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“A gentlemen’s club?”

Her made-up eyes were bright with excitement. “Yup. I’ve been working there for three months now, Terry, and it’s great. It’s not a trashy strip club.”

“Are you a stripper now?”

Candice bounced a high-heeled foot while she sipped her drink and absentmindedly ran her long nailed hand on her stockinged thigh, driving me crazy. “No! I never get on stage. I’d rather serve drinks and give lap dances, but my clothes don’t come off and the clientele aren’t allowed sexual touching. The clientele there are clean and neat and have plenty of money to tip with. It’s a perfect situation. The food is top-notch and the guys come in for some relaxation and a fancy hundred-dollar meal, some drinks and to look at pretty women. They’re in a good mood when they leave. Tips are better than anywhere I worked before. Even with the house percentage taken.”

“Can I ask how much you’re making?”

She looked off and up to the right, tilted her head. Played with her fingers. I couldn’t keep my eyes off her luscious cleavage. “Right now I’m on a track for one-hundred and fifty-thou this year and that’s only for the eight months I’ll have in there at the end of the year. The guys come there with cash too, unlike other places where it’s lots of credit, so I only claim about half of it for taxes.”

“Holy shit.”

“Right! That’s what I’m sayin’. You should do it.”

I laughed. “No guy is gonna tip a guy at a strip club or ask him for a lap dance.”

“Who says you’d be working, looking like a guy? You’d be as hot a girl as any girl there, if you put your mind to it.” She ran her hand up my thigh and gazed into my eyes. Her eyes flitted over my hair and face. “Think of it. The busiest times are mid evening between seven and midnight, which is when I work and we could use another girl.”

“Only five hours a day and you make that much?”

Five hours a night, four nights per week. They’re closed Sunday through Tuesday. Three nights off a week and all the days.

I took out my phone and used the calculator. “One-hundred-fifty-k, twenty hours a week, four nights is over one hundred and forty bucks an hour.”

“Right. Lots of it tax free. Cash, baby. Do it! You’ll be making bank. IRA investments, new house, new car. Think of it.” She waved to the bartender to bring two more drinks. She took out a hundred-dollar bill from her purse and put it on the bar.

“Wow. It sure sounds interesting. You really think I could pass myself off? What if I didn’t do lap dances?”

“Our goal is to keep the customers happy so... if you didn’t... you might lose your job.”

“Hmm. Not sure I could get into that very much. Shit. Oh, well.”

“Terry. Don’t stop because of that. I’m telling you, you can do this. Just put your mind to it. Hell, you have an acting degree and don’t use it. Now you could. Think of it as playing a part.”

I nodded and finished my martini. The bartender dropped off fresh ones, picked up the plate of ice from the oysters and looked at the C note on the bar. “I’ll get change.”

Candice stopped him. “Nah. It’s for you, Joey. Keep it. This is our last drink.”

“That’s too much, Candice. Four happy hour drinks and oysters at a buck-a-shuck?”

“Nonsense. You're worth it, just being able to see you shake our drinks honey.” She winked.

“Thanks.”

“Candice. You gave him a 100% tip.”

“So? You’ll see when you’re making it. It feels weird when I have someone serve me and they’re making a fourth or less than I am. Gotta give back.”

I nodded. “Okay. So what should I do to get started?”

“First off. Get into the mindset of being pretty and feminine. No more boring guy’s clothes. I’m off for three nights. I’ll help. Let’s eat and then we can start tonight if you want to.” Her hand rubbed my thigh and her eyes were wide. An evil grin was on her face. “You’ll make such a pretty girl. I can’t wait. Let’s start tonight. You’re gonna stay at my place.”
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“Candice, the place looks great.” I stood in the entry of the old Victorian. “Yeah, money and time, baby. I got them both now. A bit of paint, fresh carpets, some new furniture. See? This is what I mean. Plus, I’m saving to buy a house, so I’m not throwing money down the drain on a rental. This is a rent to buy house, anyway.”

Her heels clicked on the freshly varnished hardwood floors as she led me into the parlor. “I might buy this house.” She continued to lead me through the house by my hand as I looked around at all of it, remembering when I first helped her move in.

“You sure did a nice job on this.”

“Anyone who doesn’t value their time will spend no time of value. Right?”

“Interesting quote. Who is that?”

“Thanks. Me. I came up with it. I like the word spend in it, don’t you? It implies money, but the time is being spent to create value. Value can be lots of things.” We had looked into the bedrooms and now stood in the master. Her arms went around my neck. “You know we’ll get to know each other better doing this. I hope you don’t mind.”

Was I dreaming? It’s what I always wanted. A hot, petite, smart and gorgeous girl. “Uh.... Of course not. I uh...”

She laughed and gave me a peck on the cheek, then spun around on her heels. “Okay! Let’s get going. I’m glad you had a few drinks because the first time you do this, it’s not pleasant.” She took my hand and led me into the bathroom. “Strip and sit in the shower on the seat.”

“What?”

“You heard me. There can’t be any secrets anymore. I need to see all of you and we need to expose all your skin and male aspects to minimize them. It’s part of your new role.”

I took off my clothes and sat on the cold tile seat. She stood there with what looked like an electric razor in her hand, looking me up and down. My legs were crossed, hiding my privates.

“Hmm, you have nice curves. You’re not a little girl like me, but you're not a big girl. You’re a good height and not skinny. Nice, soft, not muscly legs, a bit of hips and plenty of bottom padding and your chest even has a good amount of fatty tissue that will make good cleavage. Your belly’s flat.. The only thing is you have a decent amount of body hair and that’s where this comes in.”

She knelt in the shower and started the device. She brought it to my lower leg. “This trimmer will bring it to the right length first.” She ran it up and down between my ankle and knee. “This part makes it baby smooth. Now don’t yell. It’s gonna pinch a little.”

She ran the head of it over my legs, and it ripped the hairs out. “Yikes!”

“Don’t worry. The more times you do this, the less it will hurt and the less it’ll will grow back. It’s better than shaving because you’d have to shave every day. This will be smooth as a baby’s ass and good for three days or so. I wanted to do this tonight, so your skin settles down by tomorrow.”

She worked away at my legs and when she did my thighs; I went into a cold sweat from the pain. “Don’t worry. I won’t do your nuts or dick. You can do those with a razor, or else you might get ingrown hairs, and that’s not fun.”

When my legs were done, she handed me the epilator. “Here. Do your arms and chest, then shower, shave the rest and use the lotion on the counter. It’s soothing. I’ll get some clothes ready for you to sleep in.”

My lower arms weren’t bad, but my belly and chest were horrible. By the time I was done, I was a shaky, sweaty mess. The shower felt good, the water set barely warm as I shaved the remaining hair off my body. I patted myself dry and smoothed the cooling, calming lotion on, then wrapped a towel around my waist.

Looking down at my hairless, beet red legs and my hairless chest was strange to say the least. Stepping out into the bedroom, there were a pair of black satin pajamas and a pair of flip-flops.

The cool material was soothing against my skin. Of course, there was lace edging on them, but that was to be expected being Candice’s clothes, and if I were following through with this pursuit, my new attire would be much more feminine than those.

I flip-flopped downstairs where Candice sat in a matching pair of pajamas with high-heeled mules, one leg crossed and a foot bouncing while she sipped a small glass of something milky looking.

She heard me and looked up. “Ah, good, they fit. I bought them on Amazon and they were too big so I went to return them, and they just had me keep them so I lucked out. How’s your skin?”

“Angry but survivable. These feel nice on it.”

“Good. Overnight, your skin will calm down and I promise it will never be that bad again. You’ll just need to keep up with it. Come sit. I have a drink for you.” She patted the couch.

I sat next to her. It was odd being in pajamas with her when I’d never had any sort of relationship with her other than a friendship and college buddy.

She held the glass out. “It’s absinthe made from wormwood. The real thing. It’s cloudy because I chilled it with ice water. Taste.” She clinked my glass.

“Mmm. Licorice. Nice.”

“Yes, now, there are lots of things on the list, but for now, you can relax.” She snuggled next to me. “I’m very excited to help you with this.” She very gently rubbed my leg through the satin.

I sipped. “Relaxing sounds good. Thanks. This took a lot out of me. It was very stressful.”

Her hand drifted to my crotch and grasped my limp package. “Oh my. You’re soft. I expected you’d be aroused.” She rolled it around in her tiny hand.

“I... uh... Kinda difficult to be hard when you’re in pain. But... that feels nice right now.” I placed my hand on hers as my arousal grew beneath her hand.

She felt the rise and wrapped the fabric around my shaft and began stroking it. “That’s better. You see, one thing about working at the club. If you’re not in the mood for it, it sucks. I’ve had days like that and my tips fell way off. You just aren’t in the mood. So one thing you’ll need to do is stay in the mood.”

Her hand felt so heavenly and seeing her hard nipples under the satin top and her gorgeous made-up eyes and pretty face and hair and her tiny feet in her high heels.... it all made me swoon for her. “How do I wear a skirt or dress with a hard-on?”

“There’re ways. Tucks under, tucks up, snug panties, camel-toe panties, loose skirts and dresses. No problem. The thing is, you need to be hard and in the mood or you’ll fail. Once we have you dressed as a girl, though, I think that part will be automatic. You’ll make yourself hard. It’s only natural.”

“So, how do you do it? I mean... Stay in the mood.”

“Different ways. First off, I have libido enhancers I take every day, and so will you. Then sometimes I wear a vibrating plug. When I know I’m gonna be a bitch, I just stay home.”

“Wow. You do all that?”

“Have to. Have to be in the mood for the customers. You’ll see.” She sipped. Flipped on the TV. “Wanna chill with a movie? Tomorrow’s a big day for you. I can make some popcorn and we can cuddle like the two girls we are, and I can keep your motor running.” She stroked me and kissed my lips lightly, gazing into my eyes.

“Keep that up and I’ll mess your PJs.”

“You better not. You need to stay horny for a few days until you’re into this all the way. I’ll help with it, though.” She grinned and lowered my pants, then took it into her mouth. I sipped my drink and looked down at my gorgeous college buddy.

That wonderful sensation was welling up inside of me. I grasped her head and heard a whimper come from me.

She popped off with a slurp. “I’ll go make the popcorn while it cools off and then we can watch the movie and edge all through it, then go to bed together.”

What sweet torture this was going to be!
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I woke in the morning to a warm, tiny hand in my pants. After all the teasing last night and with my morning wood, it wouldn’t take long. I was hoping I’d surprise her and get my rocks off before she stopped me. She smiled up at me, then tugged my pants down and sucked it while looking up at me. Of course, it welled up inside me quickly. Just as I was about to stuff it in her face and shoot it all down her throat, she popped off, laughing, and let it ooze and drip and bob in the air while she leapt from bed and grabbed my hand. “Let’s go, little girl.”

I scrambled to get my pants up before I slid off the bed, her tugging me. I almost had a ruined orgasm with my dick rubbing the satin pants as we made our way down the stairs, but I held it back. I didn’t want that. I wanted a good one. I had a ton pent up in me by then.

Together, we made French toast and bacon for breakfast with coffee and juice and real maple syrup. I sat there, savoring each bite as I watched Candice delicately eating and smiling, all excited. I throbbed in my satin pajamas, hard as a rock, imagining having her for a girlfriend. When I finished, I sipped my coffee and watched her eat. I slid my hand under the table and discreetly stroked myself, enjoying the show as she licked her lips.

She finished the last bite and leaned back to sip her coffee. “Are you ready?”

My hand stopped its action. One reason was because she’d be able to tell if I continued, and the other was I was right at the edge again. She opened a flip-top pill container with multiple pills in little separated slots. Taking a napkin, she placed one at a time on it as she narrated. “B-complex to keep you happy, energized, and your nerves good. Fish oil, multivitamin, and these three are the libido enhancers and erection enhancer.” She slid it over to me. “Take them. You’ll do this every morning and the enhancers you’ll take at lunch and before work, too.”

“You take an erection enhancer?”

She took another napkin and placed her pills on it to take. “Of course. Girls get erections too. They just aren’t as big.”

I swallowed them all down at once with the freshly squeezed grapefruit juice.

Candice came over to me, sat on my lap facing me, put her arms around my neck and rubbed her butt cheeks against my hard-on. “See how easy this is? You just sit and rub them. Look them in the eye. Smile.” She leaned in close, running her neck and hair past my face. “Let them sniff your neck and hair. Feel nice?”

I pressed my hips up toward her. “Oh god, yes.” My breath became choppy, and I grasped her hips.

“No humping. Hands behind your back. I’m the only one that gets to move.” She giggled and stopped moving, gauging my level. “Make it last for them. Perform. Make them think they make you really hot for them. Give them their money’s worth. Say things like, Oh Terry, you make me so wet.”

She rubbed against me again. My heart was pounding. I was oozing and ready. I whimpered and squeezed her hips.

She stood up quickly. “Okay. Enough training for now. We have things to do.”

We cleaned up and then it was shower time. Candice opened up the curtains and pointed. “After you poop, use that to clean out your bottom. Girls can’t be dirty there.”

“What? Eww.”

“No Eww. Now just do it. You don’t want to plug a dirty bottom and you need to know how to plug so you can keep your interest.”

We showered separately, and I did as I was told. She had me paint my toenails while she showered, then helped me with my hair and some light makeup, eyeliner, and mascara, eyeshadow and lipstick. “When we get your haircut, the look will be more feminine. It looks good already, don’t you think?”

I stared at myself in the mirror. “I guess it does.”

We got dressed. There weren’t any clothes suitable for me because Candice was so tiny, so I had to put my own clothes back on except for a pair of her stretch panties that fit fine and a pair of sheer suntan stay up stockings to try shoes on with.

We had my hair cut, styled in layers, and highlighted. I watched the girl in me take form in the mirror as she styled it. That, coupled with the makeup I already had on, turned my face into a cute little sex kitten.

We shopped until we dropped for jewelry, perfumes, makeup, lipstick, shoes, dresses, skirts, and tops, panties, bras and of course, my new gel breast forms to fill my tops and create cleavage, as well as the required attire for the club, which consisted of body suits and pantyhose coupled with short fluffy skirts, and platform stilettos.

Back at Candice’s, we washed and dried what needed washing. “You may as well move in here if you want to, Terry. You don’t need to pay for renting your place. It’s not like I’ll be rooming with some guy.” She laughed and put her arms around my neck and looked into my eyes. “I have a girl for a roommate now and so she can share my bed.”

“Wow.” My eyes burst open. “Really?”

“Really.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “You can save up your money faster that way and can help me around the house.”

“Okay. Heck. Why not?”

She rubbed my crotch. “How about we go out tonight for dinner? Celebrate you becoming the girl and moving in.”

“That sounds wonderful. I’ll get to see how people react to me in full girl mode.”

“Exactly. How men react to you.”

“Men?”

“Of course. That’s who you’ll be serving all the time. May as well start your act and practice a little. Don’t worry, I’ll help you with it.”

The full extent of what this new job meant to me as a person was hitting. I’d no longer be a guy looking for girls. I’d have to be a girl looking for guys. It was a part of my new role. Was it worth it? Could I pull it off? “Uh, Candice. I’m getting a little nervous about this. I mean... what you said... I’m gonna be a girl, not a guy anymore.”

“Exactly. Isn’t it great?”

“I’m not so sure.”

“Why?”

I shrugged and went into our closet and looked at my side of the clothes. “All this stuff.”

“Yup. You should be all set. Enough clothes for anything and enough work clothes for a week.” Her hand landed on my shoulder. “Isn’t it all so much more exciting than the boring guy’s clothes you had? I mean, c’mon. Be real, girl. Isn’t this fun?”

She dug through the dresses and pulled one out. “Wear this tonight. See how you feel then.” She held the short black chiffon minidress against me. “You can even go free beneath this and no one could tell anything. Even being hard all night like you’ll be. You’ll love it.” She rubbed my crotch.

“When do I get to come? It’s as if I’m constantly aroused now and it’s driving me wacky. I’m like a nympho.”

“Good. We’ll see. I guess we should test your recovery time sometime to see how fast you can recover if you have an accident with one of the more exciting men. I’ll let you know. For now, let’s just get ready as if we’re going on a date with some handsome, rich men.” She pushed the dress to me to take. “Let’s go, miss.”
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My new gel breast forms were incredible the way they created cleavage and were so real, tugging on my chest and the bra straps. Seeing it made me hard as I sat and slid on the deliciously sheer and silky suntan lace-top thigh-high stockings. A pair of crotchless panties was next because Candice said I should go free under the dress. The black ruffles framed my shaved package as my begging hardness bobbed in the air.

I stepped into the layered, black chiffon, V-neck minidress, and struggled to zip the back but managed. A little bit of adjusting and my bra was hidden and my cleavage prominent. Sitting, I slid the five-inch-heeled, strappy, black-patent stilettos on and secured the ankle straps. Initially, I was off balance when I stood but soon found my center and stepped in the tiny steps the high heels forced me to have, over to the full-length mirror by the dresser.

My new jewelry revealed to me the purpose of all of it as the necklace drew attention to my cleavage, the earrings to my face, the rings to my now feminine looking hands with the long painted nails, my bracelets making my wrists seem smaller and pretty. I took one of the new perfumes and sprayed it under the dress, on my legs and over my shoulders and new hairdo. I placed it in my purse and slung it over my shoulder. Taking myself in in the full-length mirror I posed different ways, seeing the sexy young lady before me.

My free willy below leapt and fell over and over of its own accord as my heart raced with me just wanting to screw my own image. I let my hand drift to the front of the dress and no one would know I was hard as a rock. The tip rubbed the satin lining delightfully and my long-nailed hand wrapped the silky fabric of the dress around it and began stroking.

I was in some sort of heaven, immersed in the sight, smell, sensations of femininity I now embodied. I licked my twenty-four-hour-painted lips and gazed into my dramatic, night look, and made-up eyes. I whimpered as I gently and carefully jerked myself through the dress between my thumb and middle finger. My pinky out daintily.

“See how sexy you are?” Candice placed her hand on my shoulder. “Remember the rule. No coming.”

I let myself go as my touch became too much. My leg twitched, and I felt myself ooze against the satin lining as I struggled to hold it back. I whimpered, then took a deep breath.

“Good girl. You made it?”

“Barely.”

“Good. You’re right where you need to be.”

She took my hand in hers. Gave me a peck on the lips. “Gorgeous. Brandon will be delighted with you tonight.”

“Brandon?”

“Yes dear. He’s joining us for dinner.” She looked at her watch. “Come now. We don’t want to be late. We’re meeting him at L’amore. Your interview is tonight. He owns The Gentlemen’s Club.”
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Candice drove while my heart pounded, my thighs against the cool leather seat, one leg bouncing over the other, my stockings slick and silky against each other and my hardness throbbing under the dress.

I looked out the window. “Candice, Brandon is the owner? What can I expect for the interview? Is he eating dinner with us too or just meeting us for a drink?”

“He’s buying dinner for us. That’s part of his way to motivate his employees to find new girls. Along with a signing bonus, if we find one. I’ll get an extra five hundred if he hires you. So be good.”

“What’s be good mean?”

“You know. Treat him nice. Show him you really are into men. I mean, he’s handsome as hell, so it should be easy.”

“I’m not into men. He’s a guy. I’m a guy. What if he finds out I’m a guy?”

“Don’t let him. You’re an actress, remember? Now, you need to stay in the horny mode, so I suggest you stop worrying and start enjoying yourself a little by getting it hard again and edging while I drive.”

“But I’m not in the mood. I’m too nervous.”

“Overcome it. You’ll have to at work. Just get into the girl you are and make yourself realize how pretty and sexy you are. Feel your sensuality. Make your whole body sensual. Now grab it through your dress and do it. Deep breaths.”

She cast me a grin, and I grasped myself in the satin with thumb and middle finger, pinky out delicately and slid my silky stockinged legs against each other and massaged my breasts with my other hand, and sniffed the perfume on my arms and wrist, and ran my hand through my new fluffy hairdo and soon I was hard as a rock again and wired and ready to spurt.

“That a girl. Now keep it, don’t lose it. No coming. Just keep that pretty and feminine feeling with it and you’ll be fine.”

I let out a little whimper as I let it go and held it off. As soon as I could, I started touching and jerking again carefully, caressing my legs, letting the sensations flow through my body deliciously.

“Good girl. That’s the idea. Now go into your purse and take the enhancers. I put the three in there. Toss them down and that’ll help you stay this way.”

I found them and took a bottled water from the holder and slugged them down, then went back to my task. By the time we arrived at L’amore, I was rock solid and it wouldn’t go down, no matter what. The feminine, sexy, pretty girl I was filled my being, sending tingles throughout my body as my hardness bobbed and leapt beneath my dress. I was a seductress now. The energy of a gorgeous, powerful, sexy woman filled my being.

“Candice, I’m filled with the energy and sensuality of a ravaging woman. It’s so damn wonderful. But, I’m rock solid. What if he touches it somehow?”

“Don’t let him. Keep him away from it. You can do it.” She pulled into the valet. “Oh, there he is. Isn’t he handsome?”

A very tall, handsome, thirty something guy with a full head of neatly trimmed wavy hair stood smiling in a three-piece suit looking like a king of Wall Street.

The valet opened my door and offered me a hand as I stepped out carefully so as not to give anyone a show, especially my new boss. He offered his arm to me. “I’m Brandon. You must be Terry. Candice has told me so much about you. It’s wonderful that you’re an actress. It’ll be perfect for your new role at the club.”

“Thank you, Brandon.” I took his arm, my hardness bobbing freely beneath my dress, my whole body tingling, his arm tight in my grip, reassuringly strong should I trip or slip.

“You even have a lovely voice. How nice.”

“Thank you for saying so, kind sir.”

Candice came around her car as the valet drove it off. Brandon offered his other arm. She took it and he gave her a peck on the lips. “I’m such a lucky man to have two gorgeous women to dine with. Thank you both for coming tonight.”

The maitre’d greeted Brandon as if Brandon owned the place and led us to a quiet table with a curved booth facing the sparse seating with eloquent table settings. I slid in, then Brandon, then Candice. Candice squished tightly against Brandon, making his leg press on mine.

His hand landed on my silky thigh and caressed it nonchalantly. “Not too cozy for you, is it?”

I placed my hand on his huge one on my leg and had him glide it as I squeezed it. “Oh no. This is very nice.” I gazed into his eyes as if I had fallen in love. All that sensual, feminine energy rolling through my body. I heard Candice in my brain. ‘Make them feel good. Perform for them.’

He smiled broadly and continued delightfully caressing my leg as he leaned over me to Candice. “They have a new martini you girls might enjoy. It’s called, la chaleur de la nuit. The heat of the night.”

“Sounds nice. Right, Terry?”

“Sure. I don’t like to sweat, but I do like things passionate.”

Brandon squeezed my leg. “That’s how I like my girls. Keep acting like this and I think you’ll do well at the club.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Ah... sir. A nice touch. Very submissive. Guys like that too. You’re a smart girl.” He grasped my hand under the table and placed it in his lap, pressing it on his hardness. “See? Your charm is already filling me with joy and desire.”

The waiter came over and poured our ice waters into the stemmed glasses. Brandon throbbed beneath my hand. What should I do? What would a girl at a strip club do? They weren’t supposed to be touching sexually. But this is different. If I pulled away, he might think I was too timid. I squeezed it while the waiter took our orders, then stroked it through his pants. It was huge and his desire for me was obvious.

The waiter left, and Brandon smiled at me. “That’s lovely. Of course, at the club you wouldn’t be allowed to do that, but I encourage you to give men a good time by lap dancing on them and so on. Would you have a problem with that?”

I was throbbing under my dress, my leg bouncing over the other one, my stockings slipping. It was incredibly arousing touching him like that. Or was it the pills? I didn’t care. It was exciting. I looked around and saw no one would know with the long tablecloths and the way our table was situated. I put both hands under the table, smiled at him, unzipped his pants, and took his entire shaved package out. I wrapped my fingers around his warm, thick shaft and stroked it, looking into his bright, smiling eyes. “I have no problem making a man feel like a man. I’d love to make you desire me so much you lose control of it.” I stroked him quickly but gently and sensually while his wide eyes looked around the place, then back at me.

“Oh my. That is lovely, and I can tell I very well may lose control of it, young lady.” Candice and he chatted about work and some improvements coming in while I stroked him. My heart stopped racing, and I began to truly appreciate the wonderful time I was having. Stroking him did something special for me. It made me more. More powerful, more desired, more needed, more sexy. A blissful energy filled my being, my hardness throbbing uncontrollably.

The waiter brought our drinks, and Brandon toasted. “To a lovely, new, and very lucrative career for Terry.”

We all clinked and sipped. I continued stroking him, my heart longing for more as I wondered if I could make him come for me. I wanted to. I needed to. I had never done this before except to myself, and the challenge and thrill were overwhelming. I sped up my ministrations and tugged and rolled his hairless globes in my other hand. Then I remembered Candice. ‘Make it last for them. Give them their money’s worth.’

I paid attention to Brandon’s body language and response to me as I flicked the oozing tip with my thumb over and over, making him twitch. Then I slowed down and stroked him very, very lightly, just gliding my soft hand on his velvety skin. Then I sped up again. I kept doing this, not until he couldn’t take it any longer, but until I couldn’t. It was during our third course that I couldn’t wait any longer.

I looked deep into those eyes of his. “Oh, my Brandon. You’re making me so wet.” I sped up my ministrations. I wanted it. I had trapped my hardness between my stockinged thighs as I bounced a foot and pressed on it and Brandon’s hand caressed my legs, sending ripples of pleasure through me. I was so aroused, knowing I was making him come.

I took his hand from my leg and had him place it around my back. I whispered in his ear. “Go ahead, let it go for me so we can relax.” I pulled my dress to the side to wrap the fabric around his manhood and cover it. My shaft was just inches from his as my jerking him made my dress slide on my own little beast.

I looked into his eyes and with both hands I jerked him and rolled and tugged his silky globes. He gave me a peck on the lips, then locked eyes with me as I held his shaft as it swelled and shrank and spurt furiously into my dress. His eyes and his cock told me how good I made him be. I couldn’t hold back and I whimpered as I came myself into the fabric of my dress, my leg twitching as I did. When we were both finished shooting our passionate releases, and done catching our breath, he tucked himself away and I used a linen napkin to soak up our voluminous emissions.

I looked around. No one was the wiser. I smiled proudly and sat up straight, my breasts out, my leg bouncing. Brandon had a grin on. He squeezed my leg. “That was lovely. You’ll drive men wild and make lots of money, princess.”

“I got the job, sir?”

“You sure did. You definitely gave me my money’s worth tonight with only your hand, eyes, talk, and attention. I’m sure you’ll give the men more than they ask for and they’ll all get their money’s worth, even without that hand. They’ll have to buy more drinks to get you to finish them while you lap dance on them and torture them until they can’t take it anymore. You know what to do, as well as any of our girls.”

Candice laughed. “Wow. That’s quite a compliment. I guess I should have jerked you off at my interview.”

“I guess you should have. But... The rest was even better when you showed me how the girls at the club, and the club, could make more money and so discreetly. And you did it in a public night club at a table.” He gave Candice a peck on the lips. “You brought us splendid success and your demonstration on me on how to do it started it all.”

He sat up and put his arms behind us both. “Well ladies. I hate to do this, but I have another engagement tonight, so if you’ll excuse me, feel free to stay as long as you like and order anything you want and don’t worry about the bill. They’ll bill it to me.”

Candice moved out to let him out, and he left. She slid back in by me. Her hand landed on my leg and glided. “Wow. You did great. What made you do that?”

“I knew he had to see that I enjoy giving men pleasure, so I had to. Not to mention, once I touched it and knew he was hard for me, I couldn’t resist.” I giggled like a little girl. “It was great!”

“Did it excite you?”

I nodded quickly. Should I tell her? “Uh... It sure did. So much so that I came when he did.”

“Really. Good girl! I’m so proud of you. Now let’s see how long it takes to recover.” Her hand slid over to my lap and found me hard under the dress. “Wow. You sure you just came? You’re rock hard already.”

“Must be the pills.”

“Maybe. Or maybe you just found what you’re best at and really like men more than women.”

It hit me. She might be right. I sat there with my jaw dropped as I throbbed under my dress, then looked around and grabbed it and played with myself, thinking fondly about what I had just done.

Candice laughed. “Oh my. I think I’ve created a monster. Let’s eat dinner and relax.” She took my hand away from my lap and placed it on her stockinged thigh. She gazed into my eyes. “That’s it. Concentrate on my leg for now.” She called over the waiter.
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For the rest of the dinner, I could immerse myself in Candice’s beauty and the lovely sensations of us together. Just two sexy, sensual girls, touching and being affectionate. It was a dream come true. All I wanted to do though was fuck her, but that seemed a way off yet with her keeping me focused on me getting into men, not her.

She drove us home after a wonderful meal and had me play with myself on the way. I hoped that was to have me ready for her when we got in bed.

I stripped out of the damp dress and threw it into the hamper along with my wetted stockings. I rinsed off in the shower, brushed my teeth and slipped into a cute little nightie and panties, keeping my breast forms and bra on. It didn’t seem right without them now.

Candice was lying in bed reading a book, the light of the lamp casting a warm glow on her cheek, her breasts with hard nipples shaping her pink satin slip. She smiled warmly, looking over at me, then turned back to her book. “Are you okay? Ready to sleep?”

“Uh...”

“I know. It must be hard. The first time pleasing a man. Your mind must be racing.”

“Well, not that really. I mean. It was so exciting. I think I’m really going to enjoy this new role.”

“Good.” She patted me under the sheets. “Glad to hear that. We’ll be a couple of power girls together.” She laughed and turned back to her book.

I lay there just smelling her perfume and watching her eyes go back and forth as she read. I slid my bare, silky legs back and forth against the satin sheets.

“What’s the matter, sweetie? Want a book to read? I have some really steamy dirty ones to get you going.”

I laughed. “I don’t need to get going. I never stopped. I think I need to stop taking the pills.”

“Ah. I see. Well,” she checked her watch. “They have another hour or two yet before they wear off.” She went back to her book.

“I need to sleep.”

“Yes, you do.”

I slid my legs around, my cock hard in my panties. “Oh god.”

“I have an idea you might like.” She reached into the nightstand. “Something to keep you company and maybe give you some relief. Here, suck this.” She handed me a huge, realistic dildo. I stared at it. It was so realistic with the colorings and veins and the velvety feel. The globes could even roll in the sacks. I stroked it with my long-nailed fingers, marveling at its realism.

“Suck it, sweetie.”

“It’s a penis. I don’t suck penises.”

“You’re an actor. Act like you do. It’ll help solidify your character. Help define your femininity further. Imagine it’s Brandon, and he comes like he did, but with it in your mouth.”

“Eww.”

“Who are you kidding, young lady!? Get into your role! Suck it and jerk yourself off. Pull the sheets back and sit up right now.”

I did and sat Indian style. I could see myself in the dresser mirror at the foot of the bed.

“Okay. Suck it, watch yourself in the mirror, and jerk off.”

I took it between my painted lips. It looked hot. I was a hot girl sucking a big dick. I imagined it was Brandon, and I was coaxing it to give me his passion. I moved it in and out of my mouth while I ran my tongue around it and watched the hot girl in the mirror as she got more and more into it.

“That’s it. Get into it. Harvest his seed. That’s it. Good girl. Imagine sensing his passion for you through it.”

I sat there crossed legged and my thumb and middle finger jerked me off furiously as I sucked and ran my tongue around and the balls slapped my chin. I whimpered around the thick meat as I imagined it shooting into me and I swallowed, imagining it had. I came like a rocket, whimpering muffled whimpers around it, shooting white ropes over the satin sheets, my body shaking. When I stopped jerking and spasming, I let it go from my lips and gave it a little kiss.

“A kiss. Nice touch. See how pleasant that was? Now put it under your pillow in case you need it and snuggle up next to me and fall asleep while I finish this chapter.”

I slid alongside, wrapped my leg over hers, and snuggled. I held my man in my hand under the pillow, unwilling to let it go, and placed my head on the pillow. I fell fast asleep.

During the night, I woke to find myself once more sucking this wonderful thing and humping against the satin sheets. I came again and fell asleep with it in my mouth.

In the morning, Candice was seated next to me on the side of the bed, looking down at me. I opened one eye to see her, the dick in front of my face with my mouth around it. She grasped it and began moving it in and out of my mouth. “That’s it. Suck and jerk, little girl.”

My morning wood was ready, and I came almost instantly, my legs jerking under the sheets, and me whimpering around the thick cock in my mouth. She planted a kiss on my cheek. “You’re such a living doll. I’ll go make breakfast for us.”

She slid on her high-heeled mules and ran downstairs. I washed the dildo and couldn’t stop washing it. It was so thick and firm and nice and looked so handsome with my painted, long nails gleaming and wrapped around it. I reluctantly dried it off and placed it carefully on the counter.

I put on a pink satin robe and a pair of high-heeled mules and descended the stairs where Candice stood by the stove, cooking bacon.

“Took you long enough.”

“I had to wash the toy.”

“Must be really clean. Did you get obsessed with that now?”

“Kind of. It’s odd. I came three times with it. I think I associate it with pleasure now. It’s my friend. Is that how my character should be? I think it is.”

“It is. That’s a good thing. You should have brought it downstairs.”

I laughed. “Like my teddy bear.”

“Sure. Why not? Keep it in your purse if you want. Suck it in the car.”

I shrugged and hugged her. “Not a bad idea. I might do that. Thanks for helping me with all of this. I’d never be doing this myself. I’m discovering all kinds of odd things about me. I think I‘m much more suited to being a girl than a guy.”

“I think so too. That’s part of the reason I thought you’d do so well in this job. You’ll be passionate about your role. Not like when you played the hero in that play at school. You were soo bad at that.”

“I was supposed to be some kind of superman. It was ridiculous having me play that role. They said it would challenge me. I couldn’t even reach the antagonist’s face to punch him without jumping. It turned into a comedy.”

“I think that was the director’s point. He hated the story, so he made it that way. You were funny, even though you hated it.” She kissed my cheek and then moved the bacon to paper towels and put the eggs in. “You can pour the coffee and juice and take your pills.”

I set about my tasks while she fried the eggs. “Do I have to take the pills? It might be nice to be normal today.”

“You do. You need to establish a baseline where you stabilize on the pills. Tell you what. If you think you need to come today, then I’ll let you, anytime you want, but take the pills.”

“What are we doing today? Work is tomorrow night.”

“I was thinking you could help me get a room painted and tonight we could just watch some chick flicks and relax. Tomorrow we can do some yard work before we go to work. Does that work?”

“I guess. I’m coming to realize how little time we have that we’ll be working. It’s like always being off.”

“And the time we work is just making guys happy, and it goes really fast, so it’s not even like work... when you’re in the mood for it.”

“Cool.”

We sat and ate breakfast. I took my pills, and they started working before we were done with dishes.

“Okay, now shower and clean out, and I have another treat for you when you’re dressed to work. Wear the denim skirt and those high-heeled-wedge sneakers and a tank top to work in. No big deal if you get a little paint on them. And wear pantyhose with the gusset cut out a little for your pee-pee. Then if you get paint on your legs, it’ll come off easier.”

“Okay.”

I pooped, showered, and did my tasks, and it wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be. It actually made me nice and clean and the sensations were pleasant, how thing moved around inside of me. I dressed and cut out the gusset of the sheer suntan pantyhose and put on my bra and forms and miniskirt and tank top and the cute high wedge sneakers. I felt like a million bucks as I sprayed perfume on myself, checking myself out in the mirror.

Of course, I was hard from the pills and the sight of myself. Candice came in all dressed for painting in a similar outfit with her hair in a bandana. “Hey. Ready? You look so cute.” She gave me a peck on the lips and looked into my eyes. “I have a treat for you. Get on the bed on your knees and put your forearms down and your head on them.” She shoved me.

I climbed onto the bed looking back at her, my head on my arms and she lifted my skirt, pulled aside my panties, lubed a pink plug and pulled aside the pantyhose at the gusset and slid the cold tip between my cheeks. I throbbed in my panties as the tip pressed on my hole over and over, going a little deeper each time until it shot into me up to the hilt. It vibrated. She attached a hose to it and, with a bulb, pumped it up.

“Whoa. How big does it get?”

“Big enough, so a real man doesn’t seem too big.”

“A real man? No man is going in there.”

She chuckled. “If you say so.”

“Enough already.”

She stopped and pulled the hose off. “Stand and walk and squat and see if you can work with it in you like that.”

I walked around and squatted and it was surprisingly pleasant, the way it filled me and sent vibrations into me. My cock twitched of its own accord over and over.

“Doable?”

“Very. Not a problem.”

“Good. Let’s get to work.”

We masked and trimmed and prepped and painted. By lunch time, I was one horny little girl wondering if this thing in me felt this good, how good would the real thing feel?

“How are you, dear?”

“Amorous, to say the least. I’ve been oozing all morning. My panties are damp.”

“Good. If you’re a good girl, maybe I’ll let you come.”

“Oh god yes. Please. You said I could anytime.”

“After lunch maybe.”

We had tuna sandwiches and iced tea and were on the patio chillin’. I was bouncing a high-heeled sneaker, my stockinged legs slipping against each other as my hand absentmindedly caressed my leg. Candice laughed. “You look like you could use some relief, little girl.”

I nodded. “Oh god yes.”

“Run off and bring your man down here and we’ll see.”

I trotted upstairs, grabbed it, and ran back down. I sat, crossed my legs, and began sucking it wholeheartedly while my other hand massaged my breast. Candice watched me, smiling. “Oh my. You certainly are one horny little girl.”

I nodded and whimpered as I wriggled on the plug and bounced my foot, still playing with my breast.

Candice nodded. “Good girl. Now imagine that thing in your bottom is a real man and the one in your mouth is too. Show them both a good time. Make them come in you.”

I lifted and fell on my bottom, pressing the plug into me over and over as I diligently sucked the one in my face. I came immediately, moaning and whimpering around the one in my face, my eyes wide.

Candice came over and patted my head as she held the dildo and fed me it over and over. “Good girl. Now clean it up well for him and get the last out of the one in your bottom.”

I wriggled and lifted and fell on the plug and sucked and ran my tongue around the one in my mouth as my last leaks of passion filled my panties. Finally, I sat back and let the one in my face go. “Holy shit.” I took a deep breath and placed my man in my purse.

“Yeah, huh? Nice. Wait until it’s real.”

“It can’t be real. We can’t do that at work.”

“We can after work for sure. You’re all girl now, baby. Just like me.” She gave me a peck on the forehead and ran her hands through my hair. “Break time is over. Back to work.” She handed me my pills, and I took them with the iced tea, then she took hers.


7

We worked all afternoon. Took another break with my buddy in my mouth, and she allowed me relief again. Thank god. Then we showered and cleaned up for dinner. We ordered Chinese takeout, and both dressed in clothes we couldn’t go out in. Candice wore a slick black bodysuit showing her camel toe above sheer, black, lace-top thigh highs and boots.

I wore a puffy, soft, silky baby-pink chemise with a robe and sheer white lace top stockings held up with a garter belt and wearing fetishy high white strappy stilettos. The pink ruffled crotchless panty that framed and held my package up and out let it bob in the air as I carried food to the grill on the patio.

I was still plugged, and it silently hummed inside me deliciously. I cooked us Delmonico steaks and roasted zucchini. Followed by roasted pineapples and cream for dessert. We found a chick flick and cuddled together on the couch. Candice had me suck my buddy all the while we watched, and I grew ever fonder of it. She twiddled my hardness in her fingers and kept me at the edge throughout the movie and popcorn.

When it had gotten late and we were ready for bed, she led me by the hand up to the bedroom. We both got ready for bed, brushing our teeth and such, and she had me remove the plug, wash it and put it away. When I came back out, she was under the covers, her knees up. “Come here, baby.” I came over to her, gliding on the satin sheets. “Momma has something special for you tonight.” She threw back the covers.

She had another realistic dildo, but this one was attached to a strap around her hips and between her legs, holding it firmly against her camel toe.

“Holy shit.”

“What’s the matter, scared little girl?” She laughed. “Now lay on your back and pull your legs back.”

I slid up to the pillow and pulled my legs back. She slid between my legs, brandishing the thing like a sword. “He’s all hard and ready for you, baby. Want him?”

I nodded, staring at it, my cock bobbing and oozing. She guided it like a missile to my bottom and pressed my legs back by the thighs, my heels in the air above my head. “Guide him in, Terry.”

I grasped it and guided it as she came closer. It pressed against my hole and I pressed back and the fat tip stretched me. I pressed hard on it. It hurt a little and then it shot in past the gate and I gasped. “Oh god, yes.”

She looked into my eyes as she pressed it deeper and deeper. I looked down to see it all disappear inside of me and I grabbed her sweet ass and pulled her to me tight. “Yes. That’s it. Give it to me.”

Her little body began thrusting it like she was some beast as my cock flailed in the air between us, my toes pointed in their heels and dancing above me as she shook the bed. “Like that, little girl?”

“Oh god yes. Make it come in me.”

She chortled. “I should have gotten one of those. Oh well. Just imagine it does when we come.”

“Does it feel good for you to do this? Playing the man?”

She nodded. “It sure does. Someday it’ll be even better when you do it to me with your real one.”

She pounded me, looking into my eyes. She jerked my cock, then let it go to play with her breasts. “Oh yeah. I’m ready.”

“Me too.”

We both came, shuddering and shaking, my flailing cock spewing ropes of white pearls between us. When our bodies stopped spasming, she fell on top of me. I wrapped my legs around her and pulled her fake cock into me, and peppered her face with kisses. This was the first time we’d made love together, and it was heaven.

When we were about to fall asleep, she slid out of me and into the bathroom. The water ran, and she came back and put the setup in the lower drawer of the dresser, then came over and slid the other one onto my pillow. She lay next to me and kissed my cheek, then placed the tip on my lips. I took it into my mouth and fell fast asleep.
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The next morning, I woke to a cute, pretty face stuck on my cock as she gazed up at me. I grasped her head to let it rip into her and she quickly popped off. “Sorry. Work tonight. Let’s eat and get the yard work done.”

We made a big breakfast and did our morning routines. We wore the same thing as yesterday to work in the yard. It wasn’t grueling, but I had to wear the plug and was kept on the pills and there were no breaks for relief. We’d take breaks, but I wasn’t allowed to do more than play with it for a while and stop. Candice wanted to be sure I’d be in the mood to be my best for my first night at work at The Gentlemen’s Club.

We cooked some burgers on the grill and were done eating and cleaning up by five-thirty, leaving an hour to get ready before we had to leave.

I showered first. After I had dried my hair, I asked, “Do I have to keep wearing this plug tonight?”

“I think you should for a while. You don’t have to. The batteries should still be good. They’re lithium.”

I wondered if I should or not and left it in until I did my makeup. Having done makeup as an actor, I tried to really tailor it to the character I was playing. She came out fabulous. A veritable sex kitten.

Candice had put my outfit on the bed for me. She was doing her makeup when she shouted. “All okay out there? Figure it all out?”

I stared at the things on the bed. Nothing complex, but the panties looked weird. “What’s with these panties?”

“They’re camel-toe panties. They’ll hide it for you and provide a bit of protection, even in case you accidentally spurt.”

“I see.” I held them up, and they had a shaped and padded front and the back had straps like a jockstrap, leaving the bottom open. What the heck. Why not?

I slid into the sheer suntan pantyhose, my pretty pink painted toenails gleaming from under. The pills had their desired effect, and I maneuvered my entire package through the partially cut out gusset and yanked the pantyhose up. The camel toe had a sheath built in and a place to contain my globes comfortably. Once in place, it appeared I had a real camel toe like a woman. Next was the black and silver edged, V-neck, body suit that snapped at the crotch. It covered the panties perfectly and gave the illusion of a woman’s crotch, revealing no sign of the raging hard-on beneath it.

The skirt was a short crinoline type of multi layered sheer black chiffon, which slid over my hips nicely and created a curvy look, giving me hips. The last part of my work clothes were the fetishy high, platform stilettos in black glitter. Moving carefully in tiny steps to the dresser, I loaded on all my jewelry and long dangle earrings, then sprayed enough perfume on to kill bugs with.

In the full-length mirror I took myself in. I was throbbing under my padded camel toe, seeing my luscious cleavage, pretty face and hair and how sexy I was, and I knew the men would think the same. I remembered the plug was still in as it shot off again, humming silently inside and sending ripples of pleasure into me. Oh well, I guess I was wearing it.

I loaded my purse and slung it over my shoulder. Candice appeared alongside of me. “Hey cutie, can I buy a lap dance from you?”

I turned to her and wrapped my arms around her waist. “I’d be honored, sir.” I gave her a peck on the lips.

She smiled back. “Like our work clothes?” She spun in her outfit, a duplicate of mine. “I thought we could dress the same tonight. I was in the mood for black.”

“Sure. We’re a team, right? Maybe we should present ourselves as that. The power-puff girls.” I laughed.

“Very catchy. We’re early, but that just means we’ll get more money. Ready to make men come in their pants and make lots of money?”

“Ready.” And was I ever. I had never been so excited to be starting a new job or playing a new role as an actor anytime in my life. I knew this would be something incredible. My life was about to improve dramatically. My breasts and hair jiggled with each minced step, my hips swayed and moved the vibrating plug deep inside of me as I throbbed incessantly, and with a smile that wouldn’t go away, I left for work.
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For security, the parking for the girls in the back was gated and had a separate entrance. Candice motioned to the gate as it opened from her key card. “We get escorted out at the end of the evening so there can’t be any issue with overly motivated men. It’s nice and safe.”

“Good to know. Hadn’t thought about that.”

She parked by the door. “We’re early for the shift. Let’s go.”

We walked in, Candice holding my hand like I was a child going to the first day of school. It was just like that too, with all I had to learn and experience for the first time.

Inside, we put our purses, and our bags of clothes to change into after, in her locker. We walked past the mass dressing room for the strippers and past the office through a door into the main part of the club. The music pounded a sexy beat, but wasn’t excessively loud. There was a spotlight, music, and lighting control station up on a mezzanine where someone was shaking their head with the beat, readying the next song, and adjusting lighting.

A gorgeous girl in a long gown with a long side split, which her shapely stockinged leg poked out of with each step of her descent, moved seductively down a winding staircase to the stage. She looked like a princess from some fantasy movie as she held a mockup of a microphone and mouthed to the words of the song.

The bar had men sitting with their backs to it, watching her. Tables were filling up and meals were being served on fancy china and laid on linen-covered tables with small table lamps as well dressed men waited to eat while watching the show. It was definitely a very classy place. Not your run of the mill, sticky seated strip club. You could almost smell the money.

“Hello ladies.” A big hand landed on my shoulder and one on Candice’s. We turned. Candice’s face broke into a big smile and she gave Brandon a hug. Brandon kissed her cheek and gave me a peck on mine with a warm squeeze of my shoulders. “Welcome aboard, Terry. You look fabulous in your uniform. Absolutely adorable.”

“Thanks.”

He stood stiffly in his three-piece suit. “So, I don’t know if Candice filled you in, but our goal is to have the men satisfied by their third or fourth drink. Otherwise, they can get a bit rowdy. So try to have your lap dances give them what they want by then and then their interest will wane and they’ll leave, hopefully leaving you with a nice tip. Other than that. Stay on top of their needs for food and drinks and have fun. If you have a food order, just put it in and a runner will deliver it and the utensils, etcetera. Questions?”

“Uh, how do I place an order for food or drinks? Paperwork or computer or...”

“Candice can show you. It’s pretty simple.”

“Okay. Thank you, sir.”

He grinned a crooked grin and patted my head. “You’re gonna be great... and rich.” He chuckled and left us.

Candice moved through the process for drinks and food orders and where the bathroom for us was and we stood there for a while, taking it in while she explained what was happening. In a few minutes, I had all I needed to know.

Candice put her hand on my shoulder. “Ready to take orders? Do a little lap sitting? I can get you started if you wanna follow me.”

“Sure.”

She led me by the hand again and we approached a couple of guys that had just arrived and taken seats at a table. Candice posed before them, one foot out in front of the other, a hand on her hip. “Gentlemen, welcome to The Gentlemen’s Club. My name’s Candy and this is Carie. We’re honored to serve you tonight. Carie is with me since she’s in training. Can we get you some drinks?”

“Woodford bourbon neat and a large bottle of Pellegrino and a glass of ice.” She nodded and turned to the other. “And you, sir?”

“Blanton's and a glass of ice. We’ll share the Pellegrino.”

They picked up the menu. Candice took me by the hand to get the drinks. “They’re new here. Not VIPs, but could become them.”

“What’s a VIP?”

“Guys that have had a background check to see that they aren’t employed by the police and they’re blood tested for STDs.”

“That’s weird. Why?”

“Well, sometimes guys want a little more than just some exterior sensory delights, and that’s illegal. Don’t want to have a cop catch that or they’ll shut the place down. The testing is for obvious reasons.”

“What? I thought there wasn’t any of that kind of activity.”

“It can’t show. Might be a cop in the audience, but there are ways of letting it happen discretely, during a lap dance, for example.” She grinned. “It’s fun. You’ll see. Most guys are VIPs, so it’s safe. If they don’t have the wallet card showing on the table, they’re not VIPs.”

“I see.”

The drinks were done, and we ran them back to the men. They gave Candice seventy bucks for the forty-dollar tab. “Thank you sirs. Are you ready for food?”

“Not yet. Another round first, then we’ll decide.”

“Okay, handsome.”

I followed her to the next table. “Not a bad tip.”

“Right. Just wait.”

There were two VIP cards on the table and two guys. My heart raced at the thought of what she had said. Could I do something like that?

A young, tall, handsome guy sat with a clone of himself as they beamed at us, their eyes inspecting us up and down as we approached, the pounding music setting our steps and making our walk seductive.

“Hello ladies. Aren’t you wonderful little indulgences?”

I couldn’t help but smile at him. He reached his hand out and gently glided his big hand on my ass and gave it a squeeze. “Very nice. Maybe you’ll sit with me a bit.”

The other one already had Candice sitting sideways on his lap, her arms around his neck, her legs crossed and bouncing a foot.

I sat on his lap and ground my bottom into him. “So handsome, can I fetch you a drink, sir? My name’s Terry and she’s Candy.”

“Titos rocks please. A glass of ice water.”

“Of course.”

Candice was still giving him some seat time. I stood before them. “I’m Terry. Drink Sir?”

“Sure. Angel’s Envy rocks and a glass of water.”

“Be right back.”

I trotted off to the bar in my tiny steps and the plug was humming, the pills working, and I was doing my job. I excitedly ran the drinks back to them in my tiny little minced steps, my breasts tugging on my chest, hard in my camel toe panties. Candice was seated facing him now, her legs straddling him while she ground herself on him. I handed him his drink, and he nodded and took it from me as he sipped it and gazed into Candice’s eyes. She had her mouth by his ear and I could hear her as she moaned quietly and made little squeaking sounds while humping on him.

I handed the drink to the other guy, and he thanked me and grabbed my hand, tugging me toward him and making me sit on his lap. He sipped his drink as we watched Candice riding his buddy.

“That little girlfriend of yours is a real spinner. She’s tiny and hot as hell. Looks like she loves getting it too. How about you, baby?”

“Uh... this is my first night. I didn’t prepare for this, sir. I’m sorry.”

He lifted me up and pushed my legs to the side to sit facing him. “What’s to prepare?”

I ground my bottom into him, smiling into his bright eyes as I did, my plug being pressed deeper. “Is this nice? You’re so big. I can really feel it.”

“Very nice. It would be even better if I got the VIP treatment like Candice is enjoying right now.” He turned to her. She shuddered, hanging onto her guy’s neck, her bottom rising and falling on him.

“Hmm, looks like she just came for him.” He turned to me. His hands ran through my hair. “Lovely feminine hairstyle. Adorable.”

“Thanks.” I scrubbed my bottom against his hard cock, my arms around his neck. He wanted the VIP treatment. I couldn’t possibly get away with it without anyone seeing. How could I? Did Candice really come on him? Was he inside of her somehow? I tried to see, but her skirt covered the two of them.

I looked into his eyes as I rubbed him. “I’m not sure I can give you the VIP treatment.”

Candice leaned back, looking into her guy’s eyes. He stuffed money in her bra. She stood up and gave him a peck on the lips. “Thank you, sir.”

She looked at me. I scrambled off his lap. “Sorry, sir. Forgive me. I’ll be back in a second.”

I grabbed Candice’s hand and dragged her off to the girls’ room. “Candice. He wants the VIP treatment. What do I do?”

“Oh shit. I forgot to tell you about that and I forgot to fix your bodysuit for it. Go throw your plug away and come back.”

I removed it and put it in the trash, then came back by her. “Okay. It’s gone.”

“Good. Unsnap your bodysuit. And bend over.”

I did, and I felt her as she did something to the suit, then snapped it back up. “There. I should have done that to all your bodysuits. Sorry.”

“What did you do?”

“I used my little Swiss army knife scissors and cut a slit in it so they have access to your best part.” She lifted her skirt and took a couple of lubed condoms from the waistband of the pantyhose. “Here. A couple to get you started. There’s more in my purse back in the locker you can get. Now, all you do is slip one on him and guide it into you when you’re dancing on him. Ready?”

I nodded quickly. My heart pounding in my chest. “I think I am.”

“You want it, don’t you? You want to be their desire, right?”

I nodded. “I think so. Oh god.”

“Don’t worry. After the first few come inside of you, you’ll be a pro and want it more and more. Do you like the guy?”

I nodded. “He’s really cute.”

“That helps. Okay. Go apologize to him and get busy. They’re backing up out there. It’s prime time.”

I checked myself in the mirror and fluffed my hair then sprayed on perfume and we ran out hand in hand, clicking our way back into the main area.

I ran back to the guy. “I’m so sorry,sir. Do you need another drink?”

“Nope. Just got a fresh one from another girl.” He held his arms out. “Do I get the VIP treatment now?” He grinned.

I smiled. “Oh, yeah.” I straddled his legs and took the condom out of my waistband, unwrapped it and held it ready. I looked around, then leaned into him and whispered. “I have a condom for you if you’re ready. Can I slip it on you?”

He nodded quickly, and his hands clasped behind his back like he was supposed to do. I undid his zipper and took it out. I rolled the condom down his thick shaft, struggling to get it down all the way. When I had it on his long, thick shaft, I wiped the lube from my fingers on my skirt and started dancing on him.

I spread my legs and aimed for it as I wriggled my butt, holding it still with one hand. The tip slid through the slit in the suit and pressed between my cheeks. I held it and wriggled on it as it pushed and stretched me until it dove past the gate. He moaned, his eyes wide, and he winked and smiled while I gasped and held my arms around his neck and leaned down. “Oh god you feel soo good. You fill me soo well.” I ground my ass on him and leaned back to look into his eyes, his cock deep inside of me, nice and firm and longing for me.

His hands were at his side as he looked around. Candice was across the way riding another guy. I sped up my dance, driving him in and out. His eyes told me how good it was as he rolled them, then rolled his head on his shoulders and squeezed my hips tight.

“Put your hands behind you, honey.”

He put them back behind his chair. “Oh god you're so nice and tight, Terry.”

“You’re so manly and it’s so nice and big.” I rode him like a horse, swinging my hips forward and back and up and down, and his cock sent ripples of pleasure into me, making me ooze in my camel-toe panties.

A few more wriggles and dance moves, and his eyes went wide. He grew solidly rigid in me, then pulsed over and over, filling his condom. I gasped in his ear, my arms around his neck as my body shuddered and I came in my padded and absorbent camel-toe panties with him. I whimpered in his ear. “Oh, my god. Thank you, sir.”

“Thank you, miss.” His eyes looked at me like he was in love. We couldn’t kiss so I just moved slowly on him letting him go soft before I got off of it, but stayed sitting until he put it away so my skirt could hide it.

When he was done, I stood and bent down to give him a peck on the lips. “That was heavenly.”

“It sure was, little girl.” He stuffed bills in between my cleavage. “Thanks, Terry. You’re one hot fuck.”

“Thank you so much, sir. It was an honor and my pleasure to serve you tonight.”

I clicked away to the girls’ room and composed myself. I reapplied my lipstick and thought about what I had just done. I immediately became hard again, thinking about it. Checking the money, I found two fifty-dollar bills. Clicking my way out of the bathroom and to the locker room, I put the money in my purse, took several more condoms from Candice’s purse, and hurried back to the floor.

I fell into a rhythm, my body tingling all over, each new guy a different thrill. Some smaller, some larger, all passionate and wanting me. I took their passion from them one after the other and they gave me their money and thanks over and over. Before I knew it, Candice and I were sipping a couple of gin and tonics, watching the last guys pumping their passion into the girls that danced on them.

I leaned into Candice. “So all the girls take it in the bottom, huh?”

“Oh yeah. Then they don’t have to miss days for their period, don’t have to worry about a broken condom causing pregnancy, and the guys really like it better, because it’s so much tighter for them. How did you do tonight?”

“Pretty darn good, I think. I haven’t added it all up yet. You?”

“Very well. Had some of my regulars and they tip even better. So, are you gonna keep doing this?”

“I see what you mean about being in the mood. I came three times tonight and if I didn’t rebound each time, it would have been really tough, but getting hard fast kept me in the mood to please.”

“You bet, sister. Okay. Our jobs are done for tonight. Let’s check out with Brandon, give him his twenty percent cut, and go home and relax.” She took me by the hand. “I’m really proud of you. I wasn’t sure you’d do this. I thought you might feel used and abused somehow.”

“Are you kidding? I thought I might feel that way, but now I need the passion they show and demonstrate for me. I never felt more wanted and desired in my whole life. I’d have thought I’d feel used. But now I see I’m wanted and I’m harvesting their passion for me from them, not giving myself up for their abuse. They pay me more than one way. I’m proud and gratified.”

She smiled and kissed me on the lips, her hand lightly on my hair as her eyes flitted around my face. “I’m so happy for you. I knew you’d be the perfect girl for this.”

“Thanks. Me too. I just wish we could not have to hide it so much. That makes me nervous. I wouldn’t want to get the place shut down for a simple mistake.”

Candice grinned. “Yeah, Brandon is working on a new way to do just that as we speak. I’m sure he’ll figure it out.”
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We drove home. It felt good to be out of our restricting work clothes and I couldn’t help caressing my legs and breasts and my once more proud and rigid little girl under my skirt.

Candice glanced over at me and smiled. “That a girl. You deserve to feel pretty. When we get home, I want to celebrate with you and have you make love to me, so don’t mess your skirt. Save it for inside of me. I want you to come inside me.” She squeezed my free hand and held it as we drove.

I whimpered and let go of my cock as I gazed at her face as she drove; the streetlights illuminating it one after the other. Damn! I wasn’t even touching myself, but thinking about fucking her had me bobbing and oozing under my skirt. It was a dream come true. I mean, I came three times with men inside me, but to have a real woman and make love to her? That was a totally different thing.

At home, we both quickly rinsed off and changed into something more comfortable. I wore my lovely pink fluff nightie with pink panties and pink strappy high heels. My bare legs were soft and silky on their own and I wanted to feel my skin on her.

Candice came out wearing a short black nightie, fetishy high platform stripper shoes, and tight black satin panties. I slid the satin sheet back and opened my arms to her. She slid onto the bed beside me and rolled onto her belly, her sweet ass in the air.

Smiling back at me, she pulled her panties aside in back and said, “C’mon baby. Fill me up.”

I had expected to take her in front in her womanly wetness, but who was I to complain? This would be even better in her tighter hole. I kneeled behind her and guided my rigid girl to her. I slid it between her hot cheeks and pressed it forward toward her hole, trying to guide it to the sweet spot.

Finding the hole, I pressed the tip on it, holding her hips with one hand and guiding it with the other.

“That’s it, baby. Now push it in.” She was watching me, her head on her arms on the bed, looking up and back.

I pressed and pressed and the tip went in. She gasped. “That’s it. Now shove it all the way in.”

I thrusted, pushing against her as hard as I could while holding her hips, but I could only go in an inch or two.

“C’mon baby. Push it in.”

“I’m trying. Your butt is too sweet and plump compared to the length of mine. I can’t go any deeper.”

She flipped, and I popped out. She went onto her back and took me to her, wrapping her legs around my waist. I struggled to get her thighs pressed back, and she guided me to her hole, her hand in front of her panties. I watched her face as she concentrated on getting me into her. Her eyes were desperate.

She tugged her panties down and ripped them off. “There!” She pulled me to her and guided me. I pressed her thighs back, her feet in her heels above her head and I pushed it in and thrusted as hard as I could, pinning her to the bed.

She looked into my eyes, her hands on my bottom urging me deeper. “C’mon honey. Get it all the way in.”

I thrusted and whimpered but could only get it in an inch paste the gate. “I’m too short. Sorry.” I looked down. I screamed. “You’re a guy!”

“I am not! How dare you! I’m no more guy than you are.”

I rolled off her to the side. “You’ve been hiding it from me.”

“So? You would have freaked out more if you knew earlier. From your reaction, I’d say you would.”

I was stumped. I thought I was going to make love to a woman. Now what? “I’m sorry. I’m being a jerk.”

“You sure are. I want you to make love to me.”

I rolled over to her and placed my hand on her cheek. “I’m sorry. I’m not even long enough to do that. I so wanted to.”

“Me too. Well, I totally understand that, because I know I wouldn’t be able to get deep inside you either.”

“I’m sorry I acted so shocked, too. I don’t care. You are all girl. I love you.”

“Good. Because I love you too. I’ve loved you since college.”

“So you became a girl in college? Before we met?”

“As soon as I knew I was accepted to the college, I got the implants and stuff. I lived as a girl from then on. You should do that now, too.”

“I will. As soon as I have the money. You can help sculpt me the way you want me to be.”

“Wonderful! See? I knew you’d be a better girl than a guy and I wanted you to be one for me. Now you are.”

“Wow. I never knew you were so special. You should have told me long ago.”

“You weren’t ready to make the leap. As a girl, or as having one like me. That’s why I hid it even up till now. I didn’t know if you’d accept me.”

“Actually, I like it more than a real girl. And for it to be you, is still a dream come true.” I gazed lovingly at her, her eyes bright. I touched her cheek with the back of my hand and gave her a delicate, deep kiss on her luscious lips. “Mmm, lovely.” I humped her leg, hard again. “You’re so sexy.”

“It’s so adorable against me like that, too.” Her leg wrapped over mine and humped my leg. Her tiny hand grasped my hardness and wrapped her fingers around it gently. I humped into it. “Mmm, your hand is soo soft.”

She maneuvered around and managed to arrange us so we faced each other and she could wrap her hand around both of our little girls. We both humped against each other in her hand. “Oh god Candice, this is so nice. Feeling yours against mine like this is the best thing ever.” I whimpered and humped in short strokes against her.

“It is. You’re so velvety against me and it’s so cute.” She whimpered and humped. She pulled me to her with her other arm and our breasts crushed together as she kissed me deeply on the lips, her tongue and mine dancing. We humped together like two adolescents and whimpered and moaned, mumbling in our kiss, our legs twitching and sliding. I broke the kiss to gasp for air and our breaths were choppy as we each looked into the other’s eyes.

Her little cock gushed and washed our hands with her juices as mine did the same and we whimpered and looked into each other’s eyes while our bodies jerked and spasmed and our legs kicked. High-pitched squeals came from us as we held on tight and finished spurting against one another.

She ran her hand through my curls. “Oh god, little girl. That was the best ever.”

I peppered her face with kisses. “It was for me, too. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

We lay back and held hands, gazing up at the ceiling. Candice squeezed my hand. “So, are you ready for Brandon’s new place? It’s gonna be a private club. No more hiding. They’ll vet all the clients before joining. We’ll be free to do it openly.”

“Wow. That would be nice. But won’t the guys find out we’re not genetic females?”

“Oh honey. They don’t care. Almost all the girls at the club are like us and the guys like our tight bottoms over smelly loose pussies any day. We’ll be able to walk around free under our skirts even.”

“Wow. I need to save for implants.”

“I can handle that for you. The place will open in a few months. We have plenty of time to turn you into a porn level dream girl.” She gave me a peck on the lips. “I’m so tired. Can I spoon you?”

“Oh god, yes.” I kissed her goodnight and dreamt of our future as two girls in love, harvesting men’s passion for a living and living life to its fullest.
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