied, “I’ll check his … Her schedule.”

Debra added, “I’m going to tell all my friends to use your girls, Cami.”

Cami suppressed the happiness she felt. Good ole Venus, whatever she did, it was like magic. She had the best stepsister ever.
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