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CHAPTER 1:

"Okay, level with me. Where are you getting all of this money from?" I asked my roommate Bob, one afternoon.

"I don't know what you mean," Bob said, trying to sound innocent.

"You know exactly what I mean," I replied. "You used to be even more broke than I am. Now all of sudden you're buying expensive shoes, you just got a fancy new guitar, and I've seen you browsing web pages looking at cars. When we eat out you always flash a wad of cash, and even offer to pay sometimes. Don't tell me that's normal!"

"All right, you caught me. I've got a little side business going, that's all," Bob confessed.

"Oh, fuck! You're not dealing drugs are you?"

"No, I'm not dealing drugs, although drugs do play a little part in my enterprise."

"Well just tell me, for fuck's sake. It's not like I'm going to narc on you or something," I insisted.

"If you must know...I've been stripping," said Bob, with a straight face.

"Yeah, sure. With your body? Who the hell would pay to see you take off your clothes?"

"You would be surprised, my man, you would be surprised," Bob grinned.

"Shocked is more like it," I shot back.

"As offended as I am by your putdown of my manly physique I shall tell you my little secret anyways, because I was thinking about cutting you in on the deal."

"And just why would I want to strip?" I asked.

"Oh, for these reasons, and a lot more," said Bob as he waved a huge pile of money under my nose. "There's even more money for a team. If you work up a really good specialty act the sky's the limit."

"Forgive me for being skeptical, but I find that hard to believe," I snorted.

"You're forgetting the magic ingredient," said Bob, as he produced a little pink pill from his pocket. "I told you drugs were involved, in a way."

"What, you get everybody wasted and then they don't notice that you don't look like a stripper?"

"No, my man, I take the pill and then I look exactly like a stripper. Then I take another, and I turn back into the handsome specimen you see before you," Bob explained.

"Again, forgive me for being skeptical, but if this pill makes you look so hot why don't you just take it and look like that all the time?"

"For one very simple reason. The pill turns me into a girl."


CHAPTER 2:

I had heard about some mythical street drug that could change someone's gender but I never really believed that it existed. I mean, come on! That's crazy...isn't it? But why would Bob be jerking my chain like this?

"So you're saying that you take that little pill and become a female stripper, and that's how you've been making all of this money?" I asked, for clarification.

"Precisely. Of course it adds to my overhead having to keep stocked up on the pills, but I've been making more than enough to cover that easily," Bob replied.

"Well, what the hell do you know about stripping? Why would anybody pay you to change into a girl and strip for them? Wouldn't it be easier to just hire real chicks who know what they're doing?"

"Obviously the client doesn't know that I take a pill, and they don't seem to mind my act at all. I could show you the ropes in no time. With two of us we could work up something special. You've been to a bachelor party before, you know what the strippers are like. Do you honestly think they need years of dance training or something? The key is to look hot and act sexy."

"And that pill will let you do that?" I said in disbelief.

"Yeah, to a large extent. It makes me look hot, anyway. And you'd be surprised how sexy it feels to get all dressed up in that stuff and prance around in it."

"Now you're kind of freaking me out, dude."

"It makes total sense. If a real girl wants to strip they've got a reputation to worry about. Someone they know might be at that party, maybe even their boyfriend, or whatever. They're surely bound to run into someone they have a class with or bump into someone on campus, and it could get pretty uncomfortable. I'm a total stranger. Just a fantasy girl, because it is really just a fantasy. And whatever I do in that body is no reflection on the real me. I can be as slutty as I want to," said Bob with a grin.

"And how slutty do you want to be?" I inquired.

"That depends on the money. We're talking about the potential to make serious cash here."

"It kind of sounds to me like you're talking about the potential to perform sex acts with men," I pointed out.

"It's not required, believe me, but I try not to close the door to anything," said Bob. "I mean, it's not gay if you're a girl while doing it."

"So you've actually done it?"

"Well...I gave a guy a hand job once. Big deal. I've stroked my own dick a million times and nobody ever paid me to do it. You'd be surprised what you might be willing to do when someone pulls out a few hundred dollar bills. It's easy to take the high road now, while you're standing here as a man, but once your dancing and jiggling around in some sexy costume and dudes are literally throwing money at you it's pretty hard to resist."

"This all sounds like total bullshit to me," I scoffed. "Let me see you take one of those pills and turn into a girl. Then I might start to believe you."

"I'll do better than that...I'll let you take the pill and see for yourself. I think I look pretty hot as a girl but you might turn into a total dog, for all I know."

I knew that Bob was trying to goad me into "proving" that I could be any day as hot a woman as he allegedly was, but there was definitely an element of curiosity about the whole thing. I was certainly jealous of the money Bob was making but I found it hard  to believe that somehow taking a little pill would magically turn me into a sexy babe who could rake in the bucks doing a few parties, here and there.

"If you're at all interested I need to see what you look like, and you'll want to see for yourself to know that I'm not making this all up, so what have you got to lose by taking the pill here in our room. No one ever needs to know," Bob pointed out.

"You won't try to take a picture, or something?" I asked warily.

"A picture of what? You're not going to be a man in drag, you're going to be a woman. How could I possibly claim that a picture of a woman was actually my roommate, Darren Lawson? I'm guessing your own mother won't recognize you after you pop that pill."

It didn't seem like I was taking too much of a risk, once he put it that way. I trusted Bob enough to know that he wasn't going to give me anything physically harmful. I still suspected that it was just a cough drop or something and that he'd soon be laughing his ass off when I looked surprised that nothing had happened to me, so I made a point of resolving to not give him the satisfaction, no matter what happened.

It only took a moment for the pill to go to work on my body. Things grew. Things shrunk. Things changed. I don't know exactly how long it all took but probably not more than a minute or two, at the most. I felt a little dizzy, but that cleared up pretty quick.

"Holy crap! We're going to make a fortune," said Bob as he stared at me with wide eyes.

"What are you talking about?" I tried to say, before shutting my mouth at the strange sound of my voice. "Oh, my God! I sound like a girl!"

"That's because you are a girl...at the moment, that is. Come look in the mirror," said Bob as he led me over to the mirror above the dresser.

"Shit! Is that me?" I said in stunned disbelief.

"That's you, all right. And aren't you the babe? Let's see get a look at those tits."

"What?"

"Well, if you're going to strip you're going to have to take your clothes off in front of a lot of strange men. You look pretty stacked, even with that heavy shirt on, but don't you want to see those babies in all their glory?" asked Bob.

Strange men actually sounded easier to deal with for some reason. Bob was my buddy and my roommate. I suddenly got a little worried that maybe he was pulling some kind of a sex scam on me and trying to get into my pants, but that really didn't seem like Bob at all. With slightly trembling hands I pulled my shirt off and stared in wonder at the beautiful, female, breasts that were hanging proudly in front of me.

"Oh, yeah," Bob whistled appreciatively. "You're going to look so hot once we get you all fixed up."

"You really think so?" I said, feeling surprisingly pleased by that thought.

"No question about it, baby. Shake those money makers and let's see how they jiggle."

I put my hands under my breasts and sort of lifted them and then let them fall. Then with Bob's encouragement I kind of jumped up and down a couple of times and let them jiggle on their own. It was strangely mesmerizing to watch my body responding to my mental commands while not recognized myself at all in the process.

"Take it off, baby. Take it all off!" said Bob, cheering me on and clapping enthusiastically.

I wriggled out of my pants and removed my underwear and the reflection staring at me in the mirror did certainly appear to be that of a very sexy young lady. Even without makeup my face looked very feminine and the curviness of my body would surely be good enough to attract plenty of positive male attention anyway. I looked good. It was all crazy, but I looked pretty damn good!

"Now dance a little," suggested Bob as he switched on some music.

"I don't know shit about dancing," I protested.

"Who does? Who cares? Just shake your booty and look like you're having fun."

I tried, and to my surprise it wasn't that hard to do. I'd seen strippers before so trying to mimic their basic routine was pretty easy. It was actually kind of fun, too. I felt very free and liberated, dancing around in the nude like an idiot, not caring in the least what anybody thought.

"Red is going to be so happy that I found a partner like you," said Bob proudly.

"Red? You mean that big dude who lives down the hall? What's he got to do with this?" I asked.

"He's our manager," Bob replied casually.

"You mean he's a pimp?"

"Not exactly. He's like a talent agent and a body guard. He gets us the gigs, lays down the rules when we get there, stays to make sure that everybody's cool, and takes his cut," Bob explained. "Believe me, we want Red. This is kind of his deal anyway."

"What do you mean?"

"Well, I was dumb enough to get in a poker game one time and lost some money to Red that I didn't really have to lose. He offered me the chance to work off my debt and that's how I became a stripper. I paid him off after the first gig, but the money was pretty sweet so I decided to keep doing it. So what do you say? Are you in...partner?"

"I might regret this but...what the fuck...I guess I'm in...partner!"


CHAPTER 3:

Red was indeed pleased that I had joined his little stable of talent, especially when he saw what I looked like as a female. I had been required to "audition" for him, which was basically just going through the same routine that I had gone through with Bob. I'll admit that I had some very conflicting emotions going on as I disrobed for Red Watkins. I lived in the same dorm building with the guy but we were hardly buddies. He was a pretty intimidating dude, which I suppose made him a good bodyguard, but I didn't know him at all and had to trust that he would keep my identity secret. Bob knew, but Bob was my friend, and Bob was doing the same thing. I didn't want it being spread around the campus that we were a couple of queers or something.

On the other hand I got kind of a thrill out of getting naked for the guy and shaking my ass for him. I could tell he was really impressed, and that gave me kind of a sense of power. I'd walked past the guy in the hall I don't know how many times and always just kind of stayed clear of him, but now he was going to be my protector. Those bulging muscles would soon be keeping rowdy frat boys from getting out of hand, on my behalf. If you're going to have a bodyguard better to have one with Red's body, I figured.

I had to pose for a couple of photos, which I did after Bob got some basic makeup on me, and I had to choose my stripper name, which was harder than I thought it would be. Bob went by the name Susie St. James, and I ran through a whole list of options in my head before I settled on Destiny Dubois. "Destiny" sounded sexy to me and "Dubois" was the name of a hot teacher I had back in junior high. Together it just seemed to sound like stripping to me.

Our first job sounded like it wasn't going to be that tough. We were going to dress up like cheerleaders and go to a football party. We would start off by doing a little "pep rally" shit with pompoms, or whatever, and then basically be topless waitresses during the game, bringing guys their drinks or nachos and whatnot. We would also be without our panties the whole time so naturally we would be expected to bend over a fair amount when serving snacks. We also had to do a little cheer whenever the home team scored a touchdown.

When Bob told me how much we were going to be making for this little spectacle my jaw literally dropped.

"And that's not counting tips," Bob pointed out. "Sometimes that can be a lot more than the salary, but probably not on this gig."

"How come?" I inquired.

"Football parties tend to be a lot more tame than bachelor parties," he explained. "A lot of the time the guys are going to actually watch the game. At a bachelor party you're the whole entertainment. It also depends on if there's a lot of betting go on. If everybody's got a big wad of cash somebody's going to be winning, and if they think that you're bringing them luck, so much the better."

I was really comforted by how much Bob seemed to know about this business, and the casual way in which he discussed it. There was no shame or embarrassment. It was just a job. The fact that we were going to be sexually objectified didn't really enter my mind much at all. I wasn't really a woman so what was there to get offended by? I knew what guys were like, especially if they were drinking and there were pretty girls around. As long as I knew that Red was there to see that nobody got out of line I didn't feel like I had much to worry about at all.

Bob had a nice little collection of female clothes and costumes going, which he had managed to keep secret from me up until now, but since we were both in the same line of work he moved his stuff to the closet. He had a cheerleader outfit that he had used before but I needed a matching one so I went with him to the same costume shop where he got a lot of his stuff and came home ready to go to work.

When "game day" arrived Susie and I were all ready with our cheerleader costumes on and our "routines" practiced to the point that we felt quite comfortable about performing them in front of people. We sat in the back of the car while Red drove us to the location and I began to have some second thoughts. I wasn't sure whether I would really be able to go through with the thing once I got there, but Susie held my hand much of the way and I tried to concentrate on the money we would be making.

The house was a pretty nice place with a huge television and there was a decent crowd of guests as we arrived. I suppose it had to be a pretty large party to spend this kind of money on special entertainment. Susie and I adjourned to the bathroom while Red sat on the couch, having a beer, and explaining the ground rules.

The rules were pretty simple. Insulting language wasn't allowed, so no "bitch" or "cunt" but "sweetie," "honey," and "babe" were all good to go. No prolonged touching. A quick pinch, spank, or grab would probably be fine, but tips were expected. No overt sexual activity, either between us and the clients, or between ourselves, unless a fee was negotiated for said services. After the rules were laid out it was show time!

Susie and I bounced out of the bathroom and took "center stage" to perform our pre-game cheers. Having no panties on, and very, very, short skirts, we naturally did everything we could to flash a little beaver by bending over or jumping up and down. The men cheered us on quite enthusiastically and there were many whistles and catcalls, which I found kind of amusing. I doubt if the Bolshoi Ballet ever got this kind of raucous approval for even their finest performance of Giselle.

Then it was time to lose our tops and get to work as waitresses. We had to be ready, of course, to perform another routine if the home team scored a touchdown, but a lot of our task was just walking around looking hot. It was kind of a trip to bring some dude a beer and watch as his eyes riveted to my boobs, which I tried to get as close to his face as possible. I definitely learned that I had to be ready whenever I was bending over because invariably someone would flip up my little skirt and give me a spank or a pinch and I didn't want to spill anything on the customers. Fortunately the butt play usually resulted in someone sticking some money in the waistband of my skirt so I took it all in stride.

It turned out to be a fairly high scoring game and we were kind of running out of choreographed routines but we had brought along a football and improvised some "instant replays," like taking the hike from center as suggestively as possible or tackling each other with as much "illegal use of hands" as possible. The guys ate it up with a spoon and we had a blast doing it.

"Beer me bitch!" one drunken fan called out near the end of the game.

Red looked like he was ready to intercede but I just smiled and waved him off. I went to fetch the requested beer and rubbed it in between my rather impressive bosom while hiking up my skirt for a full muff view.

"Sure thing...tip me stud," I said seductively while performing these antics.

The intoxicated fan fumbled through his pockets but produced a healthy wad of cash which he tucked in my waistband.

"Thanks, I mean, no offense," stammered the drunk as he caught Red's withering glance out of the corner of his eye.

"None taken," I replied. "Enjoy the rest of the game."

When it was all said and done Susie and I put our tops back on and Red escorted us back to the car. Quite a few guys had attempted to get my phone number or my email address but I always just laughed or made some little joke. After Red got his cut and the "expenses" were covered I was astonished by how much cash I was left holding in my hand. It seemed like the easiest money I had ever made.

"You were fantastic, babe!" said Susie enthusiastically. "I love how you handled that drunk. Wasn't she great, Red?"

"Yeah. A total pro," Red grunted.

Red seemed to be a man of few words but I sensed that he had appreciated my work and that made me happy. I could have chickened out or been a shy wimp, but I went for it whole-heartedly. In truth, it wasn't hard to do. I had enjoyed myself thoroughly and couldn't wait to do it again.


CHAPTER 4:

"Red wants to know if we're interested in kicking it up a notch," said Bob casually as we were sitting around our room one evening.

"What does that mean exactly?" I inquired.

"Getting more sexual. Licking and touching each other, maybe masturbating with a dildo," Bob replied. "Apparently there's some pretty good money in that."

"Just doing it with each other, right? Not having sex with a dude."

"No, just us...at least for now. He's not pushing for anything beyond the usual lap dance stuff, but I sort of suspect that if we wanted to go further he could land some really big paydays for us."

"Well it's weird enough for me to sit here talking about licking each other so maybe we should move in slower stages," I joked. "Although Susie St. James is a pretty righteous piece of ass and I wouldn't mind licking her all over."

I had done a couple of gigs by now and was really starting to get the hang of it, although walking in heels was still taking some practice. The cheerleader outfit allowed me to wear athletic shoes but for most stuff I needed sexier footgear, like heels or boots. I probably looked pretty silly walking around my dorm room wearing high heels, but fortunately I always remembered to kick them off if someone came to the door.

I was "investing" in some female clothing but still able to pocket a good deal of money so far. If "kicking it up a notch" meant even more revenue then I was all in favor of it. A little girl-on-girl action sounded pretty fun to me.

In all honesty I was really getting a kick out of being Destiny Dubois. The secret, double life, thing was kind of a thrill, and the sexy aspect of becoming a stripper was a kinky blast. Susie and I just looked so hot in whatever outfit we dressed up in and it never failed to get the kind of reactions we were hoping for.

Our first "sex show" was going to be for a slightly different crowd. It was a retirement party for a cop, of all things, but Red assured us that it was all cool and they were just as horny as anyone else. It was a little older group than usual, but they seemed no less predisposed to partying their heads off.

Naturally we came in "sexy cop" costumes and gave our nightsticks a good deal of suggestive attention, rubbing it between our legs or pretending to blow it like it was cock. The guest of honor got to handcuff me, with my hands behind my back, and then I rubbed my big tits in his face while his buddies cheered and laughed and egged him on. He was probably a respectable family man with a wife and kids, maybe even grandkids, if he started early enough, but male rituals are what they are. If someone throws you a party with a stripper you pretty much roll with it if you want to save face. Nobody ever thinks of it as infidelity.

Once we had finished our strip routine, and gotten primarily naked, it was time for the real show to begin. We each produced a vibrating dildo and sat on a couch, with our legs spread open, as we toyed with the outside of our pussies. After letting the device just kind of run up and down our slits we offered each other the chance to taste our toys, which brought an incredibly loud response. As I sucked my roommate's pussy juice off of a purple dildo in front of a room full of policeman I wondered, for a second, how in the hell I had ever ended up in this situation. Then I remembered the money and went back to work.

Susie got on the floor, with her ass facing the crowd, and I joined her on my knees. Then I took my vibrator and slid it around her snatch a bit before I let it slip inside her. Pretty soon I was giving her a pretty good fucking with that thing, and she seemed to be enjoying it, although I had no way of knowing whether she was just pretending.

Then it was my turn, so we exchanged places and after a little warm up, I had the marvelous sensation of being penetrated for the first time. We had certainly discussed and planned this whole routine out in advance, but that had been when we were men and we just kind of "mimed" the motions. It was quite a different thing to actually be showing my bare ass to a roomful of horny law enforcement agents while feeling my pussy being stretched and pounded by a big piece of latex.

After a while we both returned to the couch and took our vibrators in hand to try and masturbate ourselves into an orgasm. I again had no idea whether Susie was faking it, but I sure as hell wasn't. I had never been this sexually aroused in my life and I couldn't believe how wet I had gotten from all of this. I got even wetter when my orgasm hit in full force and I moaned my fool head off.

To wrap things up we sucked off each other's dildos again, which were definitely quite yummy by this point, and then we kissed rather passionately for quite a while. There was a pile of money strewn all around us and we just sort of scooped it up without worrying about who the tips had been meant for, gave the retiree a sweet kiss on the cheek, and said farewell to our boys in blue.

Much to my surprise Susie started kissing me as soon as we were in the back seat and on our way home. I didn't mind at all, and Red seemed to find it amusing.

"Hey, you're not on the clock anymore," he joked over his shoulder.

We ignored him and continued to explore each other's mouth with our tongues while our hands went straight for each other's pussies. I was still cranked up on the high energy sexual environment of the evening, and I guess Susie was, too.

Usually we took the pill and changed back in the car before going back into the dorm but I wondered whether Susie would suggest that we stay female a little longer so that we could continue this fun in our room, but that would probably have posed some issues with keeping our identities secret, and reluctantly we transformed back into Bob and Darren.

Fortunately that seemed to snap us out of our reverie and we went back to our room as casually as ever. The fact that we had just been kissing each other and touching our genitals seemed as quickly forgotten as the physical transformation back into men had been. That was somewhat of a relief to me because I had sort of feared that Bob would want to get it on even if we weren't Susie and Destiny anymore.

It wasn't like we were uncomfortable by the knowledge of what we had just done together but it was just the sort of thing that needed to be kept in perspective. Susie and Destiny were like two totally different people to us. What they did was their business. Our business was seeing that they kept making as much money as possible.


CHAPTER 5:

It wasn't all that long before we "kicked it up another notch" and started getting more aggressively sexual with the male clientele. When we gave lap dances we often added stimulating the guy through his pants with our hands until he ejaculated. Then we let a guest of honor whip it out while we jacked him off. When two frat boys were celebrating their birthdays at the same party we took the next step in the "evolution" of our act.

Fucking each other and masturbating was pretty common by now, although not everyone wanted that kind of display, but actually giving head was a pretty big leap for both of us. As Susie, or Bob at that time, had pointed out, jacking a guy off wasn't all that different than stroking yourself. I certainly knew what it felt like to have a cock in my hand, although it's naturally a little different experience when it's someone else's cock.

A blow job was another thing entirely, but I really didn't fret about it all that much. I had done plenty of simulated head with props and sex toys so I had some idea of what to do with the real thing. That was all well and good, but the whole idea of putting someone's penis in my mouth still seemed pretty freaky to me. It wasn't even as much the idea of it being sort of gay, since I was really a guy, but just the raw intimacy of such an act, especially with a total stranger.

Despite any misgivings that might have tugged at the back of my brain I was fully committed to doing what we had signed on to do so when the birthday boys produced their peckers we kind of squatted down on our heels and took the lads in hand.

Quite a circle took shape around us as everyone wanted to see the lucky recipients of our oral attentions, and I think that both Susie and I gave them a pretty good show for the money. The deal called for them to pull out and jack themselves off on our tits when they were ready but my guy either had bad aim or wanted me to get a facial because a fair wad of his good hit my chin and neck.

Fortunately Red didn't jump in and beat the crap out of the guy, but I was pretty sure he would have if I had complained. I figured I was going to be a sticky mess afterwards anyway so a little on my face seemed no worse than a lot on my boobs.

I suppose I should have seen it coming, and I couldn't really blame the guy, but I was still a little surprised when Red brought up the subject of taking less of a cut in return for certain favors, as we were heading home after the party. The poor guy had to just sit there and watch our outrageous antics all night, probably as hard as a rock the whole time. Why wouldn't he want to get his dick sucked?

Susie and I had no objection to the plan, and after negotiating the deal, Red pulled the car over to a secluded area and parked. Then he joined us in the backseat, sitting between us, as we helped him get his dick out of his pants. The man's cock was definitely hard and just as massive as the rest of him. I was honestly a little intimidated by his size, but a deal is a deal, and there was no backing out now.

Susie and I giggled like silly idiots as we started to stroke his lengthy shaft but soon it was all serious business once the licking and sucking started. At the beginning the process was kind of a "tag team" sort of thing where I would put Red's cock in my mouth while Susie ran her lips up and down his pole and then we would switch. Red placed his hands on our heads but he wasn't applying much pressure or anything at that point.

"Oh, good girls," he moaned. "You've got a taste of cock and now you're hungry for it. Pretty girls like you should always be hungry for cock. Doesn't Red know how to take care of his ladies?"

"You're the best Red," said Susie, as my mouth was currently occupied.

"Damn right. And that's why I have the best girls. Girls like you who know what their pretty little mouths are for. That's it...suck it...suck it good, ladies."

I finally knew what it took to make Red loquacious. The man had not demonstrated any passion for conversation before but it was actually kind of nice to hear him open up like this, even if the topic was kind of one-dimensional.

"God damn! You are fine little cocksuckers. I might have to keep you on those girly pills all the time so that I can come down to your room whenever I need some relief," Red grunted.

I didn't think that such a plan would work too well with my continuing desire to further my education but Red probably wasn't working out all of the details at the moment. I was just pleased, for some reason, that he thought we were good little cocksuckers, and it made me all the more determined to be even better.

Just to mix it up a little we kind of played with the tip of his dick for a while by flicking our tongues rather rapidly at his purple head. I could feel Susie's hot breath on my face and that just turned me on even more.

Next we began to slide our lips up and down his shaft again, only this time we both did so simultaneously. Red seemed to be getting ready to pop so we went back to our original suck and lick formula. As Red began to ejaculate it was Susie's turn to be clamped down on his cock so she took the first couple of spurts. Then she passed the baton to me and I finished the race.

There was no discussion about jacking off on our tits or face or anything beforehand. I guess we both just sort of knew what was going to happen and tried not to think about it too much along the way. Red's cum was hot, and sticky, and salty, but I didn't mind swallowing that much. I was so freaking horny that I wanted it all. I wanted the whole experience. I had snuck a little taste of the party boy's jizz, and it didn't taste bad, so getting a few good squirts right in the mouth was nothing I couldn't handle.

Red made some more congratulatory remarks about our BJ prowess, and assured us that we would all be making a ton of money, and then got back in the front seat and drove us home. Susie and I didn't fool around this time, but we did hold hands the whole way back. I think it was a bond of solidarity, more than anything else. We knew that in less than an hour we'd be sitting in our dorm room as two college dudes with homework to finish, but that we had shared something really intense, and intimate, and very, very, secret.

I hadn't known Bob before we became roommates, but now we were incredibly close. Fortunately it was relatively easy to forget that, once we were back in our male bodies, because we didn't look much like Susie and Destiny. When I replayed something in my head it was more like watching a video of two strangers rather than being a memory in my mind's eye, although it was impossible to completely get some things out of my head.

Bob and I had just sucked off the big guy who lived down the hall from us. We knew what his cock looked like. We knew what his cum tasted like. He knew that we knew those things. I wondered whether that gave him some kind of an extra thrill. What kind of man allows himself to be turned into a female stripper? Stripper, hell...we were right on the edge of prostitution, as far as I could see. Most of our gigs were probably going to be of the more conventional dance and shake it variety, but I wondered what sort of contacts Red might have. He seemed awfully pleased that we had graduated to cock sucking, and not just for his own pleasure, I suspected.

Well, I could always quit anytime I wanted. I had already made a nice bundle, and managed to bank a fair amount of it. The thing of it was, I didn't really mind doing the sex stuff all that much. Maybe I even kind of liked it, in a way. I sure did get aroused pretty heavily whenever I was being Destiny Dubois. It seemed good that I liked it, since it made it easier to do the job, but kind of bad that I liked it, since I was actually a guy and didn't want to have sex with men. Fortunately I didn't have to have sex with men, Destiny did. As long as I kept that distinction clear in my head everything should be fine.


CHAPTER 6:

During one especially raunchy bachelor party I had a chance to take a break for a moment or two while the groom-to-be got a vigorous lap dance from Susie. As everyone else was focused on that attraction I was a little surprised when a kind of serious-looking guy came up to me and tried to spark a conversation. He wasn't dressed as casually as the rest of the crowd and his glasses made him seem like a bit of an egghead, I guess.

"Excuse me, I don't mean to offend you, but I was just wondering why you did this sort of thing?" he asked.

"For the money," I replied.

"So you come from a disadvantaged background and this is the only avenue open to you for survival?"

"Not in the least. I just like to make money. And it's fun," I said cheerfully.

"But you do know that you're being sexually objectified," he insisted. "By allowing yourself to be degraded for the pleasure of men you're only contributing to a climate of misogyny and setting back the progress of women everywhere."

"Personally, I've always found the militant feminist viewpoint on pornography to be somewhat of a fallacy. Sexual liberation is empowering and trying to make women feel ashamed of their bodies seems more like a setback to progress to me, but that's just one person's opinion," I quipped rather dryly.

"You seem to be rather well-educated."

"Does that not fit with your preconceived notion of my place in the social hierarchy?"

"No, I didn't mean it to sound that way. I guess I'm just not very good around women...especially when they're so attractive and so naked and right in front of me," he stammered.

"So why are you here if you object to this sort of misogynistic display?" I inquired.

"Oh, the groom's my brother. I sort of have to be here," he answered.

"Well, judging by the way your brother seems to be enjoying himself at the moment I would guess that he doesn't share your particular viewpoint on this issue," I joked.

"No, I'm a Sociology major and I guess I tend to see everything through the perspective of a classroom dynamic. I really didn't mean to offend you."

"No problem. I'm not trying to offend anyone either, or set back the course of women's liberation. I just enjoy doing this and I happen to get paid well in the process. Now, if you'll excuse me..."

"Hey, if you ever want to discuss sociology, or...whatever, with me I'd be happy to do it over dinner sometime."

"Thanks, I'll keep that in mind," I said with a smile as I kissed him on the forehead and went back to work.

After the lap dance the groom had somehow managed not to shoot his load in his pants so we both helped him to get off with a little stroking and a little sucking. It didn't take too long but it definitely capped off the festivities for the evening.

As I was getting ready to leave I felt my garter belt being stretched and some money being slipped into it, as was often the case at these affairs. When I turned to see who my benefactor was I was just able to catch a glimpse of the groom's brother walking away rather quickly. When I pulled out his "donation" I discovered that he had written his contact info on a piece of paper and slipped it in between two bills. I almost wadded it up right there but something made me hang onto it, though I had no reason in the world to do so. I wasn't in any position to be going to dinner with men, let alone men who thought I was a scourge on society. Still, he was kind of cute and I liked the way he sort of blushed when he tried not to stare at my bare breasts.


CHAPTER 7:

On our way back to the dorm Red took a little detour and we found ourselves parked in kind of a disheveled-looking alley. I thought for a moment that maybe Red was going to score some drugs, or something, but instead he just turned around in the driver's seat to face us.

"Well, ladies, I think it's about time you got properly broken in, don't you?" he said pleasantly.

"Broken in?" I asked.

"You know...fucked. You're going to want to fuck sometime, I imagine, and sooner than later I would guess. I might as well be the first as anyone else. Or you can just suck my dick again, if you'd rather."

Susie and I just kind of looked at each other but neither one of us had any serious objection to the idea. Red was our man. He got us our gigs and kept us safe and we had already agreed to trade favors for him taking a smaller cut. I was definitely curious about having intercourse in this body so I got out of the car quite willingly, and Susie was right behind.

"Now, just put your hands up against the wall and arch your backs," Red instructed.

We did as we were told and soon our panties were pulled down to our feet and we sort of kicked them off so that we could spread our legs a little more. I was so excited by the raw, hard, sexuality of the whole thing that I could feel myself getting moist.

As Red took his position behind Susie I could feel him slipping two fingers inside my pussy. Then I heard Susie's exclamation of surprise and knew that Red was inside her. He continued to finger fuck me while Susie got the main course and I tried to glance over my shoulder to see something of the proceedings.

"Oh, my God, Red! God damn! Fuck! Fuck!" Susie moaned, trying to keep her voice down.

"It feels good, doesn't it baby? A nice, big, cock in your tight, wet, snatch," said Red.

It sure sounded like it felt good from the way Susie was carrying on and I couldn't wait for my turn.

"I want you, too, Red. I want your cock," I practically pleaded.

"Of course, baby, I wasn't going to forget you. I'll give you all the cock you can handle," he said as he shifted over and prepared to mount me.

"Oh, fuck that's big!" I gasped as the fullness of his manhood penetrated my wet slit. "You're so much bigger than my dildo!"

"Damn, right baby! Big and hard and all for my ladies."

Red was humping me hard up against that wall and I wanted to scream but I managed to keep my sounds to a dull, steady, whimper. My brain was overloaded and my body was in hyper-drive. I was such a dirty slut. Such a dirty, dirty, dirty, slut...and I was loving it!

After a while Red stopped with the finger banging and just moved back and forth between us, grabbing our hips or reaching around to squeeze our tits as he rammed his mighty staff into our wet little holes. That just meant that we could get a better look at our partner's delight while we masturbated and waited for another round.

Eventually Red said that he was getting ready to finish and had us get on our knees with our mouths open to receive his salty nectar. He gave us each a generous portion of his hot cum for us to savor and we finished him up quite neatly, like a child who's allowed to lick the spoon after it's covered with cake frosting.

Then we got in the car and drove home.


CHAPTER 8:

I had absolutely adored getting fucked like that. I didn't even know what Red was majoring in, or studying, if anything, but I knew he was a total stud. I pictured him being a Physical Education major or something, but that was kind of like the nerd at the party jumping to the conclusion that I was an airhead bimbo because I was a stripper. Red could be a Pre-Med student, for all I knew, though I sort of guessed that he wasn't.

The more we gave him sexual favors the more he probably became our pimp, but that didn't bother me that much. He was one strong dude, and he not only had a big cock, he seemed to know how to use it. He had reduced me to a whimpering horn dog who actually begged him to fuck me. Holy shit, I'd never come close to having that kind of impact on a woman before.

I knew the term "bull" often meant a guy who fucked wives in front of their cuckold husbands but it sort of seemed to apply to Red, in a way. Bob and I were kind of the wives and humiliated husbands all rolled into one. The guys at the parties we worked only knew us as women, but Red saw us as men all the time. We certainly hadn't become drinking buddies, or anything like that, but I noticed that Red was more likely to say hello when we crossed paths. I think he even winked at me one time, but I tried to dismiss it as something getting in his eye.

On the other hand I had "entertained" a couple of people that I knew from school. Not super-close friends, but guys I had seen around or had classes with. I hadn't done anything sexually with any of them, in a physical way, but I knew that they had seen me naked, yet they had absolutely no idea that it was me. I think I was more aroused by that thought than uncomfortable with it, but it was hard to tell sometimes. There was always that little fear that they'd recognize me somehow, as impossible as that probably was.

Despite my best efforts to deny it I sort of felt like I was being "feminized," in a way, although that's a hard thing to describe. The highly sexual nature of my work allowed me to prance around my room in heels, or practice my best "pouty" expressions in the mirror, but it hardly explained why I was seriously considering taking that Sociology major up on his dinner date proposal.

I suppose I was sort of intrigued to find out what it was like to be Destiny Dubois in a more "normal" setting. Ronald Bentley, as his note had identified himself, was definitely a conversationalist, even if I wasn't crazy about everything he had said. I actually kind of liked that. It would be a good opportunity to go out and just chat with a dude over dinner without any sort of romantic complications. He knew what sort of a woman I was, or he must have figured it out when he saw his brother's cock in my mouth. He would be more interested in using me as research material for a term paper than writing me poems of love.

I knew I would need some "street clothes" to go on a proper date, since turning up in my stripper garb might be a little over-the-top, so I went shopping and found something relatively conservative, that any college girl might wear in such a situation. Bob and I had a healthy supply of pills on hand, most of the time, so changing into Destiny and back again was no big deal. I could probably get dressed in my room and leave the dorm without causing too much notice as there was no rule against women in the building during reasonable hours, but I would probably change back in my car before coming home. If someone saw a girl leaving our room, so what? Bob could always say it was his sister, or some chick he was getting it on with, if he wanted to elevate his status around the place as a cocks-man.

I couldn't let Ronald have any idea where I lived so I agreed to meet him at the restaurant of his choice. When he suggested a place near campus, known locally as the "Roadhouse," I almost chuckled. That was a pretty common date place and I had taken a few girls there myself. It looked like the shoe was on the other foot this time, or the comfortable wedge pump, as I didn't feel like breaking out the high heels if I wasn't on the clock.

"Are you really going on a date?" Bob asked in amazement as I got ready.

"It's not exactly a date. I'm just going to dinner with a guy," I said, as I carefully applied my mascara.

"Is he paying for it?"

"He said he would."

"Then it's a date," Bob chuckled.

"If you've got to put a label on it," I shot back.

"Is he cute?"

"Kind of. In an intellectual sort of way," I replied casually.

"Me, I like the rugged type," said Bob with no trace of irony in his voice.

"Like Red?"

"Yeah, like Red I suppose. I mean, when I'm Susie that is."

"I know what you meant. Well...how do I look?"

"You look awesome, baby. Are you sure you don't want to stay in and let me fuck you? I'll buy you dinner later if that's what it takes to get into your panties," Bob joked.

"Nobody's getting into my panties tonight...least of all you!" I grinned as I headed for the door. "But if you want to tell people that the hot chick they saw leaving your room just gave you the best BJ of your life, feel free."

I knew it wasn't a date but I still got those first date jitters as I pulled up at the Roadhouse. Perhaps they were even intensified a little because I had never been out in public like this, and certainly not without my bodyguard. I was a little nervous, but excited at the same time.

Ronald looked very nice, and even wore a tie for the occasion. I appreciated the gesture and was glad that I had picked a nice outfit that was neither too flashy nor too conservative. I wanted to look feminine but not trashy. We got a booth and dove right into conversation.

"I am so glad that you accepted my invitation," said Ronald. "I've really been wanting to atone for the rude things I said the other night."

"You were just stating an opinion, that's all. You're a sociology student so you were bound to be curious. As Thomas Hobbes said, 'Curiosity is the lust of the mind," I joked.

"Are you a philosophy major?"

"No, business administration, so you see, I really do just like making money. But if I was a philosophy major stripping would probably come in handy as it's not the most lucrative degree you can achieve. So how was the wedding?" I asked, changing the subject.

"The wedding?"

"Your brother's wedding," I reminded him.

"Oh...it was lovely. Thanks for asking," Ronald replied.

"Did it bother you seeing your brother getting his dick sucked right before the wedding?"

"Not really. That's just the way my brother is," said Ronald with a shrug.

"And did it bother you seeming me with your brother's dick in my mouth?"

"Well...it kind of made me jealous, I suppose," Ronald admitted softly.

"You could have said something, you know. It wouldn't have taken all that much to get your own turn."

"Is sex always transactional with you?"

"Not necessarily," I replied carefully. "It certainly is when I'm working. What I do on my own time is up to me."

"Well I'm glad you're on your own time now," said Ronald with a smile.

"So am I," I replied as the waitress arrived to take our order.


CHAPTER 9:

"I still can't quite figure you out," said Ronald after we had finished our meal and were taking a little stroll around the block. "Why does a girl who's obviously well-read, and witty, and intelligent allow herself to be ogled by a pack of drunken, leering, men?"

"Well, let me put it to you this way," I began. "What is it that a professional athlete makes his money with? His body, right? If he's lucky enough to have an athletic build and he learns how to use his body to be good at sports he can make quite a nice living for a while. It doesn't matter if he's smart or up on current events, as long as he can use his body to entertain a traditionally male audience he doesn't mind be ogled. We just don't refer to it as ogling because of the latent homosexual underpinnings that would imply. If you were 6' 10" you'd probably be on the basketball team instead of majoring in sociology."

"But there's some skill involved in being proficient at sports," Ronald interjected.

"And there's some skill involved in stripping. It's not rocket science, but neither is football. Otherwise Cal Tech and MIT would be the national champions every year," I joked.

"So you really do enjoy stripping?"

"Absolutely. It's kind of a performance, I guess. It's not high art, but it does make me feel sexy and pretty and appreciated, and try not to read too much into that. It's not a mechanism for coping with low self-esteem or anything like that. Can't a girl have a little fun these days?"

"It's so interesting to hear this other perspective," said Ronald. "Most of the women I know wouldn't be caught dead stripping. Of course, I'm not sure how many people would pay to see them do it, even if they wanted to."

"Whenever money is involved everybody becomes a commodity, of a sorts, I suppose. When you send your résumé to somebody you're essentially trying to sell yourself. Different jobs have different requirements. Everybody pretty much sells themselves at some point, unless they're independently wealthy, or a bum."

"Or somebody's wife," Ronald pointed out.

"Now who sounds sexist?" I teased. "You could have said spouse. Why make the implication that only women marry for money?"

"You're right, you're completely right. I just get so confused and kind of tongue tied when I think about..."

"My big tits in your face that you couldn't stop staring at?"

"Oh, God! Was I staring?" Ronald asked in a panic.

"No, but you were sure trying hard not to."

"Yeah, that's for sure. I came over feeling morally indignant but while I was talking to you I got a...well, an erection."

"In my line of work that's a compliment, not an insult," I said with a chuckle.

"In some ways I wish you had been clueless, or jaded, or completely dismissive of what I had to say. When it turned out that you were nothing like I was expecting it kind of sent my head spinning. You were standing there, buck naked, completely comfortable in your own body, making some very valid points that I had never considered before. I wanted you so badly, but I feared that it would make me just like all of the other men at that party," Ronald confessed.

"And there's nothing wrong with that. That's a natural, biological, instinct. Maybe you needed to drink a little more. That seems to make most men become a little less complicated and a little more primitive. Fortunately for you I like your complexity, which is why I'm here with you now instead of with one of those other guys."

"I still can't believe that you are here with me. You're so gorgeous and intelligent you could have any man you wanted."

"Well I think you're cute," I said with a smile.

"Would it be all right if I kissed you?"

"I don't know...you got ten bucks. Just kidding! Just kidding! I was afraid you were going to reach for your wallet there for a moment. Of course you can kiss me. Although are you sure you want to, knowing where my lips have been?"

"I'm sure I want to," Ronald replied as he took me in his arms.

The passion of his kiss kind of threw me for a loop. I wasn't expecting that, I suppose. Kissing and stripping didn't usually go together, unless I was kissing Susie. I'd given head and hand jobs, and Red had fucked me from behind, but for some reason this kiss seemed far more intimate than any of those things and it made me tingle a little. I guess I assumed that Ronald, being a shy guy around the ladies, would sort of give me a quick peck on the lips and then hyperventilate. Now I was the one who felt like I needed to fan myself. The boy was definitely not shy when it came to locking lips.

"I'd like to see you again," he said when we finally resumed breathing.

"I'd like that, too."


CHAPTER 10:

I did like the idea of seeing Ronald again but I tried to convince myself that it was pointless and a bad idea all around. I think I went out with him largely because I wanted to experience a more "normal" female situation, one that wasn't just about sex and money, but I also kind of liked the fact that he was the only guy so far who had even bothered to try and talk to me as a person. True, his purpose in doing so was probably a little pretentious, but he didn't seem like such a jerk, once I got to know him better. And that kiss...so out of the blue and unexpected. It made my pulse race.

Fortunately I didn't have a whole lot of time to dwell on that, at the moment. Between school and my night job I was kept pretty busy. I was making so much money I sort of wondered whether it was even worth going to school any more, but of course this was just part-time work, and I would need a real career when I graduated.

Giving Red his payment in sexual favors had continued pretty steadily, but not all the time. It was usually when we had just done a particularly racy show. I don't know whether he just assumed that we'd be more aroused, or whether he was more aroused, but either way it usually capped off a pretty wild and horny evening for all of us.

It was with some surprise, and trepidation, that Red invited us to his room to "party" with him and one of his friends. I assumed that Red had a roommate, like the rest of us, but I had honestly never seen anyone who appeared to regularly come and go from that room. I had no idea if this "friend" was the mysterious roommate, or some other acquaintance of his, but Bob assured me that Red was working on some even bigger projects for us and that it wouldn't hurt to socialize with him and his buddy.

I honestly had no objection to having sex with Red, or his friend, but I was a bit uncomfortable about the fact that we would be walking down the hall as men and turning into girls once we got to his room. The fact that it was primarily for sex, and only loosely connected to some sort of promise of big earnings in the future, made the whole thing seem even more embarrassing. On the other hand, I had grown to like Red, and I liked the way he fucked me, so I wasn't about to be left out of the party.

When we got to his room we met his pal, Marco, who was sitting on a bed taking a hit from a giant bong. Maybe this was his roommate, I thought. If he didn't have a roommate why did he have two beds?

Marco was a pretty scary-looking dude. He was wearing a black leather vest, with no shirt under it, and I could see his ripped body, and numerous tattoos, quite clearly. He had a thin mustache and a "soul patch" on his chin, but otherwise his head was completely devoid of hair, unlike Red, who got his nickname from the long, flowing, locks of amber that hung down past his shoulders.

"Well, these are my ladies," said Red proudly as Marco passed him the bong.

"Do you want us to change in the bathroom?" asked Bob, a bit nervously. "We brought some female clothes along."

"That's okay, honey, you won't need any clothes. Just strip and pop your pills right here, like good little girls," said Red.

"You want to watch us change?" I stammered in amazement.

"Yeah. Marco's never seen how it works. Now just get out of those useless man clothes and let's get the party started," Red instructed.

Now I definitely felt like I was in the presence of my bull. He wasn't saying anything to be mean or hurtful for the sake of it, but I was as emasculated as you could get. I had no idea how well-hung Marco might be, but I knew my penis was quite tiny compared to Red's, and I tried to cover myself with my hands as I prepared to take the pill.

Now at this point you might be wondering why I chose to stay and go through with this whole thing. It was definitely a blow to my manhood, but at this point, that wasn't as dreadful a thought as it would have been in the past. As I said before, I had been feeling the female side of my nature seeping into my daily life more and more. The ultra macho nature of the other two men in the room seemed to just fuel my desire to be female again as quickly as possible.

Bob and I took our pills and very soon we were back in the lovely bodies of Susie and Destiny. It was a real sense of relief to me, even though I suspected that we were about to get some pretty rough handling.

"Didn't I tell you my ladies were real beauties?" said Red.

"I like the one with the tits. Get over here bitch and suck my cock," Marco sneered.

"Hey! These are my ladies. You talk respectful or get the fuck out!"

"I'm cool, I'm cool," said Marco, putting his hands up. "No disrespect intended. Some of my best friend's are bitches."

The way Red stood up to his fierce-looking friend, even when there wasn't money on the line, sort of elevated the man a little more in my esteem. Apparently being one of Red's ladies carried over even when he was just making the rules in his own room.

"That's okay, honey," Red said to me kindly. "You just go over and suck my bro's cock like a good girl."

I didn't hesitate. I was curious to see what kind of meat the guy was packing. When I got his prick out of his pants I wasn't at all surprised that he was sporting some pretty serious lumber. I got down on my knees, on the side of the bed, and went to work on Marco's cock.

It felt kind of funny to be totally naked as a girl. Even though I often stripped out of most things, I usually had my shoes on, and maybe my stockings, or at least a garter belt to hold the tips. I liked the feeling of being completely nude. It was very freeing.

"Oh, yeah, baby...that's what I like," crooned Marco.

It seemed to me like he was kind of stating the obvious. I figured most men would probably like having their dick sucked by a cute chick, but I appreciated the compliment anyway. I had been startled by his original request, more than offended. I couldn't imagine what Ronald would think of this little scenario, but I had a feeling he wouldn't approve. I thought it was kind of funny that I was thinking about him while giving head to another guy, but I soon returned my thoughts to the matter at hand...and mouth.

I could hear Susie behind me but had no idea what she was doing exactly until Marco got me up on the bed on all fours. Then I could look over and watch my roommate bouncing up and down on Red's lap. She looked so happy. Well, happy isn't even the word that really describes what a woman looks like in throes of passion. It's not all giggles and smiles. The feeling is so intense that it probably looks more like pain, or at least like someone in the middle of some exhausting work out, but I knew she was enjoying herself all the while.

As Marco got behind me and slid his large tool into my pussy I knew that I would soon be going through the same kind of ecstasy, myself. Men tend to look focused when they're fucking, women tend to look more out of control.

"Oh, my God! Oh, fuck yes! Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me," I pleaded, as Marco began to work it up inside me.

I did get out of control when I was being fucked. I kind of lost my senses, even though all of my senses were heightened to a razor's edge. If you've never had a man's cock inside you you're really missing something. At least that's the way I seemed to feel whenever it was happening to me. Marco probably saw it from the opposite perspective, which is fine, because what I needed right at that moment was some dude with an erection humping my butt.

After a while Marco shot his wad into my snatch and then pulled out and lay on his back on the bed. I just kind of rolled over on my side and watched Susie ride Red to completion. Once both of the men were done I assumed the "party" was over.

"All right ladies, I know how much you like to play with each other. Why don't you keep us amused while we work on getting another boner?" Red suggested.

Apparently the party was just getting warmed up.


CHAPTER 11:

I had no reservations at all about getting it on with Susie. We had done a lot of sex shows together by this time, but that was always staged, even if it did often result in getting ourselves off in the process. This would be a performance, as well, but we weren't concerned about the choreography, and there were definitely no holds barred.

Susie made the first move and pounced on me where I was still lying. Marco just made a little room for us and watched as we began our tussle. Red produced a couple of beers from somewhere and tossed one to Marco but we continued without missing a beat.

Susie had me kind of propped up in her lap, with her hand between my legs, working me pretty aggressively. I put my arms around her neck and pulled her close for a kiss, which we held for the longest time. I was moaning softly, but steadily, and feeling myself shaking with intense orgasmic pleasure. Susie kept finger fucking me while she went down on one of my nipples and I let out what seemed like the cutest little sound to me, although I'm sure it was nothing special.

"Yeah, yeah...work those titties!" Marco said between gulps of his beer.

Marco was obviously a tit man, and he couldn't resist the opportunity to join in the fun of the boob action going on in front of him. He set his beer down and kind of crawled over to the other side of me and gave my free nipple some attention with his tongue and teeth. He tired of that fairly quickly and went back to his observation post and I took the opportunity to get Susie on her back.

Once I had her legs open it was time for some serious carpet munching, even though neither one of us really had much in the way of a "carpet" as we were rather neatly trimmed. I would have probably opted for that look anyway, if I were just choosing a style, but in our performances it was practical to be neat and to reveal as much snatch as possible.

Susie was wet and juicy and she clutched at my hair as I went to town on her pussy. The fact that Red had just placed a large deposit of his cum inside her was obviously of no concern to me, having guzzled a healthy amount of that man's jizz before. Girly cum has its own unique taste, and if the truth be told, I would probably prefer it if men tasted more like that, but maybe that was really just my imagination. I liked to think of girls as tasting sweet and yummy. I hoped I did, anyway.

I had placed Susie at the edge of the bed and gotten on my knees to service her orally, much as I had done with Marco. Apparently Red didn't need all that long to recover because I suddenly felt myself being lifted off the floor. I managed to remain buried deep between Susie's legs, but now I was standing in sort of a jackknife position as Red began to fuck me from behind.

It took Marco a little longer to get it up again, but once he did he got on his knees, on top of the bed, and Susie propped herself up on her arms and turned her head to take his stick in her mouth.

I tried to keep licking Susie but I was started to pant too heavily and moan too much so I pulled my head up and Red took the opportunity to grasp the back of my hair and tugged on it. I did manage to get a finger inside Susie, for a moment or two, but then it was all I could do to hang onto the edge of the bed.

"Yeah, I'm going ride you, honey. I'm going to ride you good and hard," said Red. "You're my little filly. You like being in my stable, don't you?"

"Yes," I gasped.

"Come on baby, let's see that ass," said Marco as he flipped Susie over on the bed.

Susie was on her knees, right in front of me, with her face down on the mattress and her butt sticking up in the air. I couldn't quite tell what was going on but it sort of looked like Marco was finger banging her.

"You've got a tight little asshole, baby," Marco commented. "Is it okay to fuck them in the ass?"

"Sure. They need to learn sometime," Red grunted.

I was kind of disappointed that we weren't consulted in this negotiation but we were Red's ladies and he called the shots. It sounded like anal sex was in our future, so perhaps it was best to experience it sooner rather than later.

"Holy Fuck!" Susie practically shouted as Marco put his dick in her behind. "Oh, my God!"

Then apparently it was my turn as Red suddenly released my hair and pulled out of my sopping wet cunt. I could feel the tip of his dick lining up with my anus and then I was trying to suppress my cries right along with Susie. I'm not going to lie and tell you that getting fucked in the ass for the first time was the greatest feeling of pleasure in the world, but I will say that after a little while it got easier and easier to take Red's thrusts. I'm sure a smaller man would have been much nicer as a jumping off point, but if I could take Red's cock up my ass I figured I could probably take anybody's.

Red recovered first, but he also was spent first, and I could feel his hot cum dripping out of my ass as he removed his dick. I just kind of collapsed on the floor in a tired, messy heap. I didn't even sit up to watch Susie get her anal cum bath.

"Didn't I tell you my ladies were the best," Red said to Marco.

"You were right, my man. Best damn fuck I've had in I don't know how long," Marco grunted appreciatively.

"Okay girls, party's over. Pop your bills and get your sissy asses back to your room," Red instructed.

I don't know how sissy my ass was but it certainly was sore at the moment. There was no point in lingering so we both took our pills and quietly put our clothes back on. I thought about waving or saying something on the way out but it seemed pointless. The men had already moved on to their own pursuits and there was nothing much I could say that would really matter.

Bob and I didn't say a word as we silently trudged down the hall and returned to our room. We both kind of flopped down on the bed and tried to find something on television to serve as a distraction, even though I suspected that we were just avoiding an inevitable conversation.

"So...how do you feel about what just happened?" I asked, breaking the tense silence.

"Shit, I'm not sure. Embarrassed, thrilled, angry, sore, happy, resigned, I don't know," Bob replied.

"I hear what you're saying," I told him. "I sort of feel like I left my manhood in the dirt the moment I popped that pill in Red's room, but I'm not sure why that doesn't bother me all that much, for some reason."

"It could have been worse. They could have made us run down the hall naked, or something," Bob pointed out. "As men or women."

"I was totally into it...up until the ass fucking. I think that was the first thing I've done as a girl that wasn't a pleasant surprise."

"The whole thing seemed kind of symbolic, to me. We were naked, they never really got undressed. We were referred to as ladies, even when we were still male. They talked around us but rarely actually to us. I think the ass fucking was just the final nail in the coffin. I guess we kind of set ourselves up for this. It's probably a real power trip to be able to get a couple of guys to go along with something like that so willingly."

"I guess I just like the idea of being Destiny Dubois so much that I'm not as shaken by the experience as I probably should be. When we're doing our act it's about the money. We're putting on a show, but this was way more about being put in our place by stronger males. And while that's kind of a shitty thing to deal with, it just makes me feel all the more feminine, so I got off on it," I tried to explain, though the perfect words were hard to come by.

"You know, I used to wonder why so many chicks seemed to like these ugly bad boy types, but I sort of get it now. All those muscles and all that testosterone pumping...shit, it kind of makes me go weak in the knees," Bob admitted. "I think I need to find a girl, quick, and get laid before I lose my mind completely."

"Yeah? How about doing me?"


CHAPTER 12:

"Are you kidding?" Bob asked, as he sat upright on his bed.

"Well, maybe not right now...I am kind of worn out," I replied. "But if you wanted to fuck me sometime to recharge your man batteries I would be totally cool with that."

"Oh, shit, this day is getting weirder by the minute," Bob joked.

"We've got plenty of pills, and we are roommates, and I do like being female," I pointed out.  "I'd be happy to have you fuck me."

"Well, do me a favor. Don't tell me when it's going to happen. Just put on some sexy lingerie, or something, and surprise me. You know how hot I think you are as Destiny. When you were getting ready to go out on that date I wasn't totally kidding when I said you could just stay in with me."

"That sounds like a plan," I said, already picturing in my mind what I might wear.

Going to bed with Bob might be opening another can of worms, but I wasn't too worried. That was kind of the surprising aspect of this whole, crazy, gender changing experience. I was pretty relaxed no matter what happened. I could have been a total wreck, completely at a loss to deal with my gender identity and sexual preference issues, but I wasn't. Even when I was a woman I wasn't agonizing over my choices. Red was definitely more and more like a pimp all the time, and I was probably going to be more and more like a prostitute...if I felt like it, and at the moment that wasn't causing me any sleepless nights.

Maybe I should have been more worried about my relationship with Red, but I honestly wasn't that concerned. Obviously he was a physically intimidating man, and I had no desire to piss him off, but I was always replaceable. I had no idea if Red had other "ladies" in his stable, but if he didn't it wouldn't be that hard to recruit some more.

Could he blackmail me? I wasn't sure how he would manage that, exactly, since it would be easy enough to deny his crazy claims if he tried to spread some kind of rumor. He might have had a hidden camera in his room, and taped us transforming, and then having sex, but that didn't seem too likely to me. And even if he did I was probably "feminized" enough by now to not let the shame of a video like that ruin my life. The more he tried to emasculate me the less troubled by the concept I became.

Unless the dude was totally sinister and evil, and planned to sell us as sex slaves or something, I figured that Red would probably take it in stride if I decided to quit, which I had no intention of doing anytime soon. Bob, on the other hand, was a different matter.

It seemed to me that perhaps Bob was at kind of a tipping point. He liked the money, he liked the job, he liked the sex. The big question was how much did he like being a man? Or perhaps I should say, feeling like a man, by whatever his definition of that was.

I wondered whether having sex with me would help him or hurt him in the long run. We had already had a fair amount of sex as Susie and Destiny, but since we both seemed to think of those identities as unique individuals, apart from our "real" selves, it was too surreal for us to dwell on that when we were Bob and Darren. But if Destiny had sex with Bob might not the line get blurred too much? Would we look at each other the same after that? What if one of us wanted to do it more often but the other didn't? It would be dumb to mess up a perfectly good personal and professional relationship.

All of that was food for thought, but I pretty much knew that I was going to go to bed with Bob eventually. I was curious, and curiosity seemed to drive my impulses a lot. Curiosity really was the lust of the mind I guess. The only question was...when?

Weekends we usually had stripping work so I planned on a Friday evening. That way we could get the thing done and out of the way and still go out drinking or if things went well I could stay female the entire night and possibly even remain that way all the way through our Saturday night gig. I wore a see-through teddy, that fastened with a bow in the front, and nothing under it. I knew Bob would be getting back from his last class around 3 PM so I got fixed up and waited on the bed. I even made a couple of drinks, in case he needed some fortification before actually going through with this escapade.

"Hey there! Happy to see me?" I purred as I sipped my drink on the bed.

"Holy cow!" said Bob as he stopped dead in his tracks and literally dropped his books on the floor.

"I fixed you a drink if you want one. It's over there on the dresser."

Bob gulped down his beverage without ever taking his eyes off of me. Then he just stood there and continued to stare.

"Well...are you pleased?" I asked sweetly?

Bob didn't say a word. He just stripped out of his clothes, in almost a trance it seemed like, and jumped on the bed. A moment later I was in his arms and we were kissing madly. I was surprised to find how much kissing Bob was like kissing Susie. With my eyes closed I really couldn't tell the difference.

Then Bob unfastened the front of my teddy and pulled it open. I smiled at him as he began to squeeze my boobs.

"I guess you are happy to see me," I giggled as Bob began to pinch my nipples.

"You've got the most amazing tits in the world, baby."

"Thank you. I would never have known that I could have tits if you hadn't talked me into taking that pill the first time," I reminded him.

"Best decision I ever made."

"I think so, too."

"Are you sure you want to do this?" Bob asked.

"Of course. Do you think I got all dressed up like this and fixed you a drink because I was having second thoughts? I want you to fuck me, Bob. I want you to fuck me right now!"

Bob pushed my legs back and got between them. How funny, I thought, this is the first time I've ever been fucked in this position. I'd always been taken from behind before, and I suppose I sort of expected Bob to do the same. It seemed so much more intimate making eye contact with your lover.

My lover? That was a strange choice of words under the circumstances. It was just Bob. Good old Bob. Bob my roommate. As Bob's cock slid inside me I realized that good old Bob was now my lover, at least at this moment in time.

After being stuffed with such huge telephone poles by Red and Marco I half expected Bob's average-sized penis to be a bit of a letdown, but to my pleasant surprise my pussy seemed to hug him quite nicely, and I felt completely filled. In some ways it probably felt better. It was a nice, comfortable, fit.

"Oh, baby, I've wanted this for so long," Bob moaned. "Every time I see you I just go crazy. I can't wait to lick your pussy or play with those amazing titties. I've always wondered what it would feel like to put my cock inside you."

"And now you know," I panted. "What's the verdict?"

"Heaven!"

"Kiss me Bob and take me with you to heaven."


CHAPTER 13:

Bob did as I commanded and soon I was floating in that happy place a girl goes when all the right buttons are being pushed. I felt so wonderfully creamy, even before Bob applied his own natural elixir to the mix. Afterwards we held each other tightly as we just lay on top of the bed, entwined.

"You were wonderful, Bob," I whispered gently in his ear. "You made me cum so hard."

"You were the one who's wonderful. I almost shot it in my pants before even getting to the bed," Bob replied.

"You know my body so well by now, you're at kind of an advantage," I pointed out. "I'm just learning yours."

"Well, hopefully you'll get a chance to study it some more, sometime."

"We've got all night, as far as I'm concerned. Although we might want to eat dinner at some point."

"Let's just order a pizza. I don't want to give you any reason to put your clothes back on until you absolutely have to," Bob grinned.

It was funny how different, yet similar this situation was. We had both kicked back on our beds, having a conversation, a million times before. Of course we weren't naked then, and we weren't in the same bed, and we hadn't just exchanged bodily fluids. Some of the things we talked about now were basically the same shit we always talked about but the tone was softer, and in between there would be little compliments and nuzzling and kissing. It was very nice this way. Male bonding could be kind of cool, but all of the macho, competitiveness was sort of a drag. It was nice to be in these roles for a change and I didn't mind that Bob was the one with the cock and balls. My pink pussy suited me just fine, thank you!

It seemed to suit Bob, too, as he couldn't keep his hands off of it. Pretty soon that led to him going down on me. Of course Susie had licked my pussy many times in the past so this was pretty familiar territory for Bob. He made me cum again and then we ordered pizza.

After dinner I got him to lie on the bed, and I got alongside him. Then I let my sausage flavored tongue begin to lick his manly sausage. Now this was the kind of meat I really enjoyed! Not to keep harping on Bob's penis size, but it was certainly true that I could stuff more of him in my mouth with ease than I had been able to do with Red or Marco. I tried to really relax and took him all the way down my throat until my lips were resting right above his balls.

"Oh, fuck, you're so much better at this than I am," Bob groaned.

"How would you know?" I said, once I had extracted his cock from my throat.

"I always gag when I try to go down too deep," Bob replied.

"Maybe we shouldn't be thinking about that sort of thing right now. Unless you want to trade places and have me be the man for a while so that you can practice," I teased.

"Not on your life, woman!" said Bob as he sprang up and flipped me over. "I'm going to make you my bitch."

"You better not let Red hear you call me that. He doesn't like his women being disrespected," I joked.

"Fuck Red. Tonight you're going to be my bitch and you're going to like it!"

"You really want to make me your bitch," I said over my shoulder as I wiggled my butt in his face. "Then fuck me in the ass."

"Seriously?"

"Do it stud. Fuck me in the ass. Put it up my tight little hole and make me whimper."

Soon Bob was putting it up my tight little hole and I was indeed whimpering...at least. I confess there was some method in my madness, as I suspected that I needed all the anal practice I could get and Bob wouldn't be quite as difficult to accommodate. I must also confess that I rather enjoyed telling him to fuck me in the ass, for some reason. I even liked the idea that Bob was so pumped up that he was going all caveman on me and wanted to make me his bitch. There's a lot of fun in that, especially when you're with a friend and you've just made sweet love for hours. I couldn't be his bitch for real but it was enjoyable to pretend for the night.

There was much more fucking and sucking before we finally crawled under the covers and slept together for the first time. My teddy had vanished somewhere along the line so we just slept in the nude, both quite tired but happy. I had never gone to sleep as a woman, so this was a special treat for me.

I tried not to think about the future, too much, but that was kind of hard to do. As "first dates" went this had been a doozy, but it was hardly a conventional date, if it was a date at all. We were old friends, and roommates, and professional sex workers who had been intimate with each other many times, albeit under different circumstances. This was primarily a chance for Bob to get his cock in order and his other head straightened out as well. It certainly didn't look like he had anything to worry about. He was a far more passionate, and aggressive, lover than I would ever have guessed. There was that word again...lover. Better not to use that too much. It was a short hop, semantically, from calling someone your lover, and saying that you loved them, but it was a gigantic chasm in meaning and ramifications.

Waking up next to Bob was an exquisite feeling. I was going to be a girl all day, today, and I was really looking forward to it. I was pretty hungry for breakfast but Bob was nice and hard already so I jumped on his dick and rode him to completion. I liked that feeling of being on top, looking down at the expression of utter contentment on his face as he reached up to fondle my breasts. But, like I said, I was hungry, so afterwards we got dressed at last and went out to get something to eat.

It was funny sneaking out of my own room but I think we pulled it off without a hitch. Things were pretty quiet on a Saturday morning anyway. Bob took my hand as we strolled to a little cafe that was pretty nearby and I felt so happy and relaxed.

"It's a good thing nobody saw me leave the room. Think of what that would do to my reputation," I joked.

"On the other hand, it would do wonders for mine. I wouldn't mind showing you off to the whole campus," said Bob.

"Hell, Bob, if we keep working the whole campus will have seen our show before long."

"Be honest with me," Bob said as he suddenly stopped walking. "Did you really have a good time or were you just trying to boost my ego."

"Jesus, Bob, are you fishing for compliments? Didn't I look like a happy girl? Didn't I sound like one? Didn't you make me your bitch?"

"Man, I should never have said that," Bob sighed.

"Why not? I enjoyed it. And I enjoyed you making me your bitch, too. If I knew how to cook and we had a kitchen I would have made you breakfast and everything," I joked.

"Oh, that's okay. Cooking is an overrated skill when you've got other valuable assets."

"Well, fortunately there's a nice cafe right across the street so we'll both let someone else do the cooking this time."


CHAPTER 14:

It was sad to change back into Darren after we finished our gig that night, but I thought it was better to get things back on as normal a track as possible. I thought about finishing the weekend as Destiny but feared that I may have gone too far with the whole being Bob's bitch thing already. And once he was back as Susie things were pretty much as they always had been. There was no sign that his rekindled manhood had diminished his enthusiasm for stripping.

That was probably a good thing for Bob as we were about to enter a new phase of our professional line. Red had a job for us that was quite unlike any other we had done so far. It was a party, but not a frat boy kegger. Apparently we were going to a sort of upscale sex party. We were to wear nothing but black stockings, high heels, and a mask, and we would be "fair game" for anyone and anything.

"You're supposed to get things warmed up, and if there's a lull in the action you jump in and get it going again," Red explained. "There will be some other girls working there, too, so if you see anyone dressed like you they're getting paid, they're not guests. This is kind of an audition for you, so do the best you can. I won't be with you, so you're flying solo, but you'll be perfectly safe. These are all rich dudes; doctors and lawyers and shit. You'll even be traveling in a limousine, so this is first class all the way."

We would change into our "costumes" in Red's car, that would be parked right by the designated pickup point for the limo so we could just hop out of one vehicle and hop into the other without causing a stir. Red would be waiting for us in the same spot when we were done.

"Well, I guess this is how one officially becomes a prostitute," I quipped when Bob and I were back in our room, after agreeing to Red's proposal.

"Sort of. I mean, I don't think it's all that different than what we were doing before. Red said that all of the sex was supposed to take place in full view of everyone so it's kind of a performance, in a way. And we're in costume. We won't be stripping because...there's nothing to take off, but it's still just providing entertainment at a party."

His points were all valid, and we had certainly already been paid to add more overt sexual activity to our routines, either with ourselves or with the customers, so there probably wasn't really any line between that and what we were going to do. It just seemed a little more overt since we were presumably being hired as fuck toys for the rich and famous. I guess if you're going to prostitute yourself you might as well start at the top. God knows the money was insane. How Red possibly had any sort of contact with those people was quite beyond me, but most things about Red were kind of mysterious.

When the big night came we were all ready as the limo pulled up. Red went over to make sure that everything was cool and then the driver held the door open for us as we sprinted as fast as our heels allowed to get inside. It felt kind of funny to be driving around so naked. We always went to a gig wearing some kind of clothing, even if it was sexy or revealing. We were just two little naked girls sitting in the back of a huge car wondering what the hell we had gotten ourselves into.

It took a while to get to the mansion where the party was being held, and that just gave me more time to get nervous. The idea that we were "auditioning" for something kind of nagged at me. Perhaps it was just to see if we would be worth inviting back for other similar parties, but one never knew. We seem to have been on a pretty steady path that had brought us to this point and I had the feeling that Red was orchestrating the whole thing that way. Start simple, get us comfortable with some new twist, and then "kick it up a notch," which always meant more sex, but also meant more money, so we always went along with it.

I wondered if I would have done things the same way had I actually been female. Would I have ever considered stripping at all? I had no idea whether things would have been drummed into my head since childhood about the evils of the sex trade. I got into it from a male perspective. I didn't know many guys like Ronald who looked down on stripping or pornography. Most of them accepted those things as a rather necessary, and pleasurable part of life.

Upon arrival we were given a quick inspection and a little pep talk on how we should behave ourselves. It was pretty much what Red had already outlined, but they were taking no chances. For what they were shelling out for this shindig I couldn't blame them.

Apparently most of the action took place in the ballroom. While that was certainly an appropriate name for it I had never been in a house that actually had a room designated for the throwing of balls, and it was enormous. The guests present were all in formal attire. Most of them were men, but there were a few female guests as well. There were also a number of other "party girls" roaming about and everyone wore a fancy mask.

I assumed that the other working girls were probably real women, but I had no way of knowing for sure. Just looking at the way they walked so seductively in their heels gave the impression of someone who had been doing this for a while. They were all so slinky and their hips swayed in kind of a hypnotic fashion. Well, I may not be able to walk as gracefully as these babes but I could sure suck a cock, and when push came to shove, I was guessing that would be an attribute of greater importance.

As it turned out I sucked a lot of cock that evening, so my theory would be put to a practical test. The first time kind of surprised me as I wasn't quite sure how the whole deal worked. I was just kind of walking around, trying to look as cool as some of the other chicks, when a guy put his hand on my shoulder and stopped me. When I turned around to look at him he didn't say anything, he just pulled his dick out, so I dropped to my knees and blew him. There was an actual freaking string quartet there, playing classical music, and I realized that this really was a performance. The dude with his prick in my mouth was just a horny bastard, like any guy at a bachelor party, but because he had money he did his thing in a tuxedo to the sound of Mozart. It was a frat party in a fancier house. We were being paid to create an "ambience" that turned these people on and probably made them think that they were "sophisticated" when they were really no different than the guys pinching my ass while I served the avocado dip.

The randomness of the thing was the biggest turn on for me, personally. At a party there was usually the groom, or the birthday boy, or the guest of honor who would receive the "special" attention, but here you never knew who you might be getting it on with at any given moment. At one point I found myself sitting on a table while a lady in an evening gown lapped at my snatch before her "date" fucked me for a while, without ejaculating. Since there was no tipping there wasn't really any way to tell how you were doing, but I figured there wasn't much more I could do than make myself available for whatever was desired.

Susie seemed to be spending a lot of time on top of tables, as well, as I caught various glimpses of her fornicating in different positions and with different combinations of partners. It all seemed kind of sterile, to me, and less passionate than I would have expected an orgy to be. I wondered whether the guests did this sort of thing all of the time or whether they thought it was sort of odd, too.

A couple of the paid girls were going at it for a time, and they seemed to draw a pretty good crowd, but I had my dance card pretty full. I noted that most guys didn't cum, or even fuck me all that long, and I assume they were just trying to sample as many dishes as possible, rather than gorging on any one meal, like the savvy diner at a high-end buffet. I definitely took a little pride in how much attention my boobs got and was once again grateful that the pill had provided me with such a nice rack. Just big enough to give a guy plenty to play with, without being too ostentatious. I saw a lot of tits that night but I wouldn't have traded mine for anyone else's for the world.

I suppose the personal "highlight" of the evening was my first real "gang bang" experience. I hope it was a highlight for everyone else, too.


CHAPTER 15:

It started out as a pretty straightforward fuck. I was up on a table again, riding some dude's cock, when another man climbed up behind me and bent my torso forward, giving my ass greater exposure. A moment later I felt a second dick inside me. Ah, Red, you crafty devil! You knew that it was only a matter of time before I took it up the butt on the job. Thank goodness I was prepared for it, although not quite prepared for the double penetration aspect.

I pretty much just kept going, as I had before, only this time I felt myself packed to the limit with penis...or so I thought. Another man wanted in on the fun so he climbed up on the table, too, and got his cock in my mouth, somehow. I couldn't really blow him properly, like I would have done had there not already been two peckers in me, but I stroked him with one hand, while trying to keep my balance with the other, and whenever I wasn't gasping for air or moaning too much I sucked him off as best I could.

There was cum this time, and plenty of it, and plenty of mine as well. The position was a little awkward, and the table not the most comfortable surface in the world, but at least it was a huge thing that wasn't going to collapse with all that weight being jiggled about on top of it. If the folks were paying for a sex show they were certainly getting it at that moment.

What did it feel like to have sex with three men at once? Incredible! I know that's too simple a description but it was just the first word that popped into my head. I had never really thought about how close my anus and my vagina were until they were both stuffed with cock at the same time. That was the shattering physical sensation, but the extra prick in the mouth was more psychological, I suppose. If I hadn't been worried about falling over I might have tried to use my other hand to jack someone else off, I was just that crazed with lust. The fact that we were doing it on a table in front of a room of spectators made it all the more wild and exhilarating. It was exhibitionist overdrive. The center of attention in a room full of people having kinky sex everywhere.

I suppose the weirdest part of the whole evening was the fact that there was virtually no communication with any of the guests. Nobody hit me up for my phone number or suggested that we slip off alone somewhere. Nobody asked me why I was willing to do these things. I got some compliments and a few times someone made some kind of comment during sex, but by and large I existed solely for the purpose of being randomly fucked. The room couldn't have been more sexually charged but the tone of the atmosphere was surprisingly low key.

When it was time to clock out and go home we found the limo waiting for us and collapsed in the back seat, exhausted but considerably well-rewarded for our efforts. As the driver reached our drop off point we were both stunned to realize that Red's car was nowhere to be seen. We waited for a while then asked the driver if we could use his phone. Apparently there was already a phone in the back so Susie called Red and got no answer. Panic started to set in but the driver was just as nice as could be and said he'd drop us off wherever we wanted to go. He was also quite the gentleman, not even hinting at the idea of "bartering" with us for his help or making any sort of lewd comments.

We had him drive us back to the campus, as close to our dorm as we could get, and Susie tried calling Red again. Finally we decided that we'd just have to make a run for it and got out of the limo and thanked our driver for his help. We had quickly devised a plan whereby we would change back into men and sprint naked to our room. If anyone asked why we were doing so we would say that it was part of a fraternity hazing ritual. Once we were outside of the car we suddenly realized that we had no pills. Being almost nude, Red had our clothes and our wallets and whatever was in our pockets in his car. He also had the pills.

There was nothing to do but take off our heels and run like heck in our stockings. That's when we realized that we had no key to get back into our room.

"What the fuck are we going to do now?" Susie said, sounding like she was on the verge of tears.

"I don't know, I don't know, we've got to think of something," I replied, feeling equally terrified.

"The window," Susie suddenly suggested. "I don't think I locked the window, did you?"

"I don't think so."

We were on the second floor so locking our window was not a habit of ours. It seemed unlikely that anyone was going to go to all that trouble to try and get a ladder and climb into our dorm room. We didn't exactly have a lot of luxury items lying around.

The situation would probably have seemed somewhat comical were it not for the fact that we were both really scared and embarrassed. Walking around a mansion in the nude and sucking strange men's cocks all night was not embarrassing in the least, but being caught outside our dorm building in the middle of the night, wearing nothing but stockings, and having no identification was just about the worst feeling in the world.

We used every bush and tree for cover that we could find, always sprinting and then waiting to see if we had been spotted before making our next dash. When we got to the other side of the building we were met with our next problem. Which room was ours? It was hard to tell one room from another and we'd never had any reason to count how many windows down we were.

"Maybe we should just knock on a window on the ground floor that has a light on, make up some story, and slip away as quick as we can," Susie suggested.

"Well, two naked chicks knocking at the window of just about any room in this building would definitely get invited in, but what kind of story did you have in mind?" I inquired.

"I don't know. I was hoping you could think of one. You came up with that frat hazing idea," Susie pointed out.

"We could just offer to fuck them and not bother with any explanation. We could probably bum a couple of t-shirts off of them in the process. Of course that story would get around pretty fast and I'm not sure we want that kind of attention."

"Fuck it. Let's climb."

So two little naked girls scaled the side of the building. The shoes were lovely but they had to go, so we ditched them behind a trash dumpster. If they were there in the morning, fine, if not, oh well. Susie went first and we prayed that we were heading for the right room and the window would be unlocked when we got there...if we got there. Fortunately it was one of those cinderblock buildings that had lots of gaps between the bricks. You could sort of get your toes into a crevice for support while you reached up and hoisted yourself a little higher. It took forever but Susie finally made it, and rather skillfully managed to get the window open. Then she crawled in and reached down to help me inside as well.

We had both felt pretty tired after the party but we were now completely exhausted and just collapsed on our beds. We didn't even bother to take a pill and change back. Even so, there was definitely no thought of sex on our minds at that moment, for a change. All we wanted to do was sleep.


CHAPTER 16:

Apparently all Red had wanted to do that night was sleep, because he claimed that he had just passed out in his room and lost track of the time. Supposedly he went out when he woke up and looked for us but I wondered how much effort he had really made. Red was extremely apologetic, and gave us some more money, but it was the first time I had lost trust in his ability to protect us. We probably weren't in any real danger, aside from a potentially embarrassing discovery by someone, but we had learned to count on him.

I was in kind of a funny place in my head. I had made more than enough money to be satisfied that the project had been worth it, but I did actually enjoy many of the aspects of being a stripper, or party girl, or whore, or whatever I was. If I just walked away from stripping, all together, I had a feeling that it would leave sort of a void in my life. I was hard to beat what I was doing as far as excitement went, but with the money I had now I could probably develop some new hobbies or something. What nagged at my brain the most was the fact that I really didn't want to give up being female entirely. Being Destiny had aroused so many new sensations and feelings and emotions. I liked being her. I liked the way I felt in her body. And I sure as hell liked the way it felt to have men put their cocks in her body.

But I also liked the way it felt to play with Susie. I wondered what it would be like to trade roles and have Bob take the pill so that I could fuck Susie as a man, and figured that it would probably be enjoyable enough, but I would have much preferred to take the pill and go to bed with Bob again. That's just the way I felt. Maybe everything would be exactly the same, and I'd be happily curling up with Susie in the morning, but by this point I knew that I really preferred being Destiny, at least in a sexual context. Maybe a romantic one, too, but I didn't know for sure.

As far as the work went I was trying to see what Red's "end game" might be. The randomness of his oversleeping didn't fit him at all. He wasn't smooth, or suave, in the least, but he had his shit together. He had managed our "careers" brilliantly up to this point. Everything was always nudged along. The pay kept getting better and better. We kept getting more and more feminized. Was there another notch to be kicked up to, or had we reached the pinnacle of our whoredom?

Perhaps I was giving Red too much credit. Maybe he had no idea where this was all going to lead and got caught up in the money, just as we had. It was easy to let my imagination wander and picture Red as some kind of sinister whoremaster who would sell us off as sex slaves to some oil sheik but he might just be a dude who got his hands on some crazy pills and figured out a way to make a buck off them without having to do any of the dirty work himself.

I kind of chuckled at the thought of Red taking one of those pills and turning into a girl. Maybe he'd be gorgeous, but I wondered. Bob and I were smaller and more slender and the pill just sort of "reshaped" us into a female form, but Red was hard to picture as a woman. Maybe he had tried the pill on himself the first time he got his hands on them. Maybe he still liked to pop one every now and then and make girly moans as he shoved a dildo up his snatch and fondled his tits. That image actually made me laugh out loud, but you never fucking know about people. Everybody's curious. Curiosity is the lust of the mind.

I actually went out with Ronald again but I leveled with him and told him that I had moved into prostitution. He naturally offered to "save" me, telling me that his family had money and that he could take me away from my sordid life, but I told him that I wasn't interested in being saved, at the moment, and that I'd probably be turning tricks as long as I enjoyed it and as long as the money was good. Not surprisingly, he couldn't quite wrap his head around that concept and we parted as friends.

Of course I hadn't actually leveled with Ronald entirely, since he still didn't know that I was really a man and only became female with the aid of pharmaceuticals, so his offer to take me away from my life of sin and depravity was a futile gesture anyway. No man could take me away from anything, if he assumed that Destiny was really me. We hadn't done anything more than share a meal and a kiss and some spirited conversation so it was kind of weird that he took the leap of offering to support me if I quit the life, but he was not even interested in another date if I kept on with the sex work. I don't blame him for that, in the least. Most guys don't want to start out a relationship knowing that their new girlfriend gets paid to have sex with other men. I probably wouldn't either, even after having been on the other side of the fence.

I started imagining what life would be like if I could just take off, somehow, and go somewhere far away and live as a woman all the time. I'd probably have to fake my own death, or something stupid like that, so that I could just disappear and create a new identity elsewhere where nobody would know the old me, but I knew I would never be that cruel to my family. Going to live with Ronald as his wife, or woman, or whatever I would be, was highly impractical, given the fact that we lived in the same area and went to the same school. Most importantly, I just didn't feel that way about Ronald. I liked him, but he didn't make my heart flutter...like Bob had done.

There was that ugly little fact underlying just about everything in my mind. I think I really wanted to be Bob's girlfriend. Well, maybe I could be, in a way. I had to be male to go to class, and our dorm wasn't co-ed, so Bob couldn't suddenly be living with a chick in the open, but the rest of the time what we did behind closed doors shouldn't be a problem. I was already turning female quite frequently for work, especially on weekends, so maybe I could just stay female as often as possible. It wasn't an ideal way to run a relationship, but whatever sort of relationship Bob and I might have wasn't likely to be very normal anyway.

Not surprisingly, Bob was all in favor of the idea when I pitched it to him. I wasn't sure whether it was the easy access to steady sex, or whether he had some sort of genuine emotional attraction to Destiny, but it didn't really matter to me that much either way. He was going to be the man of the house, except of course during those times when he was a woman, too. It was sort of like one of those old bedroom farces where everyone gets confused and things get mixed up. Well, I was pretty confused and mixed up already so adding a little farce to the occasion hardly seemed like a problem.

We waited to put our plan into action for a couple of weeks, because we knew that Red was going to be out of town for a whole weekend, which meant no stripper gigs for us. From Friday afternoon to Monday morning we would be able to live as...well...guy and girl, I guess, without interruption. It would be a good test run of our new domestic situation. Hopefully we wouldn't crash and burn.


CHAPTER 17:

We had made a deal that our new relationship wouldn't be entirely sexual in nature. We both wanted to fuck, and probably could have stayed in bed the entire weekend, but I wanted to see how I felt just living as a girl sometimes, without the total sex trip. There would no doubt be fornication aplenty, but "real" couples don't spend every waking moment getting down and dirty with each other.

When Bob came back from his last class on Friday I was dressed in pretty ordinary "street clothes" instead of sexy lingerie. We obviously had great chemistry in bed, but I wanted to see how our friendship/roommate status would hold up under these new circumstances.

Bob didn't seem bummed out by that idea in the least. It was quite comfortable to just hang out for a while and do our own thing, like usual. Surfing the web, getting caught up on a little reading, eating a snack, whatever. I was doing exactly what I would have been doing anyway, except now I was doing it while wearing a bra and panties under my clothes.

I had wondered whether that would just make the whole idea seem ridiculous, since there was no need for me to be female to hang out in my room, but the whole vibe was different. I felt so much more comfortable this way, even if a bra was definitely not the most comfortable thing you could strap to your body. I liked the subtle little ways that Bob and I spoke to each other differently. Nothing major. No big professions of love. Just ever so slightly askew from what we had always done before.

When we got hungry we went out to get something to eat. No big, formal, affair, just grabbing a meal like we often did. We decided to go to a movie afterwards, and that was pretty much like normal, except that Bob put his arm around me and we smooched a little in the dark. Some friends of ours were also at the movie and wanted Bob to introduce me, so I had the weird sensation of "meeting" people I already knew. I could tell that they were impressed that Bob had scored such a babe, and that made me feel happy for Bob. Maybe it was better for people to see us as a couple, if we were going to hang around the campus area together. My presence in the dorm as Bob's "girlfriend" might hopefully make me sort of blend in all the more, if people were accustomed to seeing me coming and going from his room.

After the movie we walked around for a little while, had some coffee, and then went back to our room. At this point I knew we were about to have sex but I wanted to mess with Bob's head a little so I told him I was pretty tired and just going to turn in, after using the bathroom. When I came out I was just wearing my panties and a short t-shirt and tried to act as casual as I could. Bob was having none of it.

In a flash I was on the bed, sitting across his lap, while my little shirt was pushed up and my boobs were in his hands. I was going to try and continue my ruse but I couldn't find the will to do so.

"What took you so long?" I asked softly as I began to stroke his hair.

"Will power, baby. Just pure will power," replied Bob as my top was removed.

"You really like me this way, don't you?" I asked.

"I love you this way, silly. You know that."

I guess I did know that, or suspected it, at any rate. I really loved me this way, too, especially when I was in his arms.

"Are you going to make me your bitch again?"

"Maybe, if I feel like it. Depends on what mood I'm in," Bob replied as he pulled off his shirt.

"What if I wanted to make you my bitch?" I teased.

"Then I'd pop a pill and have you fuck me with a strap on, I guess."

"I only do that for money," I reminded him, as I helped him pull of his pants. "You don't mind that, do you? I mean, that I'm a whore. That doesn't bother you when we're together like this, does it?"

"Honestly, I try not to think about that too much. But I'm no hypocrite. I'm just as much a whore as you are, you know. There's nothing you've done that I haven't. That's business and this is pleasure," said Bob, as he pulled my panties off.

"Then let's pleasure each other all night long," I suggested.

"My thoughts, exactly."

And then I was on my back and Bob was inside me. I was where I belonged and he was where he belonged and the whole world belonged this way, even if it was only a kind of a dream. I never in a billion years would have guessed that taking that silly little pill would have brought me to this point, but thank God it did. Just to see that look in his eyes as he strained with every muscle to keep up the steady pace of his thrusts was priceless. I adored that look and I adored this feeling.

"Does this mean we're boyfriend and girlfriend?" I asked, as he continued to nail my pussy.

"Of course," he grunted.

"So am I your bitch or your girlfriend?"

"Both. Like I said, depends on the mood I'm in."

"Shouldn't I get a vote?" I said, jokingly.

"Baby, you've always got full veto power, you know that. But if you want to be my bitch you're going to have to let me be a stud to fully appreciate it."

"That sounds like a fair arrangement. I like you being my stud. I like the way you fuck me. I even like the taste of your cum," I giggled.

"That's good, because I have a feeling you're going to be tasting quite a bit of it over the next couple of days."

"Yum. I can't wait."

You can't believe how freaking happy I felt just having this dumb conversation. I even liked the way my voice sounded as a woman better than my male voice. And I didn't mind saying silly shit or laughing at my own jokes. Red had emasculated me and made it easier not to think of myself as a man. Bob made it a pleasure to think of myself as a woman. It sort of felt like a promotion, not that I had anything against men. Sure, a dildo could do the job just fine, but boy was it nice to have the real thing inside you sometimes!

I found it interesting that the dynamic of our relationship didn't seem all that different, outside of the sex. Of course it was different, like I said before, in some subtle ways, but it was definitely between the sheets where I felt the biggest difference. I liked seeing this side of Bob. He seemed so much more confident and sure of himself. Not the cocky, male braggadocio that we usually bantered about, but a genuine sense of being strong and sure around his mate.

Was I his mate now? Probably, in a way. Not in the biological sense of being the bearer of his children, or the legal sense of being his wife, but in the instinctive way that men and women came together. If I actually was trying to breed with him the feeling of his cum erupting inside me would no doubt fill me with a different sense of wonder and hope. Was this the moment where our child was conceived? Since that wasn't an option I took his load happily as the source of his great relief and pleasure. He was my boyfriend and we were making love. What could be better than that?


CHAPTER 18:

That first weekend together went by all too fast. It was harder than ever to pop that pill and become male again. Once I did things seemed to go back to normal for the most part, but how could they really? We could act like they did, but I'd never look at Bob the same way again, even through male eyes. I couldn't honestly expect that he would feel the same, since our "relationship" was entirely based on me being female. I looked at Bob and I saw my boyfriend. He looked at Darren and he saw his roommate. I don't know what he would have done if I had tried to hit on him as a man, but I didn't really want to do that. As fond as I was of Bob I was even more fond of being Destiny.

Somehow we managed to find a way to make our weird situation manageable. We still worked as girls together and I still went to school as a man, but any chance that we got to be a "couple" we took gladly. When spring break was coming up we started to make plans for having a whole week together as boyfriend and girlfriend but Red had a proposition for us.

Apparently he wanted us to all go to Florida, where he had a suite reserved. He had a few gigs lined up for us but apparently it was going to be more of a working vacation. He had even gotten us "roles" in a video, that was supposed to be "real" girls, spontaneously fucking everyone in sight on spring break. The idea that it was "actual footage" of amateurs going crazy was somehow supposed to be better than just a porno shoot with professionals, and the pay was, as expected, quite good.

We accepted. Perhaps we would have a chance to slip off and be Bob and Destiny at some point, but even hanging out with Susie for a whole week sounded like a blast. I knew that I sure liked the idea of being Destiny for a week, regardless of who I slept with or what I was doing.

"Now we're going to have to make sure that you change back, at least a couple of times along the way," said Red, as we were discussing our trip on our way back from a stripping job. "You don't want to make it permanent."

"What do you mean?" asked Susie.

"I never told you guys, because you never stayed on the pill more than a few hours at a time, but if you take it without changing back for too long you'll eventually be stuck in those female bodies forever."

"How long is too long?" I inquired nervously.

"Depends. Different for different people. Could be five or six days, maybe ten at the most. Anyway, we can't be taking any chances. You can just change back for a second and take the pill again. I know it's a drag, but it beats the hell out of the alternative," said Red with a chuckle.

I suddenly realized that I had been playing with fire. What if we had decided to go off on our own as a couple? What the hell would I have done if I found myself trapped in a female body forever? At the same time I was worrying over that I was also weighing the idea of "accidentally" forgetting to change back on our vacation and letting the chips fall where they might. I tried to get that thought out of my head as quickly as possible. An action like that would have some pretty severe consequences and I didn't want to make that sort of a decision on the spur of the moment. Still, the seed was definitely planted in my mind. I could make it permanent if I really wanted to. Oh...my...God!

The room in Florida was very nice, indeed, and the weather was great. The party atmosphere was in the air everywhere. We had never been to a beach as women but we were anxious to show off our bikini bods. Red was anxious for a blowjob so we tag-teamed his cock before getting into our swimsuits and hitting the beach.

I suppose that spring break is one of those times where "real" women get to let their wild side out for a week and engage in some shameless exhibitionism, but considering what Susie and I did all the time, flashing our tits and shaking our butts in public felt pretty tame. Since most girls probably wouldn't be caught dead doing our shameless antics while completely sober, I figured this must be a pretty fun time for them. Letting loose and feeling good about showing off your body was something I really enjoyed, and from the looks of it, it was something that a lot of girls enjoyed, at least under these "approved" circumstances, and with the help of some strong booze. Many of them would probably look down their noses at us if they knew that we were professional sex workers but who knows? There might be a few who would actually be kind of jealous.

We didn't stay on the beach for very long and when we got back to the room we saw that Red had taken off somewhere. Not all that surprising considering how much partying was going on all around us. We decided to take Red's advice and change back into men, temporarily. That is, we decided that Bob should change back so that he could fuck my brains out.

After stripping out of our bikinis Susie popped a pill and a few moments later I was pressed up against the wall with Bob's cock ramming me from behind. I arched my back and rested on my forearms for support as my man delivered one delicious thrust after another.

"Yes, yes, yes," I cried. "I want your cock so bad! Fuck me baby. Fuck me harder!"

Around that time Red returned, carrying a six pack of beer and a bottle of whiskey. He stopped for a moment and watched what we were doing.

"It's funny but I always had you pegged as the real sissy," said Red to Bob. "You just never know about people. Don't mind me, I'm just going to go pound a few brews in the other room. Carry on."

Red shuffled off and we both tried not to laugh. At least we didn't have to hide what we were doing from Red.

"Don't worry about what he said, baby. I'm the real sissy and you're the real stud," I said to Bob over my shoulder. "When Red hears the way you make me whimper he'll know that you made me your bitch."

"Damn right, woman, and don't you forget it," said Bob teasingly. "Now let's get back to making you whimper. I want to hear how much you like getting fucked!"

I freely admit that I slightly overdid it with the noise, but I was hardly faking anything, I was just augmenting the volume a little. Susie and I had just sucked Red's cock a little while ago so I wanted Bob to feel as manly as he could get, knowing that Red was just around the corner from us and could probably hear every everything that we were doing. I also liked having Red know that I fucked him as part of the job, but I let Bob fuck me on my own time. Bob was all the alpha male I needed in my life, even if he was going to turn into a girl and appear at a strip club tonight.


CHAPTER 19:

Dancing at the club was a completely new experience for us but I totally dug it. We did a lot of the same sort of thing we often did in our act but it was kind of different being on a stage with all of those lights and the professional sound system blasting away. Not as intimate as doing it in front of a smaller group in a living room, but more exciting in a way. I wished that I knew how to use the pole, but since we didn't normally work on a stage we stuck to what we did know, and that seemed to please the audience just fine. The tips we got were tremendous.

A couple of days later we did our "reality video" shoot on a very nice boat. There were several other girls, who I assumed had been born that way, and it was kind of a loosely constructed affair. There were a number of rather well-hung guys there, too, but I don't know how they were recruited or what their experience with this sort of thing might be. The idea was to look like a bunch of "typical" spring breakers, drinking, dancing, partying on a boat, and eventually getting more and more wild.

As it turned out some of the girls were just there for eye candy. They kind of danced and jumped around but when the real sex got going they just stood in the back and cheered it on. Apparently Susie and I were the "hardcore" professionals so most of the serious fucking was assigned to us, and we got plenty of fucking that day, let me tell you!

The first setup involved Susie and I squatting down, back to back, as we blew a couple of dudes while everyone else shouted words of encouragement. Presumably we were all good buddies and my "friends" were egging me on to be more nasty. I imagine that I was nasty enough without their moral support but if that's what they wanted for the video I was happy to go along with it.

Later I found myself riding a rather enormous dick with my bikini bottoms gone and my top yanked down so that my partner could squeeze my tits while I gyrated on his prick. They only used one camera so everything else pretty much came to a standstill while something was being shot and I actually felt a little funny seeing Susie watch me getting stuffed by such a big cock. I really hoped that Susie, or Bob I guess I mean to say, wasn't hung up on penis size, but I knew I sure used to be, when I gave a shit about being male. Bob was my lover, and I adored him, but I knew I wasn't faking anything as I got nailed by this total stranger.

Of course, when I was watching Susie take a cock in her pussy and another in her mouth, it really made me wonder what was going through her mind. I totally understood that the visceral thrill of intercourse, especially in a public setting, was something that kind of took priority in your head while it was happening, but I had already resigned my manhood a while ago and Bob was still very much trying to cling to his.

I guess maybe people are just "wired" differently. The more I experienced womanhood the more I wanted it as often as I could. The idea of being male became less appealing. I don't think it was simply the random fact that I had let Bob fuck me as a girl, instead of the other way around. The drive and the desire to be female had been tugging at me for a long time. When I went out with Ronald I didn't feel like he was the one for me, but I felt like I was in the right place being there as his date, even though we could have had the same discussion about sociology even if I was a man.

What I felt with Bob was something electric. Perhaps I got that feeling originally while making out with Susie, but now that Bob and I were an "item" I knew it was the way things were supposed to be, even if that seemed like an utterly ridiculous idea under the circumstances.


CHAPTER 20:

The rest of our trip was a mix of stripping at the club, partying, occasionally servicing Red, and being Bob and Destiny as much as possible. I did change back very briefly, just to make sure that I wasn't going to be permanently female, but living as Destiny for a whole week was a thrill beyond belief. Red actually found a lot to do to keep himself entertained, and I think he even appreciated the fact that Bob and I had something going on, so he didn't impose himself on us very much. If he had planned to be banging us during our every free moment he showed no signs of disappointment in that not happening.

When we got home things went back to the routine that we had established. I was Destiny as much as I could get away with, and Bob became Susie whenever we went out on a job. It was a strange way to live, but a pretty sweet one, as far as I was concerned. Bob and I were very much in love and that feeling only seemed to intensify with each passing day.

It was with a degree of astonishment that Red told us that our partnership would soon be ending.

"Well, ladies, it's been fun but I'm going to be graduating soon and going to work at my uncle's architectural firm in New Mexico. Got to clean up my act a little and get respectable, I guess," he said with a shrug.

"Just out of curiosity Red, what did you study?" I asked.

"Oh, I'm getting my degree in structural engineering. I've always been interested in building shit," he replied.

You could have knocked me over with a feather. I always assumed that Red was some kind of a fugitive from the law, hiding out in a college, or some kind of a conman who had figured out how to get free room and board from a scholarship. I never in my wildest dreams imagined that he was actually going to classes and was even about to get his degree. A degree in engineering, no less! You just can't always tell about people by the image they present.

Red bequeathed us his entire collection of pills, which was rather sizeable, and his little black book of contacts, which was also extensive. He said that if we wanted to keep stripping and needed another manager he could recommend any number of guys who could do the job. We thanked him, said we'd think about it, and wished him well in his new occupation.

"You ladies are something else. I sure am going to miss you. If you ever make it out my way I'll show you a really good time," Red promised with a grin.

This startling revelation actually fit in rather nicely with plans that Bob and I had been making for ourselves anyway. I was planning to take some time off from school while Bob hung up his g-string and went back to being a normal college guy. We were going to get a little apartment, somewhere off campus, and live together as man and woman, more or less all of the time. My parents were probably not going to be thrilled by my decision but they would probably be even less thrilled by my motivation so they wouldn't be informed of the true nature of our relationship, at the start anyway.

I had really enjoyed my experience stripping on stage in Florida and decided to continue working, at least part-time, in local clubs. I didn't want to be working every night while Bob was in school all day because we'd never get to see each other, but stripping helped to pay the bills and I truly enjoyed doing it. I was even going to take some dance lessons, at a studio in town, to try and improve my act. It wouldn't be quite the same as my old routine with Susie, but I could still make decent money and have enough free time to be with my man.

Not living in a dorm would make life much easier for us, all around, as our neighbors would just know us as a couple. I'd have to change back into a man often enough to keep the pills working, but no one would ever see me like that. At least that was my plan at the start.

It occurred to me that if this pill had the side effect of becoming permanent after staying on it for too long then somebody must have had it happen to them before. That meant that there must be some precedent for how to deal with someone in that situation. The fact that it wasn't a legally obtainable pharmaceutical complicated things, somewhat, as I didn't want the precedent to be that the newly minted female went straight to jail, or something, but I was curious to find out what had happened to those who had "overdosed" on the thing.

I wasn't prepared to make that commitment just yet, but I sure wanted to know if there was some legal option for me to become female for the rest of my life. Living as a woman every day, away from the seclusion of my dorm room, would be a very good test for me. Sexually I wanted to be a girl, hands down, but there's more to life than fucking...sadly.

As time went by I managed to gather a little information that gave me hope, and nothing had happened to me that made me have second thoughts about being a fulltime female, so I decided to broach the subject with Bob one evening as he was in the process of fucking my brains out.

"You know, I've been looking into it, and it seems like it might not be that hard for me to just stay on the pill until I can't turn back and live this way the rest of my life," I panted as Bob held my ankles up over his head while ramming me at the foot of the bed.

"What?" Bob said, as if waking from a dream.

He actually stopped thrusting and just stood there, with my legs in his hands, as he stared at me in wonder.

"I said, I think I could get away with being a woman forever," I replied as calmly as possible.

"What about your family?" he asked.

"They'd be shocked, but they'd just have to get used to it, I guess."

"Is that something you'd really want to do?"

"Yes, if I was sure that it could all be done legally. I'd probably have to hire a lawyer, but I think I can afford that without much trouble," I said. "Does that idea please you or scare you?"

"Of course it pleases me. More than anything," said Bob, still suspending my feet in the air.

"As long as it was temporary it sort of kept us from ever talking about getting really serious, so I just wanted to make sure that you were cool with the idea."

"Temporary or permanent I would have wanted to be with you any way that I could. I love you madly and I want to be with you always."

"Well, we can discuss the finer points later but right now I was about to have an orgasm so you better get that cock back to work, mister, and bring me off," I teased.

"Anything you say," Bob grinned as he resumed screwing me senseless.

Afterwards, when we were all cuddly and warm, we talked for hours about the future and our life together. Once I was officially declared female I could go back to school or get a normal job but I was still interested in stripping for a while, and Bob was fine with that. He had learned to deal with the concept of his girlfriend being ogled by men for money and knew that it didn't mean anything to me. I always came home ready, willing, and eager to be his woman.

There wasn't any compelling rush to get married, since we were already living together and hardly in a conventional relationship, but if the time came when we wanted to start a family or Bob wanted to "make an honest woman of me" I certainly wouldn't object to walking down the aisle with him.

When I was formally going through the process of having my gender changed I decided to keep the name Destiny. I had chosen it because I thought it was a good stage name for a stripper, but it seemed very appropriate to me now. Although I didn't know it at the time, becoming that woman was the best thing that ever happened to me, especially since it led me to the arms of the man I love. Red may have thought otherwise, but it truly was my destiny all along.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I know that I probably shouldn't glamorize prostitution the way I do, sometimes, but it really is all in a fantasy context. I'm definitely not going for the gritty realism of something like The Deuce, on HBO. I'm sure that it's often a dreadful thing done out of sheer desperation, but in my story it's kind of something that the girls dip their toes in but never go too far. I know a lot of women who have fantasies about being a high class hooker, or something, who never intend to act upon it, but it's one of those dirty little secrets that sometimes we keep tucked away in a secret part of our brains.

The strippers I've known have kind of run the gamut, from girls doing it part-time to pay their way through college, to exhibitionists who just get a kick out of dancing around naked, to professional sex workers who strip and do porn and whatever else pays well enough to live on. Some try it a couple of times, some do it for years. The world is made up of all kinds of people and everyone seems to have their own yardstick to measure what's "acceptable" and what isn't.

The things I write tend to be kind of erotic fairytales (no pun intended) for adults but real life choices obviously have consequences, and what seems awesome in a fantasy might not be all that great in reality. Fortunately most of us can easily tell the difference between the two and keep the fantasy side of things safely partitioned off where we can enjoy them without causing any real harm.
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