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HOMELESS PRINCESS

Broke Boy Becomes Beautiful Girl

Clover Cox


To my readers, always
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“You look like you’re new to the streets,” a woman said as she stood over me. There was a sign at my feet asking for handouts. It was next to an empty soup can for collecting change.

I had my knees pulled close to my body. I ducked my head into the darkness between my legs and chest, ignoring the woman who lingered over me. She could leave change for my pathetic ass if she wanted, but I didn’t have to talk to her.

“Why are you ignoring me? Look at me when I speak to you, boy!”

The woman stomped her heel on the ground, making me lift my head enough to catch a glimpse of her. She was beautiful with long, curly brown hair and sparkling skin the color of caramel. She smelled of money, and I wondered what in the world she wanted with a lonely bum like me.

“That’s better. So, when did you start living on the street and begging for change?”

“Last week,” I said in a rough voice, realizing how long it’d been since I used it. Nobody spoke to me. They walked past as though I were a trashcan against the wall. It hurt the first day, but I’d become surprisingly used to people’s utter indifference of my existence after a week of sleeping on the streets.

“How long have you been wearing those clothes?” she asked. “You still look fresh, but I’m guessing it won’t be long until you’re gross and untouchable.”

I swallowed, wondering if this strange woman was right. Would people stop giving me change when I looked grimier? They barely gave me enough to afford bottles of water and a daily sandwich. I didn’t want to end up being homeless forever. Not over some bad moves in the stock market.

I stared into the woman’s soft brown eyes. “What do you suppose I do? I can’t afford to wash my clothes.”

“You could buy some new ones from a thrift store, or you can come with me. I have a washing machine at my place, and I’m pretty sure there are some leftovers in the fridge.”

“Why would I go with you? You’ll probably chop me up and stuff me into a freezer,” I said with my arms still hugging my knees. This woman didn’t look like she would kill me, but I wasn’t about to go with her, even if that meant spending another night on the streets. I could figure out how to get out of my situation. I didn’t need her food nor her generosity.

“You’re acting like a little bitch, dude. I’m just trying to help you,” she said.

“What’s in it for you?”

The woman grinned, letting a hint of mischief pass through her eyes. “Why don’t you come back to my apartment, and I’ll tell you there? Who’s more at risk? The boy on the street, or the woman letting some homeless guy into her apartment?”

I couldn’t argue with her reasoning. It was weird having to live off the generosity of others. Until a week ago, I was making a killing in the stock market, but then I got too confident. I made a series of large, risky bets, only to watch them tank and leave me flat broke.

My landlord kicked me out two months after I stopped paying rent. Nobody would hire me or give me a loan when they found out how much I’d leveraged on those bets. A few stupid decisions were costing me my entire life. They cost me everything I’d worked to build. I now owed my broker a chuck of change and honestly didn’t know how I would dig myself out of this hole.

My bank accounts were at zero, I couldn’t get a loan, and my credit cards were all maxed out from living in hotels after losing my apartment because my stock market account had gone from hundreds of thousands to a few hundred dollars seemingly overnight.

“So, are you coming with me or not?” the woman asked when I hadn’t replied.

“Will you tell me your name first?”

“Sure,” she said with a laugh. “I get so caught up with ideas that I forget my manners. I’m Ruby. What’s your name, handsome?”

My body warmed. Was this lady trying to have sex with me? I should have considered that before I tried to push her away because she’s fucking hot, and she looked like a million dollars compared to my grimy self. Losing the money put me in a bad place mentally, and I honestly couldn’t see anything besides dollar signs.”

“I’m Kevin. What ideas did you have?”

“Nothing you can’t say no to, but we should talk at my house. Do you like Thai noodles?”

“Sure, why not? I’ve been eating hamburgers every day because they’re easy to eat with my hands.”

“Yeah, we’ll need to wash those the second we get to my place.”

“I’d like that, Ruby.” I was feeling brighter and released my arms from around my knees to pick myself up off the ground. Ruby was wearing a fabulous blue dress that stopped at her knees and a pair of matching pumps. I honestly didn’t know what she wanted to do with me, but I could use some time off the streets.

Living on the streets wasn’t as bad as I’d imagined that day when I couldn’t afford a hotel because my credit cards were maxed out, but it certainly wasn’t ideal. I missed my bed and my apartment near the train. At least the weather was still warm, but the warm days wouldn’t last forever. The nights would get colder soon. We were already in the last days of summer.

“All right. Let’s go. I don’t live far,” Ruby said and waved for me to follow.

I picked up my empty soup can from the sidewalk and jogged to catch up with Ruby, who was strutting down the sidewalk like a model on the runway. She was fabulous.

I honestly never would have guessed what she wanted to do with me, but I was about to find out.
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“Your place is stunning,” I said as we walked through Ruby’s doors after exiting the elevator at the twelfth floor. There was a little hallway with an oversized painting on the right wall. There were doors on the left wall. The hallway led to a living room with floor-to-ceiling windows.

“Thank you,” Ruby said. She flipped her hair with a hand as she spun in a circle, letting her hair catch in the wind. “Living a fabulous life is my top priority.”

“I see that.” I felt so much smaller than Ruby. She was so elegant. There was no television in sight. Only fabulous furniture and paintings and a wall of books.

Ruby set her purse on the kitchen counter and opened the fridge. She pulled out a clear takeout container. She plopped the food onto a plate and stuck it in the microwave.

“Would you like something to drink, Kevin? I have beer, wine, water, milk, and juice. What do you want?”

Ruby was holding open her fridge, and I couldn’t believe all the stuff she had in there. I never kept my fridge so well stocked, even when I was earning more than I ever had. Ruby lifted an eyebrow as I stared into the misty light.

“You’re running up my light bill, Kevin! What do you want?”

“I’ll take water, with ice, if you have it.”

“Sure,” Ruby said and closed the fridge door. She grabbed a glass and filled it with ice and water, passing it to me. She opened a beer for herself and took the plate out of the microwave since it’d beeped while she was fixing the drinks.

“Can I help you with anything? I feel bad.”

“We’ll see if you can help me, but why don’t you eat? I need to respond to some emails, anyway.”

I nodded and pushed the Thai noodles around on my plate as Ruby grabbed her laptop. I felt so out of place in her elegant apartment. She was everything I could never be.

Part of me had always been curious about what it’d be like to wear a dress or put on makeup. So many women went through endless trouble to look incredible while many men did next to nothing.

“Go on, eat! We have a lot to discuss once I send off these emails.”

I nodded and poked my fork into the food, slowly guiding the noodles to my mouth. I ate faster after getting a taste. Ruby was still busy typing on her computer by the time I cleaned my plate and polished off the glass of water.

“You were hungry, weren’t you?” Ruby asked while peeking around from her computer.

“Yeah,” I said in a light voice. “I still don’t understand why you’re being so nice to me.”

Ruby ignored my statement. “Didn’t we say something about washing your clothes? Why don’t you take them off and shower? Stick your dirty clothes outside the bathroom door, and I’ll start a load.”

“Uh, okay. That would be nice. I haven’t showered all week.”

“Wait,” she said and stood from her computer. “Let me grab you a washcloth, so you don’t use mine.”

“Okay,” I said and nodded, feeling more helpless than I ever had. The truth was I didn’t even have a place to wash my feet. I probably reeked, but Ruby didn’t seem to mind. She was so warm and friendly, and I said a little thank you to the universe for sending her my way.

Ruby picked my plate up from the table. She dropped it in the sink before hooking her arm under my shoulder to shepherd me to the bathroom.

“Get in there and take off your clothes. I’ll grab you a towel.”

I nodded and stepped into the bathroom, seeing myself in a mirror for the first time since moving out of the hotel. I looked terrible. There was dirt caked to my face. I’d washed my hands before eating, but the rest of my skin looked like a forgotten toy that’d been left outside in the mud.

There was a soft knock on the door. “I have your towel.”

“Yeah,” I called and went to open the door. Ruby passed me the towel, still looking at me without a hint of judgement. “Why are you being so nice?” Part of me worried Ruby was just buttering me up to stab me in the back while I wasn’t looking.

“You’ll see. Don’t worry. I promise I won’t hurt you. I run a business, and you might be great for it.”

“What kind of business?”

Ruby grinned and said nothing as she pulled the door closed. “I’ll have a change of clothes for you. Just holler once you’re all nice and clean, and don’t forget to set those dirty clothes in the hallway, so I can start a load of laundry.”

“Okay,” I said loudly enough for Ruby to hear, but I didn’t shout. I slowly stripped naked until I was down to my underwear, which was much dirtier than I’d realized. All my clothes seemed utterly disgusting next to Ruby’s pristine bathroom. She had candles and potpourri and cute framed prints hanging on the painting walls.

My cock looked hairy and shriveled up when I stood in front of the mirror, checking out my naked body. I used to manscape. I used to have designer clothing. My boxers were designer, but they were so nasty that I considered tossing them in the trash instead of putting them in the hallway for a wash.

I wanted to curl up and evaporate from the world. How was I ever going to crawl out of the hole I’d dug for myself? I owed my broker thousands and thousands of dollars. Plus, I had a mountain of student-loan debt and maxed-out credit cards.

My life would forever be an endless staircase of unsurmountable debt. The interest would add more each month than I could ever pay. I spent the last week trying to figure out how I’d turn a new leaf. I thought of a million different ideas. Nothing seemed like it would be enough to correct the course I was on. Hopefully Ruby had an idea that would help me, but I wasn’t feeling confident.

My hole of debt was deep and expanding by the day.

I took a deep breath and gathered my clothes from the floor. I didn’t bother putting a towel around my waist because it would only dirty the fabric. It was bad enough that my feet were already leaving marks on the bathmats.

I opened the door and tossed my clothes into the hallway, too ashamed of them to even yell out to Ruby. I slammed the door shut and raced over to the shower, turning the water on and stepping beneath the stream. The water was too hot, but I didn’t care. I loved how it scalded my skin.

I grabbed the fresh washcloth and looked at the soaps, but they were all super feminine. A girly soap was better than nothing though, so I turned over a bottle of floral scented shower gel to cover my washcloth. I held the washcloth under the water for a moment to activate the bubbles.

I let the floral smells twirl into my nose. I’d gotten so used to the soaps at the hotel that I forgot how luxurious a nice one could be. The dirt vanished from my skin as I rubbed.

“There’s some lotion in the drawer when you finish!” Ruby hollered, making me jump. I held a hand against my chest as I caught my breath. “Don’t forget to moisturize. I put some clothes in the hallway for you!”

“Thanks, Ruby.”

“No problem,” she said in her sweet voice.

It took me about thirty minutes of scrubbing every nook and cranny to feel completely clean. I went over my body one last time for good measure before rinsing off. Steam swirled from my reddened skin, and the bathroom looked like a sauna when I stepped out to wrap myself with a towel.

I felt the freshest I’d ever felt in my life. There was nothing like being homeless for a week to make a shower feel magical. I dried myself slowly, savoring every inch of my washed skin. I found the lotion next and rubbed it all over, as Ruby had asked. I wasn’t much of a lotion person, but it was a marvelous suggestion.

All was right in the world until I opened the bathroom door and found a rather feminine outfit sitting in the hallway. I could also hear the gentle sounds of a washing machine working in the background, so there was no option of putting on my old clothes, even though that would have been a terrible idea. They were disgusting.

“Ruby, uh, why are there panties and a skirt out here?”

Ruby appeared out of nowhere, making me jump. She grinned and picked up the clothes she’d placed outside the bathroom door.

“Well, that’s the thing, Kevin. My business involves a special kind of girl, and I was hoping to recruit you to our team.”

My eyes widened when I realized what Ruby was saying, even though I didn’t exactly understand what she was saying, but I understood that she wanted to dress me up as a girl.
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“I can’t put on panties!” I was standing in the bathroom’s doorway with a towel wrapped around my waist. Steam billowed out from behind me as Ruby held the womanly clothes in her hands.

“You have the perfect body for it. Don’t you want to make some quick cash and get back on your feet?”

“Make money how?”

Ruby grinned. “I’ll tell you all the details. Just put on the panties and the skirt. I want to see how you look before I make any offers.”

“You’re kidding,” I said in a deadpan expression.

“Does it look like I’m kidding, Kevin?” Ruby asked with a hand on her hip. “You were homeless like five seconds ago. I’ll buy us dinner, but you’ll be sleeping outside if you don’t want to work for me. So, do you want to go back out to the streets, or do you want me to teach you how to make some money?”

“What’s in it for you?”

“Put on the panties,” Ruby said and held out her arms with the clothes. “I’m ninety-nine percent sure you’ll be perfect, but I have to see you before I can make any offers. You think I got this far in life by being easy or a pushover?” Ruby asked. She glanced around her fabulous apartment.

“Fine,” I said and took the clothes from her outstretched arms. I might have been curious about dressing as a girl, but I didn’t know about doing it for money. Was Ruby expecting me to have sex? Was she expecting me to dress up like a girl and sell my body?

I didn’t know if I had it in me as I slid the panties up my moisturized legs. The panties fit around my package surprisingly well, but my pubic hair was still much too long. I missed all my gadgets I used to have to keep my member perfectly manicured.

I put on the skirt next, which stopped halfway down my thighs. It felt so revealing, like people would be able to see my pantie-clad cock if I bent over or sat the wrong way. There was also a t-shirt in the pile, which had those super short sleeves that was common for a women’s cut.

My reflection didn’t look half bad. I didn’t have on a wig or makeup and my legs were too hairy, but I could see how I might be able to pass as a girl with a little more work. I also didn’t hate how the panties were hugging my package. I lifted the skirt to check it out again, and my member had never looked bigger!

“How are you doing in there?” Ruby called.

“I’m all changed,” I said with a heaviness in my tummy.

“Come out here, girl! I want to see how you look.”

I glanced at myself one last time before turning the knob, hoping Ruby wouldn’t judge me when she saw me. She clasped a hand over her mouth when I opened the door. I couldn’t tell what she was thinking. Was she horrified or excited?

“You. Look. Amazing!” Ruby grabbed my wrist. She pulled me out of the bathroom and to the living room. She spun me in circles, hollering how beautiful she thought I looked. I grinned and cheered with Ruby until my stomach felt queasy. I let go of Ruby’s hands and stumbled until I was standing in place.

“So, what did you have in mind for me?” I asked after catching my breath.

Ruby led me to the table. She opened her fridge and grabbed a bottle of wine, pouring us each a glass. We sat at the table off her kitchen, which had a view of the city through her oversized windows.

“If you hadn’t guessed it already Kevin, I’m trans.”

Hearing that was honestly a shock. I tried to fix my face, but Ruby had seen my reaction. I thought she was going to throw me out of her house for being an intolerant prick, but I was just surprised.

Ruby laughed, though, calming my nerves. “You didn’t catch all the hints I was dropping?”

“Not really.” I felt like an idiot because the hints seemed clear now. I was putting the pieces of the puzzle together, which also gave me an idea of what Ruby might do for a living and what she might want to do with me. “Wait, are you a hooker?”

“I prefer high-class escort or personal companion, but yes. I make a living by having sex with men, specifically rich men who like fooling around with trans women. I have a little black book of clients and a private website with a portfolio of my girls. My business is growing every day, and I’d love to add you to the mix. It’ll take a little work to get you ready, but it’s nothing we can’t do. You look fabulous in that skirt.”

I blushed, feeling weirdly proud of what Ruby said. I never imagined myself really going through with those simmering desires to wear women’s clothing, but there I was in a skirt and panties, getting offered to become a trans call girl.

Could I really do it?

“How much do the ladies make?”

“I take fifteen percent of every transaction. Consider it a finder’s fee. My girls get the rest.”

“Okay, so how much do they usually make?”

“My girls can make thousands a night. We don’t play with cheap men. We only take the ones who can afford our services.”

My body went cold. Thousands a night? My day trading was never that steady. I was lucky those days I got a nice pop. Most of my money had been made on a winning streak, much in the same way I’d lost it, but how could I lose money by selling my body?

“Wait, will these guys want to fuck me?”

“What do you think?” she asked with a wicked grin.

I tried to imagine a man fucking me, which was much easier to do in the skirt and panties, but it still seemed improbable, if not impossible, but then I remembered how much money I could make. I remembered all the debt I had and wondered how many nights I’d have to sell my asshole to make it disappear. One hundred? Two?

I’d be loose and sore after all that, but somehow it still sounded better than crawling my way back into the corporate world.

“So, what are you thinking, Kevin? Should we continue? Do you want to become one of my girls?”

“You really think I have what it takes?” I asked.

“I wouldn’t have picked you up off the street if I didn’t. What were you doing before this?”

I told Ruby a quick story of how I’d worked in finance before quitting to become a day trader and had some luck with that before everything came crashing down. She winced when I told her how I’d maxed out my credit cards on hotel rooms.

“Shit,” she said. “You must be stressed.”

“Yeah,” I said. I felt pathetic, but what could I do? There was always bankruptcy, even though I’d talked trash about people who filed bankruptcy my entire life. Maybe I didn’t quite understand how cruel and unforgiving the world could be when I made those judgements.

“You might not be able to pay off all your debts overnight, but you can at least stop living on the streets if you work for me. I also have some legitimate cash businesses, vending machines and such, to keep my name off the radar, but I would be dead broke if it weren’t for all the men that I had paying my bills.”

“You own vending machines?”

“Yeah, and ATMs and some car washes. My accountant hates me, but I pay him well.”

I nodded, wishing I had my financial situation together, but at least I had this lifeboat. Selling my body wasn’t ideal, but maybe it wouldn’t be so bad. Part of me was curious about what it’d be like to pass as a girl and please a man. Part of me had always been curious about the idea. I just never knew what to make of those thoughts.

“What do I need to do, Ruby?”

“You can start by marching right back in that bathroom to shave off all your yucky body hair. I’ll pick out some stuff for you to wear while you’re shaving, but I want you bare. You have a virgin hole, and we can get a lot of money for that.”

“Where will I sleep?” I asked. “Sorry, I’m just wondering if you’ll put me out later.” It was already late afternoon. I didn’t want to go back out to the streets, but my clothes had come out of the dryer. Now would be the perfect time to throw in the towel and leave.

“Don’t worry. You can stay in my guestroom until we find your first client.”

“Okay,” I said and ducked my head.

Ruby came over to me and lifted my chin with a gentle touch. “Don’t worry, beautiful. You’ll be fine. I always take care of my girls,” she said.

I nodded, taking Ruby’s word as I stepped into the bathroom. She grabbed a razor from her closet. I took it, wondering what it would be like to let a man in my backdoor the entire time I shaved, removing every hair from my body.

The sun had completely disappeared from the sky when I walked out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around my waist.
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“Did you moisturize?” Ruby asked as she ran over to me. I was standing in the hallway with my freshly shaved body, wanting to be anywhere except the bathroom. I’d spent the last hour in there, bent over and twisted up in all kinds of positions to shave myself bare.

“No, I—”

“Get back in there, mister! You need more lotion after shaving.”

I turned and went back into the bathroom. I was reaching for the drawer, but Ruby got to it first. She opened it and pulled out the bottle of lotion. She covered me with the creamy moisturizer and rubbed it in, letting her hands get dangerously close to my towel.

I thought she was going to stop there, but then she reached into the waistline of my towel and yanked it off. I gasped as the towel fell to the floor and revealed my half-hard cock, which was growing now that nothing was holding it down.

Ruby bit her lip as she watched my cock spring to life. I grabbed it and tried to hold it down, but Ruby moved my hand out of the way.

“Fuck, you have the perfect girly cock. What is it? Five inches?”

“Five and a half,” I said.

Ruby giggled. “It’s beautiful. The clients will love it,” she said and wrapped her hand around my member.

I gasped, feeling like I could cum from that simple touch, but Ruby released me as quickly as she’d taken me. She grabbed the bottle of lotion and worked it into my legs. I nearly fell when she spread my cheeks to check if I’d shaved my hole, which I had.

“Good work,” she said and slapped my ass. “Come on.”

Ruby walked out of the bathroom. I followed her to her bedroom. She had a gorgeous en suite bathroom and an oversized walk-in closet. I stood in the doorway, stunned by the brilliance of her apartment. She really had all this from selling herself to rich men?

“Come on, silly. We have to find you something cute to wear!”

I nodded and let Ruby pull me into her closet, which was stuffed with womanly treasures. She had skirts, dresses, heels, jewelry, purses, and so much more. She had too much for my mind to even process, but it all looked exquisitely organized.

“I bet you’d look stunning in this,” Ruby said. She was holding up a creamy white dress with gold accents. “This with some dark lingerie that’ll be visible through the dress. A blonde wig. Heels.” Ruby talked as she went around her closet, gathering everything she’d need to dress me up like her doll.

“How long do you think it’d take to find me a client?” I asked as Ruby moved around her closet.

“No longer than a week, but you need to work on that voice. No man will want you if you can’t sound more like a woman.”

“How do I do that?” I had no idea how to sound like a girl.

“Keep your voice light. Try to use a falsetto, but you have to sound natural. It’s a lot to ask, I know, but you can use the mirror in the guest bathroom,” Ruby said with a wink.

I was standing naked in Ruby’s closet, but my cock had gone down since I took off my towel. Not that I didn’t find Ruby attractive. She was just picking out clothes, which was a little boring.

“Here,” Ruby said and handed me a black bra and panties. “Put these on first.”

I nodded and slid the black panties up my shaved legs. They fit even better than the other ones Ruby had me wear earlier, and the black panties had little peekaboo bits of fabric that showed off my cock. Ruby helped me with the bra, coaching me through putting it on myself. A skill Ruby said I’d need when I was out with clients.

“Let’s put these in your bra,” Ruby said as she slipped a gel insert into my bra. She added another, which made me feel like I had fake breasts. My chest was heavier and jiggled a little when I moved.

I stepped in front of the mirror Ruby had in her closet and couldn’t believe how feminine I looked. Shaving my body and adding a fake bosom to my chest transformed me beyond my wildest expectations, and I was honestly loving what I saw in the mirror!

“What next?” I asked.

“That’s the spirit! Why don’t you put on the dress next?” Ruby asked and passed me the dress.

It slipped right into place when I pulled it over my body. My breasts looked realer than ever, and I thought I could pass as a girl without the makeup or wig, so I couldn’t wait to see what I’d look like with a bit more work.

“This is incredible! I love this dress,” I said with my hands on my hips, rocking them back and forth. “Why have I never tried this before?”

“Something told me you’d like it,” Ruby said. “Come into the bathroom. I want to do your makeup.”

I followed Ruby into the bathroom. She sat me in a chair facing away from the mirror, but the lights were super bright. She’d be able to see my every blemish. My oversized pores. I wondered if they’d expanded while I was living on the streets. I felt much cleaner than I ever had but surely there was evidence of my downfall somewhere on my face.

Ruby pulled out a makeup bag. “These should be in your shade. I have so much makeup. My girls are all different shades, so I have to be prepared.”

“How often do you see them? Or us?”

“Depends, I guess. Once a week or so. Most of my girls don’t work more than that.”

“One night a week?”

Ruby grinned as she looked into my eyes. “You’d be surprised how much you can get from the right man. Now, let’s see. You really don’t need much makeup. You don’t have much facial hair. Your face is naturally feminine. I bet we could find you a guy without any makeup at all, but they all like a little bit.”

“Thanks for saying that,” I said, feeling all warm inside.

Ruby hummed in agreement as she turned over a liquid foundation onto her fingertips. She blotted it all over my skin. She told me what she was doing as she did it, reminding me that I’d have to learn how to pass as a woman myself to stand on my own two feet.

“You seem comfortable, Kevin. Have you ever thought of becoming a girl before?”

“I was a cheerleader at a Halloween party in college, but that was the only time I dressed as a woman, and all my friends did it too. We were a team.”

“That’s a classic,” Ruby said as she rubbed more foundation into my skin, smoothing it out with a sponge. “I didn’t transition until I was eighteen and living on my own, but I was so excited to put on that first dress. I didn’t care if I looked terrible, I was determined to pass as a woman, so I worked until I could.”

“I still have a hard time believing you were ever a man,” I said as Ruby worked on my face. Now she was doing something to my eyes. I had to close them.

“Oh, you do?” Ruby asked and pressed her package against my shoulder. I gasped as I felt her thickness. She was huge! Much bigger than my five and a half inches.

“Shit, I retract my previous statement.”

Ruby giggled. “Close your mouth. I’m going to do your lips, and then I think we’re done. What do you think of some dark lip liner around red lipstick.”

“Do what you will,” I said.

“Awesome. Now, lips closed but slightly parted like you’re about to drink from a straw.”

I closed my lips until I felt the tiniest gap of air. Ruby pressed a brush against them. I inhaled through my nose as she painted my lips red. It felt so weird having the makeup on my face, but it wasn’t a bad sensation. I had no idea how it would look but was excited to see.

“Just the lip liner, and then we’ll be done.”

I nodded once. Ruby placed her hand on my shoulder before pressing a pencil against the outline of my lip. She moved quickly, pressing lightly against my lip as she drew along the outline several times.

“Damn, you’re one sexy girl. What should we call you?”

“I don’t know,” I said as I slowly opened my eyes. “Do you have any ideas?”

Ruby shook her head. “Turn around and look at yourself.”

I slowly stood from the chair. My heart was beating like crazy as I turned toward the mirror. It was the last moment of my past. The last moment of my life before I saw her, the woman who’d always been living silently within me.

Eileen

The name hit me as soon as I looked into my feminine eyes. I was a different person, almost unrecognizable from my former self, even though I still saw hints of him, but I doubted anyone else could.
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Ruby and I spent the next hour painting our nails and hanging out in the living room. We watched a sitcom, which had us laughing like fools, but it was getting a little late, around the time I usually found a dark corner to spend the night.

I yawned. “What time is it?”

“Half past eight,” Ruby said with a laugh. She scooted a little closer and placed her hand on my thigh near the hem of my dress. Her touch made my girly cock stir. “Are you tired, Eileen?”

“A little,” I said with a laugh. It was still weird hearing Ruby call me ‘Eileen’, but I was getting used to it.

“I actually have a date in two hours, but I can’t stop thinking about how sexy you look.”

“Really?” I asked, feeling a hint of nerves creep across my skin. “You think I’m sexy?”

“That lip liner is driving me wild. It makes your lips look so plump and juicy, and I just want to see them around my cock.”

I bit my bottom lip, wondering what it would be like to suck Ruby’s dick. Maybe it was better to start on a girly dick before I had to stick a client’s cock in my mouth. I scooted closer to Ruby and placed my hand on her leg. She was still wearing the blue dress, which popped against her skin.

“I’ve never sucked a cock before,” I said.

Ruby groaned, thrusting her hips. “Fuck, that makes me want your mouth even more.”

“It wouldn’t be the worst idea to practice on you before I had a client, right? That way you could give me some pointers.”

Ruby moaned and squeezed my thigh. “You’re one naughty girl, aren’t you, Eileen?”

I grinned, not knowing what’d come over me. I was never this forward as a man. The only place I’d had confidence was the stock market, and that hadn’t gotten me very far. In fact, it’d buried me alive, but I wouldn’t let it kill me. There was so much more to live for than valuations! Wearing this dress and wig and looking fucking sexy made me feel more alive than any winnings in the market!

“Maybe,” I said.

Ruby pulled up her blue dress, revealing a sexy pair of white panties. I saw her thick caramel dick beneath them. Her cock was hard and jumping, begging for freedom from that constrictive fabric.

I followed my natural instinct which was to fall off the couch and sink to my knees between Ruby’s spread legs. She hiked her dress up higher, revealing her cleanly shaven cock. I caught a whiff of perfume when my nose got close.

“You want my girly dick, Eileen?”

“Yes, Ruby.” I reached up to rub my hand against the outline of her cock.

Ruby moaned and placed her hand atop mine, pushing against her hardness. I reached up and hooked my fingers into the waistline of her panties, pulling on them until they were around her ankles. Her bronze cock thickened as it stood taller. Ruby kicked her panties to the side but left on her dress. She pushed a hand through her curly brown hair as she looked down at me.

Her balls pulled into her body as her dick jumped. It was standing at attention and looked more delicious than any cock I’d ever seen. Ruby also might have been the hottest girl I’d ever seen naked, including pornos and all.

“Put those painted lips around my dick,” Ruby commanded.

I whimpered and grabbed the base of her cock. I stood on my knees, moving my mouth closer and closer to her thick, perfumed, and hairless cock. I parted my lips and closed them around Ruby’s womanhood.

Ruby moaned and pushed her hands into my wig. Her cock was stuffing my mouth, but that didn’t stop Ruby from pushing my lips farther along her staff. She pushed until I was coughing on her dick, breaking contact to pull up for air.

“Fuck, that’s hot, girl. Look at me when you suck my dick.”

I nodded and went back in for more, opening my mouth to take Ruby’s long rod. She wasn’t gentler this time. I bobbed my head as I stared into her light brown eyes. She moaned and stared at me. Her fingers were in my wig, but she wasn’t pushing down on my head.

I moaned and slid my lips further down her cock. I choked a little but forced myself to keep going, remembering that I was supposed to be sucking her cock like I was a whore working for money. I breathed through my nose deeply and wrapped one hand around her base as I bobbed my head more deliberately.

“That’s right, girl!” Ruby hollered. “Suck that big dick!”

I could tell she was enjoying my blowjob by the sound of her voice. I glanced up and looked into Ruby’s eyes, slurping her cock as though I was trying to get the last drops of a milkshake. Her body shivered, but I didn’t stop. I wanted to feel her cum in my mouth. I wanted to feel her seed paint the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Eileen! You’re going to make me bust!”

I moaned and kept sucking, reaching up my white dress to move my panties. My cock fell out the side of the fabric. I was hard and throbbing and couldn’t stroke myself more than once without cumming.

I had to wait for my girl, so I released my womanhood and focused on sucking Ruby’s cock.

Ruby pushed my head off her cock. She gripped her womanhood and stared into my eyes as she beat her dick. “Open your mouth, girl. I’m going to paint those lips.”

Ruby stood from the couch, and I sank lower on my knees. I opened my mouth and stared into Ruby’s eyes as she looked down at me, beating her dick. I reached up my dress and grabbed my cock, ready to cum on Ruby’s command.

“You sure that was your first time sucking dick, girl?” Ruby asked.

“Yes,” I said in a breath. “It was.” I was on the edge of cumming and felt like a flimsy piece of thread was holding my body together.

“It was fucking hot.” Ruby dropped her head back and groaned. She stopped stroking her cock for a brief second, and that was when it happened. She shot her first load directly into my mouth.

I gasped as it hit the back of my throat. Ruby looked back down at me and moved her cock, purposely cumming on my cheek. She let another load fall on my nose. Then my lips before shoving her cock back into my throat and fucking my mouth as she unloaded her last loads.

I gripped my cock and stroked it three or four times before cumming hard all over my thigh and the floor beneath me. I kept cumming as Ruby used my mouth for her pleasure.

She finally pulled out when I couldn’t shoot another strand. She gasped and fell back to the couch. Her dick jumped as she took deep breaths. I watched her, and she watched me. It was the hottest sex I’d ever had, and there was only one thing I could think to say.

“Thanks for picking me up off the street.”

Ruby laughed. “You’re welcome. Fuck, that was good!”

I grinned, feeling my cheeks redden.

“I hope I can perform tonight,” Ruby said with a light chuckle.

“Me too.”

“Don’t worry about me. I’m a professional. Why don’t you go clean up and keep practicing that girl voice? We have a busy day tomorrow.”

I nodded and did exactly what Ruby had suggested.
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“Rise and shine, darling.” Ruby said as she stood over my bed.

I groaned, but I also felt more refreshed than I had in ages. I never really slept long all those nights on the street. There was always some random sound to awake me. “How long did I sleep?”

“Twelve hours? I don’t know, but the day’s not getting any younger! I have coffee in the kitchen.”

“I’ll be right there,” I said in a dry morning voice. Ruby nodded and left the room. I threw the covers off my body, admiring the bra and panties I’d worn to sleep. Memories of Ruby’s dick sliding between my lips filled my head. I pressed down on my morning erection, avoiding the urge to pull it out the side of my panties to please myself.

Ruby was banging around pots and pans in the kitchen, so I felt rude for hiding out in my bedroom. There was a silk robe hanging on the back of the door. I wrapped it around my body, tying it snuggly.

“Good morning, beautiful!” Ruby said as I stepped into the kitchen. “Have a seat. Do you take cream or sugar with your coffee?”

“I’ll have it black.”

“Keeps the figure slim.” Ruby grabbed a mug and filled it. She brought it to the table and set it in front of me, making me feel guilty for all she was doing.

“How late were you out? I can make my own breakfast or go buy something. I still have some change in the soup can,” I said.

“Oh, honey. Please! I’m so glad I found you. Don’t forget to use your girl voice, though. I want to find you a client as soon as possible. Help you get back on your feet. Something tells me you could make a lot of money if you enjoy the work.”

I nodded, picking up my piping hot black coffee. I blew on the liquid before taking a sip while Ruby stirred something on the stove. It smelled like brown sugar or something else sweet.

“Talk to me, girl. You need to practice that voice if you’re going to sell Eileen.”

“What are you making?” I asked in the sweetest voice I could, but it still didn’t come out right.

“Better but try to imagine what a sexy girl sounds like and talk like that.”

Yeah, like it’s that easy!

“I’m making oatmeal. I thought I’d cut some strawberries to place over the top. How does that sound?”

“Delicious,” I said. My mother always used to do the same. She would make me hot oatmeal and place a seasonal fruit over the top. “How was your date last night?”

“Fine,” said Ruby. “I was out with one of the first clients I ever had. He’s been a regular of mine since forever. I was in love with him for the first year, but he’s completely unavailable. He’s married to a woman who’s on the board of every nonprofit that means anything in the city.”

“Oh,” I said. “Are a lot of the clients married?” I hadn’t considered the ethical challenges of my new job, but it made sense that rich men might go around getting what they really wanted in the shadows of night.

“Fifty-fifty, maybe. I don’t ask our clients too much information. I make sure they share their results from blood work, run a background check, and we require a deposit before dates, but that’s about it. Keeping my girls safe and paid is my number one priority. More so than feeling guilty because a man who seeks our services might be married, unhappily or otherwise.”

I stared at Ruby blankly, not knowing what to say. She turned back to the pot of oatmeal and stirred it once before shutting off the flame. I decided that I was broke and needed the money by the time she placed the oatmeal in a bowl.

“So, what else do I need to do to become a girly girl?” I asked Ruby in the most feminine voice I could muster.

“Eat up, and then we’re going shopping!”

I dipped my spoon into the oatmeal topped with strawberries and took a big bite, feeling like this call girl job wouldn’t be the worst thing in the world. It beat working in an office or at a restaurant, like I’d done in college.

If I could make all the money I needed for a week in one night’s work, what was so wrong with that?

***

Bags swung by my side. Ruby and I were walking down the street. She’d just dropped over five hundred dollars on me, buying different dresses and shoes and skirts and panties. She even bought me some foundation that perfectly matched my skin.

“You’re the best, Ruby,” I said as we were walking to a taxi that’d stopped for us. “I can’t believe how much my life has changed in just twenty-four hours, and it’s all thanks to you.”

“Your girl voice is getting so much better, Eileen! You’re going to be such a star! The guys are going to love you. Let’s take some pics when we get back to my place,” Ruby said as she opened the back door to the taxi.

I slid into the seat. “Yeah, let’s do it,” I said in a bright, bubbly voice. The scruffy taxi driver looked at me through the rear-view mirror, and I could see desire in his eyes. He wanted me. He wanted to drive off and bend me over the back of his taxi before robbing me of my innocence.

Too bad he didn’t have the money to afford my virgin hole. Ruby was going to find a rich man to take me for my first time, and I was going to make thousands for it! I could get an apartment and maybe find an office job, or maybe I’d just end up selling my bussy for rent.

Ruby got in the taxi after me, stealing the driver’s attention. Now he wanted both of us, but he couldn’t afford us if he scrounged together all his change. He was left taking us back to Ruby’s building while we roared with laughter in the backseat.

We struggled to get out of the taxi because there were so many bags. It was such a relief to drop them by the door when we entered Ruby’s place. She sighed and said she needed some black tea for energy. I grabbed the bags and went to the sofa, looking through them in awe.

“You’re going to make a beautiful girl, Eileen. You already do, but now we have some clothes that’ll fit you perfectly. We have makeup that’ll blend into your skin like camouflage. I can’t wait to doll you up and find you a date. We’re going to make a killing for your virgin hole.”

“How much do you think we can really get?”

“Most of my girls get two to five thousand for a night. Our minimum is two thousand, which is a three-hour date with sex. We’ll get at least five grand for your virginity, but maybe we’ll get more. Depends on how hot you look in the pictures.”

“Will you make me hot?” I asked with all the hope in the world.

“I’ll do my best,” Ruby said. The teapot steamed. She grabbed it and poured hot water into a mug before dipping her teabag into it, darkening the liquid. She came over to the sofa with her tea and looked at the clothes with me, telling me what she thought I should wear for the photo.

We had three outfits picked out by the time she finished her tea. We set them to the side before Ruby took me to her bathroom. She had me wash my face and then got to work dolling me up with the new foundation she’d bought. She stuck to a simple look for me, skipping the lipliner for the photos, but she did use red lipstick.

“Wow, that foundation makes such a difference,” I said when I saw myself in the mirror. My skin looked utterly flawless and feminine. It was a transformation I hadn’t been expecting. Not in the least. “I love the red lip, but I kind of miss the lip liner.”

“You can wear some on your date, but I think we should stay simple for the photo. Come on. Let’s pick out an outfit.”

I nodded and followed Ruby to the living room. I stripped naked in front of her, loving how she held her eyes on me like she wanted a second round of what we’d done last night. She handed me a pair of pink crotchless panties, and I was rock hard by the time I got them around my package.

“Fuck, that’s hot. Let me get a picture of you just like that.” Ruby picked up her phone and pointed it at me. I felt exposed and on display but didn’t stop her from snapping a couple pictures. “Shit, your face is bright red,” she said with a laugh.

“Do I at least look cute?”

“You look incredible, but I’ll only send those to clients if they’re serious. Let’s get some pictures of you in clothes.”

I put on the pink dress Ruby passed me. It stopped halfway down my thighs and would definitely give a glimpse of the dick hanging out from my crotchless panties if I bent the wrong way. Ruby handed me a pair of white stockings next with a pink lace trim and a little white bow. I slipped them on and noticed Ruby glancing at my dick hiding beneath the shadows of my dress.

“How do I look?” I asked after adjusting the second stocking.

“Absolutely marvelous. How do you feel?”

It was strange, but somehow Eileen had always been a part of me, even if I didn’t want to accept it. Maybe the universe had sent Ruby my way to reveal the path that’d always run parallel to the one I chose, which never felt exactly right.

“I feel good,” I said.

Ruby smiled. “You’re a natural. I knew it when I saw you.” Was Ruby my fairy godmother? I honestly wondered it as we stared at each other those few seconds before she clapped her hands and grabbed a pair of pink heels. She passed them to me. I’d never walked in heels, but I was determined to make Eileen as fabulous as possible. I had to make Ruby proud after everything she’d done for me.

“Can you help me? I’ve never walked in heels,” I said after slipping the heels in place. I felt entirely feminine. My breasts were a b-cup and looked natural from the bra Ruby had loaned me.

“Yes,” Ruby said and rushed to help me to my feet.

My legs wobbled when I stood. Ruby told me to walk with confidence. Shoulders high and slightly pulled back. I did what she said. It was a struggle at first, but I got the hang of it after a few tries. Ruby snapped her fingers as I strutted across her living room, feeling fabulous and ready to take over the world!

“Picture time!” Ruby shouted.

She pulled me over to a wall she kept blank, which I understood why now. It had the perfect amount of light from the oversized windows. Ruby told me to give her attitude, so I stared into the camera and tilted my chin higher. Then I dropped my eyes and held my hands at my sides, posing as though I were a cat with claws.

I hissed and scratched the air. Ruby hooted and snapped her fingers, walking in a small semicircle around me. I blew her a kiss. I turned my back to her and kicked my leg in the air.

“Okay, I don’t even think we need to try one of the other outfits. These pics are sexy.”

“What?” I asked in a sad voice. “I want to take more pictures!”

“Fine. Put on the long black dress with a lot of cleavage.”

I cheered and went over to the pile of clothes sitting on the couch and quickly changed into the black dress. I didn’t bother taking off the stockings because the black dress completely covered them, but now I wanted a dark lip. The red lipstick just didn’t seem right, so I told Ruby. She huffed about it but went and got me some lipstick remover. I was careful as I washed my lips and patted them dry.

I stared at my feminine face in the mirror as I rolled a dark purple lipstick across my lips. Ruby came up behind me and told me I looked fucking sexy and that she’d gotten inspired to give me a smoky eye. We spent the next thirty minutes redoing my face.

“Wall, girl!” Ruby said and snapped her fingers.

I ran to her blank wall and posed for the camera. She took several photos of me. We went over them. I picked out my favorites. Ruby had hers too. She used all of them to upload to her private members-only website, including the fact that I had a virgin hole in my title.

My profile got several hits by the end of the day, and Ruby was confident I’d have a date by the next night. She told me to rest easy because I would need it, and damn, was she right!

I wasn’t prepared for the whirlwind that was about to sweep me off my feet.
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“No talking to clients outside of dates. I am the main contact for everything. I do that for your safety and mine. What else?” Ruby asked herself as she touched up my face. She snapped her fingers. “No falling in love. No free sex.”

I nodded, feeling like I could vomit, but Ruby and I had just spent the past two hours on my look. I’d swallow any throw up before I let it leave my throat. There was no way I was about to ruin all of our hard work.

I was wearing the black cocktail dress with tons of cleavage that we’d used in my pictures. I had on a pair of black heels beneath it and black lingerie. I didn’t know they were crotchless panties when Ruby was picking them out, but she’d bought me four different pairs.

Derrick had requested that I wear some.

“So, what do you do if Derrick asks for your number?”

“I give him your second cell phone number,” I said.

“That’s right, Eileen. You’re my girl. If you fall in love with these men, they’ll only break your heart. Trust me, I’ve seen it happen more times than I can count, which is why I implemented the rules. Plus, if you’re not in love, you’re free to screw other men and make more money.”

“Yeah, makes sense,” I said.

Ruby checked her phone. “The taxi should be arriving for you any second. Do you have any other questions before you go?”

“He really sent over his test results? He doesn’t have anything, right?” I asked. Ruby had my tests done after we finished with the pictures yesterday, and the results came back in the clear. She would have canceled the date and returned Derrick’s deposit if they hadn’t.

“That’s right, Eileen. Don’t worry. He even paid his deposit and added a bonus. He seems like a generous guy who probably just wants a girl with a little extra.”

“I’ve never been with a man.”

Ruby leaned down and wrapped her arms over my body. She pressed her lips against my ear. “You sucked my dick just fine.”

Her comment had my dick twitching. I had to be careful with these crotchless panties. My dress flowed and wasn’t overly constrictive, but I didn’t want to start pitching a tent beneath it either. Ruby stood upright and clapped. She told me we needed to get down to the street before the cab arrived.

We gathered our things and went downstairs. My nerves hit a new level of panicked when we got to the sidewalk. How could I really go through with this? I glanced at Ruby, and she must have seen the worry on my face. She took my hand and squeezed it.

“You’ll be fine, girl. Don’t worry. I’m only a call away if you have any issues.”

“You know where we’re staying and everything?”

“That’s right. If you guys go anywhere but where I said, tell me. I can intervene. I have Derrick’s information, but hopefully it doesn’t come to that. He seems like a nice man. He runs a marketing firm and probably just wants to blow off some steam.”

I nodded, feeling a little better, but there was something still strange about waiting on the sidewalk to be picked up for sex. At least Derrick had agreed to pay ten thousand for my virgin hole, which meant I’d get to keep eight thousand five hundred of it! That wasn’t too shabby for a night’s work.

The cab pulled up before we could say anything else. Ruby opened the door and kissed me on the cheek before basically shoving me into the backseat. She was waving as the taxi driver put the cab into drive. I tried to roll down my window to say something. Anything, but it was too late.

I was on my way to a night that would forever change me.

***

Derrick was waiting at the bar when I stepped into the fancy restaurant. I recognized him from the picture Ruby had sent, as though I were on a mission. The host led me to the bar, and Derrick recognized me the second he turned his head, and I could tell he liked what he saw.

We were staying at a hotel down the street, and Derrick had a private car to take us. He’d planned a night I would never forget. One that would make me feel like a princess among the commoners.

“You look stunning,” Derrick said when I got within earshot.

“Thank you,” I said in my practiced voice. “Have you been waiting long?”

Derrick smiled and shook his head. I wondered if I was giving him an erection because he had that same look as the taxi driver after shopping had.

“You’re right on time, beautiful.”

“Is the table ready?”

“Almost,” he said. “Sit down. Have a drink. We have all night.”

I nodded, sliding onto the stool next to him. The bartender came over, and I ordered a coffee liquor cocktail. I needed something sweet. Something I could throw back to loosen me up because my nerves were in overdrive. Derrick was so handsome and confident, talking about his marketing company.

I nodded along and asked questions where appropriate, trying my best to entertain him. He’d dropped a lot of money to spend the evening with me! The table was ready around the time we got our second cocktails.

Our conversation had loosened up a bit as we got to know each other. We had a mutual interest in the stock market, even though I avoided telling Derrick the reason I was even out with him was because of how deep into the red I’d fallen.

“You’re even prettier in person than in your pictures,” Derrick said.

I blushed. “Thanks.”

“What do you think of the meal so far?”

“It’s exquisite,” I said. We were on the third of five courses. I couldn’t wait to see what the server brought out next. “Do you dine like this often?”

“I eat out a lot, but I don’t usually come to places this fancy.”

“Me neither, but I love being out with you.”

Derrick grinned as he lifted his drink to his lips, and I realized how easy it could be to fall in love with a client. Derrick was rich, handsome, and confident. There was so much to like about him, but any man who was willing to drop ten grand on a night of sex probably had a dark side.

Was he someone who could honestly commit? Was he someone who would love me when I was sick and needed him most? I wondered if a man like him would ever be around, or would he use money to make all his problems disappear?

The dessert came and went. The meal was probably the best I’d ever had, but I knew what happened next, and I was beyond nervous.

“You ready, beautiful?”

“Yes,” I said despite the fact it was a lie. “Do you have everything we need.”

“It’s already at the hotel. Went before our date,” Derrick said with a wink. He pulled out his phone and sent off a message, telling me his driver would be there in the next ten minutes. Derrick wrapped his arm over my shoulder as we waited outside, and I did feel like a princess standing there in my cocktail dress next to the rich bachelor, even though I knew his only intention was to fuck my brains out.
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Derrick turned into a different person when we entered his hotel room. He’d spent a pretty penny, and I had a feeling he wanted his money’s worth. Derrick grabbed me and led me over to the king-size bed, throwing me onto its surface.

I bounced on the mattress, gasping as he climbed above me with an arm at each side of my body. I hadn’t noticed the specks of brown in his green eyes. They seemed overbearing as he stared down at me.

“You swear you’re a virgin?”

“I’ve never been fucked,” I said.

Derrick placed a firm hand on my thigh. The dress was blocking him from touching my skin, but that didn’t last long. Derrick threw me toward the head of the bed. He seemed too small to possess such strength, but he was clearly a man who knew what he wanted.

Derrick got between my legs and hiked the dress up higher until it was at the spot just below my stiffening cock. I’d shaved right before our date, so my skin was still silky smooth all over, and I could tell Derrick loved touching it. His breath was ragged. It was monstrous, and I found all of it incredibly attractive.

“Are you going to fuck me, Derrick?”

“Yeah, I’m going to fuck that tiny little hole. Let’s see how it feels,” Derrick said and reached up my skirt. He slipped a finger into my panties as he stared into my eyes and pressed his finger against my hairless hole. Derrick moaned as he pushed harder, feeling me. “Yeah, that’s a tiny little virgin hole if I’ve ever felt one. I’ve been waiting for a girl like you. I want to be the first one to stretch that hole.”

“Yeah?” I asked in a breath, surprisingly eager to have Derrick inside of me.

“Not before I spank you.”

“What?” I asked.

“Get on your hands and knees, girl! You’ve been naughty. Very naughty.”

I gasped, trying to play along, but getting spanked was a surprise. Ruby didn’t say anything about a spanking, and I wanted to ask Derrick if he’d paid extra for that, but then I remembered he’d paid ten grand to fuck me. I could handle a spanking.

“What have I done?”

“You didn’t call me daddy.”

“I’m sorry, daddy. I didn’t know I was supposed to call you—”

“Shut up girl and pull up that dress! I said hands and knees!”

I hurried to my hands and knees and hiked up my dress until it was around my waistline. Derrick unhooked his belt and pulled it from the loops as he stood on his knees behind me. He snapped the belt together at both ends, making me jump. I’d never been spanked in my adult life, but my dick was hard beneath the dress as Derrick rubbed my ass with a hand.

“Why were you bad, girl?”

“Daddy, I’m sorry. It wasn’t my intention.”

“Are you going to be better and call me daddy the rest of the night?”

“Yes, daddy!”

“You still need a spanking. Understand, girl?”

“I’ve been a bad girl, daddy! Do what you must!”

Derrick lifted the belt into the air and brought it down on my ass. My cock jumped, and I yelled out, but Derrick didn’t stop. He spanked me until my ass was burning red, and I was literally begging Derrick to stop.

“You learn your lesson, girl?”

“Yes, daddy!”

Derrick climbed off the bed without saying anything. He’d gotten completely undressed by the time I glanced over my shoulder. His dick was long and thick. I honestly didn’t know how he planned to shove it up my ass, but I knew he’d find a way.

“Get down here and suck my dick.”

I scooted off the bed. The room was large, so there was plenty of space to get to my knees in front of Derrick. I wrapped my hand around the base of his cock and looked into his eyes as I parted my lips, slowly moving them closer to Derrick’s dripping tip.

He grabbed the back of my head, forcing me to move faster. He pushed my head onto his cock. I took as much as I could until it hit the back of my throat, making me cough. Derrick groaned and pulled out of my mouth. I gasped and caught my breath, but Derrick only gave me a second before he shoved his member back into my mouth.

I moaned on Derrick’s manhood as he fucked my mouth. He held the sides of my face and moved his hips with an alpha intensity that had my cock rock hard and dripping beneath my dress. I felt more like a woman with each passing second.

Derrick pulled out and slapped my cheeks with his dick. He thrust back into my mouth and hit the back of my throat. He had complete control over me, and I fucking loved it.

“That’s right, girl! Take daddy’s dick!”

I moaned on Derrick’s cock and wrapped my hands around his legs as he used my mouth. I knew he wasn’t anywhere near close to finished with me, though. Derrick fucked my mouth for another few minutes before pulling out and telling me to stand.

He’d paid for my ass, and it was only a matter of time before he took it. Derrick told me to strip down to my lingerie. I asked for his help unzipping the dress. Derrick stood behind me and pulled down the zipper. The dress piled up around my feet, and I stepped out of it.

I wanted to cover myself but remembered Ruby’s words that I should exude confidence. I should show my clients that I was comfortable in my skin, so I took a deep breath and put my hands on my hips. My hard cock poking out from the crotchless panties.

“What do you think, daddy?”

“You’re gorgeous, Eileen. A picture of perfection.” He was already completely naked. He stepped forward and dropped to his knees. I was about to ask what he was doing, but Derrick swiftly wrapped his mouth around my erection.

“Oh, daddy. Fuck, that feels good.” Derrick moaned as he bobbed his head along my cock. I could only handle it for a few minutes before I had to push him away. “I’m going to cum, daddy!”

“Let me taste it,” Derrick said and went back in for more.

I couldn’t disappoint Derrick, so I bent my head back and let out a loud moan as I unloaded into daddy’s mouth. He swallowed every drop of my seed. I was spent, but Derrick still wanted more.

He had me get to my hands and knees. He grabbed a bottle of extra slippery lubrication from his bag and came back to the bed. He got behind me. I was wearing nothing except my panties, stuffed bra, and wig. Derrick pushed my head down toward the mattress and lifted my ass higher in the air.

Derrick reached between my thighs and rubbed his hand along my cock. I shivered at the touch of his lubricated fingers. They felt so electrifyingly delicious that I was afraid I might cum. Derrick didn’t touch my dick for long, though. He was much more focused on stretching my ass.

Derrick lubricated his fingers and pushed them inside me. I hollered, but Derrick wasn’t about to stop. He’d paid ten grand for my bussy, so I’d better learn to take it!

“Fuck, daddy! Those fingers feel so big!”

“Just wait until you feel my dick, girl. Tell daddy you want it.”

“I need that dick, daddy!”

Derrick took his fingers out of my opening and pushed his tip against my slightly stretched hole. He pushed a little harder, entering me for the first time. I gripped the sheets beneath me, but I was determined to take every inch of Derrick’s dick. I wasn’t about to have him leave Ruby a bad review!

“Damn, girl! That’s right! Open that ass up for daddy!”

I gripped the sheets and lifted my ass higher in the air, pushing my hole down Derrick’s dick, even though the pain was blinding. Derrick moaned and grunted and laughed a little as my hole swallowed his manhood.

“Can you add some more lube, daddy?”

“Yeah, girl!” Derrick pulled out to his tip and squirted the lube all over his cock and pushed it up against my hole.

It felt so much better when he sank back into me. I was actually enjoying it as he stretched my hole far beyond its limits. I thought he was ripping me in two, but I managed to stay whole as Derrick picked up speed.

Derrick held my hips and fucked me hard. I took everything he gave me and was moaning like crazy. Hollering out like a girl from a porno. Making light, feminine noises like I wouldn’t survive if Derrick didn’t give me more of his dick.

“I’m going to cum deep in that hole, girl.”

“Fill me up, daddy!”

Derrick pounded my ass with my panties hugging his dick. He’d only pushed them to the side, and it was so hot to wear the lingerie and wig while he fucked me. I was Eileen, and she was all I ever wanted to be. My old life didn’t matter because the one I’d found was better, even if it meant selling my bussy to rich guys.

Derrick gripped my ass and held my cheeks wide as he dove deep, pushing his dick as far as it would go. He put his chest on my back and reached around to my cock, using his slick hand to stroke my dick as he whispered dirty words into my ears.

We came together just like that. I came all over the bed, and Derrick came deep in my ass. We threw a towel down and went for round two and then round three until it was the wee hours of the morning, and we were both dead tired.

I honestly couldn’t believe I was getting paid for it by the time my eyes slowly closed, and I drifted off to sleep.
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“Someone had a long night! How was it?” Ruby asked when I stumbled into her apartment around noon. Derrick dropped me off at the door and then took off in his car. He asked for my personal number, but I changed the subject and pretended like I hadn’t heard him. He didn’t bring it up again.

“Ugh,” I said and pinched my forehead. I was tired and still wearing the black cocktail dress from last night. “Please don’t talk to me.”

“You’re such a party pooper,” said Ruby.

“Will talk later,” I said and went directly to the bathroom we’d made mine. I took a shower and rinsed off the previous night, feeling rather happy that I was eight thousand five hundred dollars richer. A smile crept across my face as I washed myself with soap.

Ruby didn’t bother me when I snuck out of the bathroom and went to her guest bedroom, where I was keeping all the clothes that she’d bought me. There was a light blue tent dress that looked extra comfy. I put on a pair of cotton panties before slipping on the tent dress, even though I didn’t bother with a wig or bra.

I was too tired and fell on the bed, quickly falling asleep.

***

Hours must have passed before I was finally stirred awake by the sounds of laughter coming from the living room. I groaned and threw the blanket off me. Sunlight was still coming in through the windows, but it didn’t look like it’d last long.

I got out of bed and put on my b-cup bra and a wig, adjusting my hair in the mirror before I opened the door. The laughter was louder, and someone besides Ruby was definitely in the apartment. A woman. She was speaking. It was a voice I didn’t recognize. I thought about retreating back to my bedroom but decided against it.

“There’s my sleepyhead!” Ruby shouted when I walked into the room. There was a woman on the couch. She was caramel like Ruby, but they didn’t look at all related. Ruby had round features and the other woman’s face was much more angular. She was just as beautiful, though. “I was hoping you’d wake up!”

Ruby wrapped her arms around me and turned toward the woman. They were both wearing dresses and heels, even though they were just sitting around the living room. I loved doing the same and couldn’t believe this fabulous life was mine now too.

“This is Vera. She’s one of the girls!”

Vera nodded her head. “Nice to meet you, Eileen. Ruby was just telling me all about you.”

I smiled, wishing I’d retained all that Ruby said about the women she employed, but I was too caught up in my own head about becoming a girl, but I didn’t need to tell Vera all that.

“Likewise, Vera. Ruby has told me all about you guys.”

“You really just found her a couple days ago?” Vera asked Ruby.

I blushed, feeling the compliment in Vera’s tone.

“Isn’t she magnificent? A true natural,” said Ruby. “Makes me jealous if I’m being honest.”

“Stop it,” I said in a girly voice.

Ruby grinned and hugged my shoulder before stepping away from me toward the kitchen. “What do you ladies think about opening a bottle of wine?”

“You know I won’t say no!” Vera said. She stood from the couch and came over to me, giving me a hug and kiss on the cheek before going to the kitchen with Ruby.

Ruby put a corkscrew into a bottle of white wine. “You should have seen her sucking my dick. It was so hot.”

I blushed. “Ruby!”

“Oh, it’s just us girls! We like to have fun.”

“Yeah, there are no secrets between us,” Vera said with a wink. “You’ll get to know all of us with time because the truth is, nothing beats a good girlfriend. Not even all the rich men we get to meet and play with because only a girlfriend will have your back at the end of the day.”

“That’s right, Vera! Preach!” Ruby said and lifted her wine glass in the air. “Let’s toast to us girls!”

“To us girls,” Vera and I echoed as we clinked our glasses with Ruby’s. We sat at the table off the kitchen and drank our wine. We chatted about stories with their past clients, wardrobe mishaps, our favorite celebrity looks, makeup tips, and all types of other juicy conversation.

Rich men like Derrick were tempting, but how could I fall in love? I was excited to see where this new life would take me, and nothing was about to stop me! Not my debt. Not some rich man offering me false love. My new girlfriends had claimed my heart, and they would give me all the support I needed.

I was Ruby’s girl.

I was Vera’s girl.

I was Eileen.


THANK YOU FOR READING

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