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Chapter One




When I got home from work, I scribbled out my rent check with every intention of putting it in Ms. Martinez, my landlady's hands. I waited two hours, the clock ticking, every click torture. As the minutes passed, my impatience grew. I paced, wishing time would speed up, images of what I could be doing flooding my mind. I tried; I tried to stay focused on nothing but paying my rent. But the waiting was driving me crazy. I'm a responsible man, for the most part. I'm a tenured psychology professor at a major university. I shouldn't be doing the things I'm doing. I shouldn't be two months behind on my rent, and for damn sure, I shouldn't be spending all my money on some stripper. But I couldn't get my thoughts off of where and who got me behind on the rent in the first place. As I paced, I kept repeating I'm not going to The Kiss and Ride. I waited and waited, repeating over and over: Do not go to Kiss and Ride.

Damn it, I could be waiting all night, and I'm hungry. Ms. Martinez was a special effects makeup artist for television and movies, so she often worked late. I'd seen her work and credits; she performed miracles, using makeup and prosthetics to transform actors' and actresses' appearances. In her last film, I couldn't even recognize the award-winning actress.

Trying to buy time for my late rent payment, I buttered her up and got her to talk about her unusual trade. The two-hour tour made me believe she could transform anyone into anything, using makeup, latex, and molds, mixed with her wild imagination and creativity.

Tired of waiting, my stomach rumbling, I decided buying a few things from the grocery store wouldn't hurt. No strip club! No buying drinks for my gal, Kitty. Kitty wasn't my gal. I hoped one day she'd be mine. Or with Kitty, it was more likely I'd be hers. Someday, but I'd never get her sitting at home. No! I have to pay my rent.

My mind drifted off to what Kitty was doing right now, shaking her ass on stage, sitting, laughing, and doing lap dances for horny married men. I understood her; she needed me there. Damn it!

My stomach rumbled; I opened my fridge for the twenty-thousandth time, looking for something to eat. No magic had been performed; it was as empty as it was an hour ago. I left, intending to return immediately after picking up a few things. Setting my spending at fifty dollars, any more, and I'd be short on rent.

Coming right home wasn't what happened. I got to the store, bought dinner, and on my way back home, that urge to see Kitty overwhelmed me.

What kind of idiot am I? When I got home, I was broke, the birds were singing, and Ms. Martinez was at her front window waiting for me. With no money left in my bank account, I drove by several times, trying to devise a plan.

What do I do? Hand her the check? It would buy some time, a week at most. But then I'd have more money problems. Not only the rent but food and a shit ton of bank fees to cover. Why the hell had I spent my fucking entire paycheck at the Kiss and Ride strip club. God damn it! I was only there for four fucking hours. Where did it all go?

Why does it matter? I'm a grown man, right? What did I do? Who cares if I get my jollies at looking at half-naked women? Talking to Kitty. Someone might care if they knew I get my jollies from wishing I was one of the women on stage, shaking my booty in a skimpy G-string. With nice perky tits like Kitty.

I'm a respectable college professor. I work hard. I have tenure. Why should it matter? I... I paid my bills... but I guess I don't. At least this month, and well last month too.

I had twelve hundred dollars when I left. Enough for the back rent and this month's rent. Where did it all go? I didn't get laid or even get a blowjob. Normal guy desires. No, not me. Jacob Gay didn't want either; I enjoyed... well, what I wanted was something a little kinkier.

When I left, I had every intention of picking up a few things from the grocery store, returning, and paying my rent. But my compulsion to see Kitty, hear her voice was too much.

When I passed Kiss and Ride, I figured I could afford one beer—no lap dances—no getting suckered into tipping. I had no idea Ms. Martinez was going to be late. Sometimes, she worked till the early morning; I'd seen her drive into the driveway when I was heading out to class.

No more than one beer; as I walked toward the front door of the Kiss and Ride, I repeated my all too familiar mantra, "Do not buy any drinks."

One drink and go home; at all costs, avoid buying Kitty a drink. Her drinks were expensive, but hearing her tell me what she'd do to me. How she'd turn me into her bitch, feminize me, and make me do all kinds of dirty nasty things was too much.

Kitty wasn't her real name. It sounded sweet and innocent. Kitty, I'm sure...  at least that's what I'd been told wasn't pure in any shape or form. Maybe that's why I loved her for what she'd do to me.

When I entered, it took less than eight minutes for me to break my vow. I bought... Just one drink for Kitty. What could it hurt? But, each of her drinks cost me a hundred dollars. How many did she have? I tried to remember, but my mind was a little foggy from the five, or was it six drinks I'd had? I'm not even sure how many I had.

One thing I know for sure, I kept buying drinks one after the other because I loved talking to her. What did we talk about? Mostly, girl stuff. I liked hearing about what it felt like to be on stage, naked, except for a G-string. What it felt like to have a hundred guys staring at you, hitting on you, and craving your affections. What it's like to be a girl.

Kitty laughed and said. "Are you a sissy, professor?"

"Uh... no... I'm a professor, and it's part of a research project I'm involved in." I never admitted to Kitty I wanted to be feminized. That I wanted to crossdress. My excuse for asking was always: "I'm a psychology professor researching sexual kinks."

Damn it, I loved talking to her, so I had to buy her another drink. When the glass was empty, she got up and left. So, I bought another and another. Though she seemed to enjoy talking with me, and her answers to my inquiries seemed genuine once the glass was empty, she left. Why did I keep returning?

Even though she told me I was her type of man. So, that got my hopes up. I hoped someday... Or was she lying? The more I thought about it, she was suckering me into spending my money. Damn it, I'm not good at figuring women out. 


Chapter Two




So here I am, two in the morning, broke and doing laps around the block, waiting for Ms. Martinez to go to bed. On my first pass, her lights were on, and her curtains parted, revealing her shadow in the window. What the hell is she up at two in the morning for? Waiting to pounce on her sissy professor who's delinquent on his rent.

Wanting to avoid an incident this late, I parked down the road far enough away so she couldn't see my car and close enough so that I could see her window and wait. I waited and waited. And watched her part the curtains, close, and part them again. She was waiting for me to walk up the long sidewalk so she could leap like a predator demanding her rent.              

As I sat in my car, my throbbing cock, begged me not to wait any longer. "Get inside, slip on Kitty's panties, dance around like Kitty, and relieve the tension."             

Damn, I loved Kitty; she had a wow factor. Not just her body. But that was part of it. But the confidence she exuded dancing onstage, peeling off her bikini top with her small "A" cup titties and slender, tight body, and her commanding personality. Most men found that unattractive. It turned me on.              

Finally, Ms. Martinez gave up, and her lights went out after one last peek. I waited another five minutes and adjusted my cock, tucking it so my hard-on wasn't so obvious. Not that it would be that obvious anyway because my cock's tiny. Not sure what I was worried about; no one was around at this hour, but I was still nervous.

I dashed across the street and hid behind a tree, ensuring Ms. Martinez wasn't pulling a fast one. Ran behind another tree. How the hell was I supposed to keep this up for another month?

How could I get suckered into this?

I got to my door, reached into my pocket, pulled my keys out, dropped them, picked them up, and inserted them in the door. Ms. Martinez's door opened, and she said. "You owe me rent, Mr. Gay."

"Oh, Ms. Martinez. It's late. Why don't we take care of this in the morning?" 

"I smell the beer on you! I can smell that tramp you spend all your money on too. You are going to pay me my rent—this weekend. Since you enjoy spending all your time and money at that place, I have an idea. Go ahead and get a good night's sleep. I'll wake you up when I'm ready for you. You are going to get my rent money, one way or another. You are not only going to pay my rent, but you're going to help me with a special effects project I've been working on. It's for a movie that I've been asked to do. I'm unsure I can pull it off and want to try a few things out. But not sure if I can, like I said. So you're going to help me. I'll wake you. Or you can move the fuck out. No more excuses."

She glanced at my groin. Her lower lip curled, and her sexy nose wrinkled as her hand darted toward my groin. Was she going to hit me for having a hard-on? She grabbed Kitty's pink panties, half in and half out of my right front pocket, and shoved them in my face. "You like wearing panties? You're going to get your chance Saturday night. What are you doing with these anyway?"

"Nothing... I... I... I don't even know how it got there. Maybe this stripper gave it to me as a trophy. I had a little fun with her." That was a lie. So was me telling her I wasn't going to wear them. If she hadn't stopped me, I'd be inside now, naked with the panties on, pulling up a porn video and rubbing my cock through Kitty's sexy pink panties that cost me two hundred dollars.

She laughed and said. "Oh, you are so my kind of guy."

With the panties in her hand, Ms. Martinez slammed her door, ruining my evening.

What was I going to do? What was her idea?

Nothing better to do, and needing to relieve stress, I headed straight to my bedroom and stripped. Under my bed, I had several pairs more of Kitty's panties from my previous trips to the Kiss and Ride. I picked a tiny black thong—lacey and oh-so-delicate; after sliding them on, I bit my lip and closed my eyes. Imagining Kitty had ordered me to wear them. Chills snaked up my spine as the soft material cradled my cock and balls. I spread my legs. Not like a man, but a woman readying her snatch for a nice big cock.

I massaged my stomach and slowly glided my fingers down to my cock and caressed the silky tent pole. The panties were already wet, soaked with my excitement. I stroked my impassioned cock through the luxuriously soft panties imagining it was Kitty's small delicate hand doing the dirty work. It took seconds until I shot my load. I fell asleep in no time.  


Chapter Three




I slept well, forgetting about my money issues. What could be better than to be so close to Kitty? I got up, showered, and while making breakfast, there was a knock on the door. I knew who it was, I thought about avoiding her, but maybe she'd go easy on me again.

Ms. Martinez stood at my door, one hand on her hips, tapping her toes, and dangling the panties in her other hand. "You are going to earn back that money. My money. So, follow me, or leave."

"Listen, you can't just throw me out. You have to file a civil suit. I know my rights."

I couldn't believe it when she grabbed my earlobe, twisted it, and whisked me away. "Listen, sissy, come with me." 

That she called me sissy surprised me. I was shocked that she seemed to know who I was, never having revealed my secret fantasies to anyone.

Maintaining her grip on my ear, she pulled me out the front door, across our shared porch, into her home, through the living room and kitchen, out the backdoor, and into her theatrical studio. 

Ms. Martinez's backyard studio was filled with theatrical makeup and special effects products: blend sticks, fake prosthetics, liquid latex, and glues and pastes. 

Wasting no time, Ms. Martinez examined every inch of my body: undressing me as she studied. I felt like a piece of meat, causing my cock to ache. Throb. Pulse with a deep need for more humiliation. 

She nodded and said. "You know, I think this is going to work, Mr Gay. I can't believe how sexy and girly your body is. It's going to make my job much easier. With a little work...  If this doesn't work for you, it won't work for the movie they want me to do. It's an independent film about the transformation of a guy, a transgender journey. They want me to transform this effeminate actor into a girl on film. There's a nude scene, and I don't want to say I can do it if I can't... Strip... right now. This is going to be a dream come true. I'd always wanted to test, well... call it a full feminization. A total feminization. A complete body transformation. Not only do I get to see if I can pull it off, but I get my rent money. And humiliate you, you fucking idiot! What kind of idiot spends their entire check on a stripper?"

I muttered, "Uh..." Trying to figure out what to say, how to answer that.

Ms. Martinez said. "Don't answer that dumb ass."

Shame choked me. Not just because I'd spent my rent money but because I was self-conscious about revealing my tiny cock to Ms. Martinez. The last time a woman, a hooker, saw my cock. Yes, I paid a hooker to have sex with me. Well, she saw my cock and fucking laughed. It was a waste of two hundred dollars because I was so embarrassed I hastily dressed and left.

I swallowed hard and felt the urge to run. Not just next door but out of town, maybe out of state. Since I'd always been a little submissive, I had my shirt off and unbuckled my pants before I knew it.

Ms. Martinez said, "Hurry up! There's a bag of razors in the bathroom and shaving cream. Get busy. That money you spent was mine, and you'll earn it back. I will have my money by Monday. Now go."

I slipped out of my pants as I wondered how I got into this situation. Ms. Martiniez scowled, crossed her arms, and said. "The underwear, too; quit playing around." Ms. Martinez dropped, grabbed my underwear, and yanked them down.

"Go!"


Chapter Four




Feeling powerless to do anything but go along, I sprinted toward the bathroom, my little Johnson flip, flopping around. In the bathroom, fully erect, I turned on the shower, stepped inside, and started shaving my legs.

 Ms. Martinez arrived soon after. She laughed. "No wonder you waste so much money on girls and don't get laid. That fucking cock."

"What! I'll have you know..." I didn't bother to finish.  Honestly, this was turning me on. There was only one thing for me to do, obey. She watched me shave my legs, arms, ass, and face. After I'd finished, she ran her hands over every place I shaved, ensuring I was smooth.

She said. "If you're going to make money this weekend, you've got to be smooth." She pointed behind my thighs. "Here." She smacked my ass. "And here."

She said. "Bend over. Grab your ankles."

I found myself obeying and even getting aroused by her humiliating direction. She grabbed my ass cheeks and pulled them apart, stuck her finger inside. "It's hairy. Shave it. No stubble. If this works, not only will I get my rent money, but one fucking big movie contract."

I wondered what was going to happen if it didn't. "What if it doesn't?"

She laughed. "You get your ass kicked and... I turn down the offer, and you move out."

Once she was satisfied, she led me back to her studio. "Stand here, arms at your side."

She dropped to her knees and grabbed my cock. Her hands were so soft and comfortable. Animal hunger took over. I grinned at her.

She said. "You aren't getting a hand job, faggot."

Ms. Martinez measured, took pictures of my body, measured more, mixed some bottles of products, put them on my body, and mixed and molded more. Like a mad scientist, pinching her lips together while mumbling short, strong sentences like: "This is going to work." "Yeah." "Never done this before." "Might be my greatest work." With several flasks of mixed products ready, she disappeared into a closet and returned with what looked like a silicone breastplate—two little silicone titties protruding from the front.

What the hell does she have planned for me?

She demanded. "Put it on."

I stared at her, wondering where it went.

Seeing my confusion, she grabbed a clear liquid in a bottle and slathered some sticky solution on my chest and along my neckline. Then dropped the breastplate on my chest, securing it firmly. Having tits felt good, but what was her plan?

She dropped to her knees, glancing at my shriveled ball sack and minuscule member. A cock so small one hooker informed me her girlfriend's clit was bigger, but she sucked me off, even able to take my balls with one gulp.

She slapped my legs apart, measured, ran back to her closet, and produced a silicone pantie thingy. When she returned, she said, "I made this wondering if it would work. Luckily your skin tone matches. Please put it on. The colors are a little off, but it'll work. Your cock, if you can call it that, goes in the tube." She pointed to a flesh-colored tube. 

I slipped my cock into it and let it settle on my hips. It was hot and a little uncomfortable, but when I glanced down, I had a pussy. Indeed the color was a little off, and the seams were visible. They were visible on the breastplate, but not as much. 

Ms. Martinez stepped back, admiring her work. From my angle, it looked like I had a camel toe. With one of her flesh-colored solutions, she'd made to match my skin tone exactly; she smoothed the edges where the breastplate met my skin. Once satisfied, she continued her work on my fake tits by blending the edges with makeup. Then she went to work on my silicone pussy. 

All this took a long uncomfortable four hours. Every so often, she'd step back, check her work, mix some more magic potion, and then back at it. After she was done, I glanced in the mirror, and I'll be damned if I didn't look at my face. I looked like a small-waisted girl with A-cups. My cock leaked a little. I closed my eyes and opened them and holy shit, I looked like a naked girl, a boyishly slender girl from the neck down.

She tossed a pair of panties at me. She checked the time. "Put them on. We have to hurry. You have to make at least a grand tonight."

I slid the panties on and said. "How the hell am I going to do that?"

"What? What do you think? You spent all my rent on your perverted habits at that strip club. So, tonight you earn it back. I'm going to be there watching, too, checking my work. If you pass this test, then I'm movie ready. Then I know the transformation is possible on film. Do you know how much they'll pay me to do this? Too much. It's never been done before."

Worried, I said. "What happens if someone notices? I mean, there are going to be some pissed-off guys. I... I... I can't do this."

Yet, I wanted to try. I glanced at the mirror again. Damn, I looked good. Ms. Martinez's expertise had blurred the edges; if I stepped closer toward the mirror, it was the only time I could tell. But I had to look real close. With the bright lights, the half-drunk men, would they notice? Maybe not. But if they did, fuck, I hated to think of what would happen? I'd had little doubt an ass-kicking was in the cards, or maybe I'd even get arrested. A night in jail, looking like this, might not be a pleasant experience.

She tossed me a pair of white net thigh-high stockings with cute bows on top. I'd only worn panties before, but I always dreamed about a complete feminization and makeover like this. This was more than I had in mind—more than I ever thought possible. Ms. Martinez put a super short neon silver skirt in my hand. I slid it on, and Ms. Martinez zipped up the back. Then she gave me a super sexy crisscross lace-up sling crop top.

I asked. "Do I need a bra?"

She laughed. "Those silicon babies aren't going anywhere. Feel them."

I grabbed my fake titties, caressed the silicone, stepped back again with a handful of rubber, and studied them. Indeed, they were seamless. She'd managed to blend the edges right into my skin. They looked real and felt natural. Satisfied, I slipped on the top.

She had me sit down and did my makeup in about twenty minutes—a classic hooker look: blue eye shadow,  lots and lots of mascara and contour. With expert hands, she did my nails and toenails. She sifted through a closet and handed me a wild-looking wig. It was super curly, red, and nearly an afro. She appraised her work. She stepped behind me, cupped my ass, and returned to the front. She studied the edges where the breastplate met my skin and touched up one spot she didn't like. After she was satisfied with my tits, she lifted my skirt and rechecked my pussy, again touching up a portion that wasn't up to her expectations. She stepped back, her fingers holding her chin, and nodded. 

"You're done. No, wait, one more thing." She handed me a pair of dark, mirrored, round shades. I looked sexy as hell.  "Let's go time for work."

"What happens if I have to pee?"

Ms. Martinez rubbed her chin and said. "I never thought about that. Guess I'm glad I tried it out on you. I'll have to... maybe put a hole in it. Perhaps in the tube... For tonight hold it." Then she guided me to the mirror. "Look at yourself. Tell me you're not ready. You owe me."

I didn't look good; I looked fucking incredible. I grabbed my tits and turned to the side. There was no seam at all; they looked real. I cupped my ass, moved in closer, and turned my face both ways. The makeup was flawless and perfect. Ms. Martinez spritzed me with a bottle of perfume that said, "Horny slut."

Ms. Martinez handed me a pair of chunky white pleaser pumps with a gladiator strap. "You'll find it easier to walk and dance in these. The chunky heels... we don't have time to teach you how to walk."

She smacked my ass and said. "You had better earn tonight. Oh my, we need a name for you. A good stripper name."

"Domino," I said.

"I like it. Let's go."


Chapter Five




As we drove, Ms. Martinez talked non-stop. I'm unsure if she was complimenting me on my appearance or patting herself on the back. "Don't worry about your voice, Mr. Gay... or Domino. It's not feminine, but it's not masculine. Androgynous. Don't worry about your walk either; it's somewhat feminine. I hope you know how to dance, though. And my work, oh, I can't believe how good it turned out. I'm a genius."

When we pulled into the parking lot, the lot was filled with cars, a reassuring sign. Or a prophecy of doom.

I slid out of the car, feeling great; she'd convinced me of one thing even though she never directly complimented me on my feminine appearance; I could pull off looking like a woman. Honestly, her plan would have been dead on arrival if I wasn't sort of an effeminate guy in the first place. But could I make a thousand dollars?

Two guys walked past. I wilted into myself, feeling self-conscious. Why did I agree to this? Or did I? I didn't agree to it, as much as I had no choice.

I said, "I can't."

One of the guys whistled. The other said. "Love the hair, sexy. Hey, how about a lapdance later."

Ms. Martinez said. "See! I'm going to be famous. That was an easy test, though. The real test will come when you peel your top off and dance."

I stopped. Dead in my tracks. "I can't do this. This isn't going to work. If I do it, and it doesn't work."

 "You can and you will. Tell you what, if it doesn't work, I'll consider your efforts work. I'll pay you for modeling work in the amount of the rent you owe me."

 "Okay. What if it does? Do I get to keep the money? If I make any."

"Don't push it, sissy."

She grabbed my arms and ushered me into the club. At the door, Ms. Martinez nodded at the bouncer, and he let us in with no issues. They had to have known each other; later, I learned he was an actor, and they'd met on a movie set.

Ms. Martinez led me to the bar after greeting a woman, another actress. Ms. Martinez pointed to me and said. "Domino is a good friend of mine, and she is here for the stripper opening."

The woman smirked and said. "Yeah? Think you can handle it?"

I said. "I need the cash. Quickly."

The woman said. "Don't we all. I'm Candy, the manager. It's not as easy as it sounds. But, Okay, for Georgia, I'll give you a shot. Let's go; I'll give you the grand tour."

Ms. Martinez sat right beneath the stage as Candy led me to the stage. "You make five hundred dollars for tonight, plus tips, drinks, and lap dances. House takes fifty percent of those. Cash tips you keep. That five hundred includes three trips to the stage. Follow me."

I followed.

She pointed down a long hall with doors on either side, and I knew this part of the bar well. "You do lap dances down there—one hundred dollars per. We get half; cash tips are yours. Sex is discouraged. But lock the door if you need to." She winked. I wasn't having sex. There were some logistical issues. Giving head might work; oh fuck, what the hell was I thinking? And doing? This isn't going to work. How could I have agreed to this?

We walked down a hall with mirrors on both sides. I checked myself out again; damn, I looked good and felt good watching my tits jiggle and shake as I walked. Feeling them sway, bounce, and jostle was the most incredibly erotic feeling. What a glorious feeling! My cock fought against the fake pussy, unable to express its pleasure within the confines of its masqueraded cunt. 

She led me to the dressing room and opened the door. In the room were several scantily dressed women, tall, short, and with extravagant makeup. My eyes locked on Kitty, naked, my dream girl.  Kitty's nipples were hard and perfect and created a tingling in my tucked cock. The dancers swerved, touched up makeup, and switched into outfits that didn't cover much.

Candy introduced me to Kitty, and Kitty gave me a bored smirk. "New girl, huh? I'm up next. You're after me, so watch and learn. Strip and put these on." 

      She handed me a skimpy bikini top and a G-string. This would be the ultimate test of Georgia's special effects skills. I'd succeed, get thrown out on my ass, or... fuck, if no one can tell, I'd have to strip on stage. In front of... well over fifty, drunk horny guys. 

Feeling like I was going to puke, I stripped, hands shaking and tingling, worried someone would notice a seam of my breastplate or on the fleshy silicone panties that looked and felt surprisingly like a pussy. Everyone was busy with their preparations, and no one noticed. If they had looked at me, would anyone have noticed? Even getting this far, I had to acknowledge that Ms. Martinez was a special effects genius. In one of her movies she turned a young actress into an elderly woman, indeed a work of art.

Once I was ready, standing in nothing but a G-string, a bikini top, and my platform, pleaser heels, Kitty led me down a hall. My tits jiggled, and my exposed ass clenched and relaxed as I walked. I could feel every shift, every jiggle of my flesh. Standing behind the stage, Kitty said, "Watch and learn."              


Chapter Six




I'd watched Kitty perform before and knew and practiced every move in her repertoire; suddenly, watching this time took on a new significance. Could I do it?  I might. How many times had I bought a pair of her panties and danced around like her in my home? I could do it, I think, but as I glanced into the crowd of fifty or more guys. My emotions fought against each other; some expressed exhilaration; deep down, I'm an exhibitionist. 

And others screamed in fear! Are you crazy? You're a dude. No one's going to be fooled by this scam. And yet, no one would have believed that the twenty-six-year-old award-winning academy actress Ms. Martinez transformed was not an old lady.               

A few women were in the crowd, too, including Ms. Martinez watching and waiting. Was she more worried about her rent money or her female transformation using special effects makeup?             

The music thumped, blasted, and lights flashed as Kitty did her routine. When she was done, applause rocked the bar, and Kitty picked up dollars flung onto the stage. I was up next. Would anyone notice my male ass? I checked out my ass; it looked as good as some girls here. My confidence increased. But what about the breasts?

My legs shook. The music quieted momentarily in anticipation of the next act. The announcer said, "Gentleman, give a Kiss and Ride greeting to our newest dancer, Domino."

 I stumbled onto the stage, overwhelmed by the cheers, the noise, the music, and the competing feelings of fear and exhilaration. Still not used to my heels, I trudged forward. Unladylike. I forced myself to swing my hips and arms and shake my ass. It was bright. I could barely see who was in the crowd. Georgia was up front, and... I'll be damned, Kitty was sitting right next to her. I recovered and looked over the crowd.

A chubby guy winked and smiled at me. I had my first fan. I closed my eyes and pretended I was home alone, in Kitty's panties prancing around. I opened my eyes, right above my new lover, kneeling against the wood, my bare stomach inches from his face. Can he tell I'm a guy?

He placed a twenty dollar bill skillfully in the waistband of my thong. I bent forward and jiggled my silicone breasts near him. He leaned into my tits teasingly; I pulled away, turned, and undid the tiny string holding my bikini top up.

This was it. Even without makeup, I had a feminine appearance, but when I let go of the bikini top, it would be a testament to Georgia's abilities. I let go of the string, slid off the bikini, turned, and rubbed my fake tits.

There were several whistles and hoots. Someone yelled. "Nice tits." Another screamed. "Take it off."

I twisted around the pole, fuck I couldn't believe I was doing this. I danced, twirled, strutted, and shook my ass like a girl. I felt like a girl. Bills landed on the stage. This was great, being the source of such passion, desire, and lust for all these strange men staring at me, fantasizing about fucking me. I was closing in on my last few moments on stage, bending over, pushing my ass into the gold pole. Rubbing my ass into the pole like I was riding a big cock. Teasing and flirting with the pole and the horny men in the crowd.

To my pleasure and surprise, the crowd roared in approval, and dollar bills flew onto the stage. Leaving the stage, I made sure to shake my ass, the one genuine part of me, as I picked up my tips.


Chapter Seven




I returned to the dressing room, feeling good. Proud even. I'd taken in nearly two hundred dollars. Add that to the five hundred for dancing, and I was in the clear. I couldn't wait for my next performance.

Kitty waited for me in the dressing room, nothing but contempt and disdain on her face. Had I done something wrong, broken the rules? Or was she jealous of the new girl's success?

"He's a fucking pervert, ladies!" Kitty pointed at me.

"What? He?" They all turned and stared. They were trying to see what had Kitty so concerned. I saw no indication that they believed her.

She pointed and glared at me. "I know you've got a cock under there. This perv paid some movie bigwig special effects artist to turn him into a woman."

I blushed. But, I'll be damned if the little fucker between my legs didn't stiffen. Or tried like hell to get hard. Georgia's efforts kept it hidden.

I said. "You're crazy."

I decided to go before things got bad. I'd have to figure something else out for the rent. I  headed for the door, but Kitty stepped in front of it before I could get my hands on it. She dropped to a knee before me and yanked my G-string down. Then twisted, pulled, and wrenched at Georgia's silicone pussy, ripping free the latex and some of my skin, making me feel like I'd just been through a Brazilian wax on steroids. With my little throbbing cock revealed and naked except for Georgia's fake tits, white thigh-high stockings, and heels, I'll be damned, but I got an erection.              

Four strippers screamed in unison. "You trying to steal our money, asshole?"

"No... I just..."

"You like being a woman? Is that it?"

What was I going to say? "Yes," I said before I had a chance to think.

Kitty stood, locked the door, and said. "We're going to teach you a lesson pervert. Dance!"

"What?" I said.

Kitty said. "Dance." One of the girls hit her boom box, and hip-hop filled the room. I shook my hips, my cock swinging to and fro, up and down. Dribbling precum.

The girls chanted. "Domino. Oh, you ho, Domino. Go, Domino."

I swung my hips and strutted back and forth in the tiny dressing room. Girls smacked my ass playfully and not so playfully.   

Then Kitty said. "Hey girls, let's show this girl what being a girl is all about. Hey, what say you, girls?"

My cock dribbled more precum. I was getting humiliated and very much into it.

One of the girls said, "But you tore off her pussy; what are we going to do?"

The rest of the girls chanted. "In the ass, fuck her in the ass."

"No!" I screamed. But my cock betrayed me when it swelled more.

Kitty pulled out a long, squishy dildo from her bag and a harness. "Well, ladies, what say you?"

"Yeah." The cheers went out.

Kitty slid into the harness with the dildo attached. How many times had I fantasized about this moment? Now it was here.

Kitty said, "Get on your knees."

I dropped, my cock pulsing, dripping wet sticky fluid from its swollen tip. Kitty inched forward and pushed the dildo on my lower lip, then slapped my cheeks. "So you want to come in here and take our business? You're going to pay for it."

Kitty grabbed my chin.

I exhaled. What do I do? I wanted this more than the money, more than paying my rent. I wanted Kitty to dominate me. So, I said it. "Kitty, use me."

Laughs around the room. Kitty said. "Oh, I will. I will. Open up and taste what being a woman is all about."

I opened my mouth, allowing the head of the cock to enter. Kitty inched her cock forward as I moaned and my cock throbbed. Bobbing my head up and down, I tried my best to suck her dildo. Back and forth, I bobbed my head with my red lips tightly wrapped around her plastic cock.

"You like sucking my cock, baby?" Kitty asked. Surrounding me, the girls were chanting and throwing twenties on the floor under me. I grabbed my cock, and stroked it as Kitty fucked my mouth.

After several hard minutes, Kitty stopped. "Get on your hands and knees."

I obeyed.

Kitty licked her finger and gently massaged my asshole, slowly, rubbing, gradually and ever so gently increasing the pressure on my virgin hole. I moaned.

Kitty said. "This hole is tight; anybody got some lube."

There was some laughter in the room, and not long after, a sticky coolness spread inside my tight hole.

Crack. Smack. Kitty smacked my ass several times with increasing intensity. It stung by the time she was finished.

Kitty said. "Are you ready for the main event, slut."

I couldn't answer. Drool ran freely out of the corner of my mouth; my cock was aching for release.

The first finger slipped inside. It felt excruciating and yet good. Kitty pushed, wiggled, and probed until the tip of her finger hit my prostrate. Then two, then three fingers ravaged my ass.

Crack.

"I asked you a question."

I screamed. "Yes. I want it, Kitty. I spent thousands of dollars on you for this moment. Please fuck me!"

Kitty laughed. "Well... well, I knew you were my kind of girl. Spread your cheeks."

I gripped both sides of my butt cheeks and pulled them apart as the cold, squishy tip of her cock pressed into the gap I'd created, inching forward.

"Ohhhhhh.... shiiiiiiiiit." Being on my hands and knees was great, with Kitty at her place and the crowd watching, cheering, and humiliating me. Slowly the cock inched inside me. Inch by inch. I gasped as the invading cock crawled further into my virgin hole. Pain overwhelmed me as my ass stretched, then there was a pinch, and it was done. I felt Kitty's boyish hips on my ass, and the pain was gone. Each thrust increased my arousal as Kitty invaded and retreated from my sissy hole. Kitty pulled out and pushed back in for an eternity.

Kitty thrusts into me from behind me, gripping my hips when she pulls me tighter and closer with each invasion. "Good girl. Take it all. Is this what you've been wanting?"

"Oh, yes. I like it. I like it. I love it. Getting my ass fucked."

Kitty reached around the front, grabbed my cock, and stroked it. My balls tightened. Sensing my impending orgasm, Kitty rammed her dildo full force into my prostrate one last time. That force on my prostrate forced every drop of cum down my shaft and out of the tip of my cock. The orgasm was the most intense and pleasurable experience I'd ever had.

Kitty let me stand after fucking my tender ass for another five minutes. The room erupted in applause. I blushed.

Kitty said. "Get dressed; the show must go on. You're back on stage in half an hour."

I smiled. "I can't wait."

Ms. Martinez returned with her magic bag of goodies to get me ready for my next show. After getting me ready, she ripped every dollar bill from my grasp, counted them, and said. "You got three hundred to go." 

Maybe a lap dance or two. The money no longer mattered. I was having the time of my life. I'd do lap dances, give blowjobs, or whatever, not out of fear of paying rent but because I realized how much fun I was having.




The End
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