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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Chet Maxwell, well that’s my stage name at any rate, not that I’ve had too many opportunities to use it. Like a billion other people I’m an aspiring actor, which means I work whatever jobs I can get that will help me make ends meet but be flexible enough to allow me to pursue my craft.

I’ve been a ride share driver, delivery guy, waiter, barista, telephone solicitor, you name it. I’m always looking for a way to make a few bucks, which is why I was so interested when I overheard two girls in my acting class talking about some new app where you could pick up some quick cash.

“It’s called ‘Let’s Party!’ and it’s basically like extra work,” said Angie, a pretty blonde with big tits who wasn’t the best actress in the class but certainly had the looks to be a movie star.

“I don’t get it,” replied Karen, a talented brunette who was working to shed her southern accent.

“It’s really simple. People who want pretty girls at a party or a product launch or whatever just use the app like a casting service,” Angie explained. “You upload some pictures, like a dating site, and they contact you with the details. The pay is good and like I said, it’s like being an extra in a movie except the booze is real and you can eat the hors d'oeuvres.”

“So they pay you just to stand around?”

“Well you’re encouraged to talk and flirt a little but you’re basically there for eye candy. It’s not an escort service. You just have to stay a certain number of hours and then you get paid automatically,” said Angie.

That was all I was able to eavesdrop because they picked up their stuff and left the classroom but at least I had gotten the name of the app and the general idea of what the deal was.

When I got home I looked up Let’s Party! and found that it was pretty much as Angie had described. It was indeed very much like extra work, which I had done several times, but unfortunately there was a catch. You had to be female to do it.

I suppose it made sense since a party full of attractive women would have no trouble attracting men but it seemed a little sexist and unfair. I suppose the sexist part didn’t bother me too much but I was disappointed that it wasn’t a money making opportunity that I could take advantage of. Or was it?

I had heard about a gender changing pill that was all the rage in certain circles. Supposedly you just popped one of these things and became the opposite sex until you popped another and turned back. Presumably it was designed for transgender people to have the body they wanted without all of the surgery and whatnot and the flexibility to change back if they weren’t happy with the results. It wasn’t legally on the market yet but it had managed to make its way to the street and had found recreational uses that it presumably was never intended for.

The first time I had heard about it was from this gay dude who was a female impersonator. He did impressions of Liza Minnelli and other celebrities and was pretty good at mimicking their voices but he wanted to try the pill to see if he could look more convincing with  a real female body. I have no idea whether he ever tried it but I heard about it again in the dressing room of a play I was doing. Apparently some people used it for fun in a sexual way. Being an actor I met a lot of gay guys and some were quite happy just being gay but some had fantasies about being female and this pill made their dreams come true.

I wasn’t gay and had never fantasized about being a woman but I had no problem with the idea of doing it to make some money. I had no idea what I would look like as a girl but I figured I could probably fix myself up with makeup and at least be attractive enough to stand around at a party in a slinky dress.

It seemed like a good acting challenge if nothing else. Just looking female would only be part of the task. I would have to be convincing in the way I walked and talked and carried myself since I’d be interacting with people who would assume that I had been female all of my life. The only problem was I didn’t know where to get the pills from.

I didn’t really want to ask around in my circle of acting friends because it might give off the wrong impression. I had kind of a “pretty boy” face and had been hit on a few times by gay guys who just assumed that I swing that way for some reason. If word got around that I was looking for gender changing pills it might give me an unwanted reputation.

I needed to get them from someone who didn’t give a shit about what I wanted them for and wasn’t going to go around talking about it. That meant a call to Pete Bedrosian, or “Pete the Pill Man” as he was known around my old college campus.

Pete was the go to guy for all your pharmaceutical needs back in school. He was even a fraternity brother so I always got a good discount. Of course I hadn’t seen him in quite a while, and he might even be in jail for all I knew, but he was the only person I could think of who would either have the pills or know how to get them.

To my pleasant surprise his phone number still worked and he was still very much in the pill dispensing business.

“Yeah I can hook you up, but the stuff isn’t cheap,” Pete warned me.

Actually it was way more expensive than I had anticipated but fortunately the fraternity bond still got me a discount so I picked up a few of the precious pills, which of coursed required a pair to make the transformation and the restoration.

“If you need more we might be able to work something out,” Pete suggested.

The way he said it made me feel slightly uneasy but I was happy for the discount I got and excited to put those pills to the test. Hopefully it would all be worth it if I turned out reasonably attractive and could land some good paying work on the side. Of course there was an investment involved that went beyond the pills because I’d need clothes and shoes and the proper cosmetics to complete my transformation.

I couldn’t afford to waste the precious pills so I cleared up some time on my schedule and devoted a few days to my inaugural run as a girl so that I could gather supplies, take pictures for the app, and try to acclimate myself to the female experience as much as possible.

It was kind of scary but a little exciting too. As I said I had never had any sort of a fantasy about being female but like anyone I was naturally curious about what it would be like to experience being a member of the opposite gender.

Fortunately the pill was supposed to work very quickly so I wouldn’t have to sit around waiting for results or go through some long weird process. When I was ready to start my adventure I just popped one of the pills, washed it down with water, and in a few moments I felt it starting to work.

It wasn’t the most pleasant sensation in the world and I felt some pretty sharp muscle cramps that made double over for a moment, but when I straightened out and looked in the mirror I could see that the drug had done its magic. My pretty boy face had been replaced with an even prettier girl face and my nice firm breasts showed me that I had indeed transformed completely.

“Holy crap,” I said out loud and then giggled at the sound of my higher pitched voice.

Even without makeup I could see that I would have no trouble providing eye candy for any party or social event. I was hot. Hopefully not too hot, because I didn’t want to spend the whole time fending off horny dudes who wanted to hit on me, but I figured that was just an occupational hazard. All I had to do was drink champagne and look pretty.

Or so I assumed.


CHAPTER 2:

Being an actor I didn’t have any hangups about wearing makeup. I didn’t have any experience applying female “street makeup” but it was fundamentally the same thing as doing stage makeup. I certainly didn’t want to overdo the cosmetic thing and end up looking like a drag queen. With a few online tips I got my face on with no trouble and marveled at the results. It was all subtle but very effective.

As an actor the ritual of putting on makeup before a show is all part of the transformative experience. It helps you get into character, as the saying goes. I felt the same way as I applied my blush and eye shadow and lipstick. I was playing a character. A character named Tiffany Chambers. I have no fucking clue as to why I chose that name but like my male stage name it just kind of came to me.

For the job app I needed at least two pictures, one a basic head shot, and one full length that showed my whole body. I noticed that some of the girls on the app had a more extensive portfolio of pictures, even some in bathing suits, but I wasn’t looking to work any pool parties so I figured the two basic photos would be enough to get me started.

Since I didn’t want anybody to know about my little secret I was going to have to take the pictures myself but fortunately I had a nice digital camera with a timer feature so I could set up the shot with the camera on a tripod and strike a pose before the shutter went off. I was no stranger to promotional pictures but it took a little practice to get the right “feminine attitude” for the shots.

“Civilians” tended to just smile or make a goofy face when they were photographed but acting pictures involved trying to create a “look” that expressed something about the type of actor you were. I had head shots where I looked very pensive resting my chin on my hand while staring moodily off to the side and other ones where I had kind of an “aw shucks” grin as if I had just gotten a compliment that sort of embarrassed me. You could be glamorous or down to earth. To a get an acting job your picture was often a crucial link in the chain because if they “typed” you out right away you’d never get a chance to actually read for a part.

I studied the pictures on the app and saw a pretty wide range of styles but a basic warm smile seemed to be a pretty popular look. That made sense to me because if you’re throwing a party you want people to look like they’re having a good time and I wasn’t auditioning to play a seductress on a soap opera.

Just as makeup helped an actor become someone else so did the costume, and in this case my costume was a gold metallic “bodycon” dress with a plunging neckline that showed plenty of cleavage. The dress came down to a few inches above my knees and clung to my body like it was painted on but was stretchy enough to be comfortable moving around in. Fortunately I had the figure for it, though I’m sure a real woman would have needed the proper diet and a lot of exercise to get it.

I had already been practicing with a pair of heels I picked up at a thrift store so I felt fairly comfortable being perched on my party shoes and I thought the whole outfit looked a lot more expensive than it actually was. Like a good extra I would hopefully blend in with the crowd and not call too much attention to myself.

After taking a ton of photos I finally settled on two that I liked and signed up with Let’s Party! It really was kind of like a dating app because you didn’t know what kind of responses you might get or how many.

There were a lot of tips on how to behave and what you should and shouldn’t do if you landed a job but it all seemed pretty logical. I did notice that they pointed out numerous times that this was not a form of prostitution and that no sexual activity was expected or required. I suppose they really wanted to underscore that since one might suspect that it was something a little shady like a “full service” massage parlor or something.

Apparently there was no rule against hooking up with somebody you met at the party but if you wanted to get paid you had to stay the required length of time that the job specified. That seemed harmless enough. If a girl met someone that she wanted to go out with on her own time that seemed like her business. Some girls probably did get dates out of the deal and more power to them.

I spent the rest of my time on the pill just trying to get the feel of being a woman. Since I couldn’t very well go run errands in my sparkly gold party dress I just threw on some jeans and a tank top and rolled up the legs of the pants to account for my slightly smaller stature.

It was actually kind of a rush going out in public like that because it was this whole secret identity. I wasn’t Chet Maxwell I was Tiffany Chambers and hopefully I could be her convincingly enough that no one would ever suspect that I wasn’t the girl I appeared to be. It was also kind of sexy walking around in that curvy body with my boobs sort of bouncing around and my hips swiveling a little with each step.

Getting looked at didn’t bother me because I knew it was just guys checking out my tits or my ass. It actually gave me confidence because I felt like I was passing the female test every time a dude scammed on me. Nobody was thinking that I was a guy pretending to be a girl. If I could carry that confidence over to the party, assuming I ever got hired for a job, then I would be in great shape to pull off the deception.

Feeling sexy while I walked around wasn’t the only sexy thing I did. There was no way I was going to have a pussy and not see what it felt like to masturbate as a girl. I might never get a job but at least I could get something for all the trouble and expense I had gone through so I decided to give myself a little treat in the shower.

I had one of those shower heads on a hose that had multiple settings for the water flow. You could have a steady stream, or a refreshing spray, or a variety of pulsating jets. Just soaping up my silky smooth skin got me in the mood and after playing with my boobs for a while I decided to get the shower head down between my legs and see if I felt anything arousing.

“Oh, my…” I gasped almost as soon as the first jets of water hit my snatch.

I started out with just a basic stream of water and kind of moved it up and down along my slit. The warm droplets felt very nice but I decided to up the intensity a little by going for a harder flow. I sprayed all around my box and tried moving the shower head closer or further away until I got just what I wanted.

That inspired me to use my free hand to spread my pussy lips open a bit and aimed the water straight into my gash. While holding myself open like that my palm was putting a lot of pressure on the hood of my clit and that felt absolutely amazing. Switching to a pulsating stream I tried to give my clitoris a nice little shower and soon I was moaning and rubbing myself like crazy.

Just for kicks I decided to try the shower on my nipples and found that they responded quite nicely to the sensation. As I sprayed one I pinched the other and then went back and forth a few times before my pussy was begging for me to give it the attention it deserved again.

With the water going full blast on the hardest stream I could get I worked it around my vagina while I fingered my clit vigorously and then suddenly I just kind of exploded.

“Jesus Christ! Oh God! Oh God!” I cried as my legs began to shake and my head went into the clouds.

I had experienced male orgasms many times in my life, either alone or with a female partner, but I had never experienced anything quite as intense as that shower orgasm. It took me a while to come down from the high but the shower was a nice relaxing place to be once I put the shower head back above me where it usually was.

I could never remember feeling so clean and so dirty at the same time.


CHAPTER 3:

The visible part of the clitoris is a pearl-sized organ, often covered by a hood, that’s found at the top of your vulva where the two inner lips meet. The glans of the clitoris is about the size of a pearl/pea, but the structure itself is much more complex and extensive. Your clitoris is packed with thousands of nerve endings, making it the most sensitive part of your genitals. That’s why most people with a vagina experience orgasm by stimulating their clitoris.

That was from an online guide to masturbating that I found but I had already figured out that the clit was pretty magical.

Massage the fleshy area on the top of your pubic bone, then run your fingers along the outer and inner lips of your vulva.

Check.

Start rubbing or stroking your clitoris through the hood. You can also form a “V” with your pointer and middle fingers and slide them up and down the sides of the clitoral shaft. Find a rhythm that makes you feel good.

Check.

Move your fingers faster and harder once your clitoris becomes wet or after you’ve applied lube. Intensify the feeling by applying heavy pressure until you orgasm.

Oh yeah...check, check, check!

After my shower experiment I had spent a good deal of time researching proper female masturbating techniques and putting them to practice. It probably wasn’t going to help me give a more convincing performance but at least I was getting a return from my investment already.

It didn’t take long for my first job offer to pop up, which made me feel a little better about the whole crazy scheme since the idea was to make money not have orgasms. The orgasms had been kind of an insurance policy in case I never got any work. Now I could have both orgasms and work, although not at the same time.

I quickly accepted my assignment and took down all of the details. This was a private party and from the address it looked like it was up in the hills and probably in a pretty swanky neighborhood. That was quite logical because the kind of people who would pay to have attractive party guests were probably people who had a lot of money to burn.

When “showtime” arrived I tried to shake off the jitters as I drove to the location but I was definitely nervous. It was weird going to a party by myself where I wouldn’t likely know anyone and I was an employee as well as a guest. Oh, yeah...and I was going to try and convince everybody that I was a woman.

It’s funny how something simple, like getting in and out of the car, was different now. I could just stick a leg out and sling myself out of the seat. I wanted to look ladylike so I had practiced a few times at home before I left for the gig.

Another thing that was funny was how aware I was of my legs. Obviously I had worn shorts or a bathing suit before but there my legs were just sticking out of two holes in the pants. There was air blowing up my skirt. Not enough to make it fly up or anything, but I could feel the breeze on my panties as I strolled up to the fancy house on the hill.

Everything was slick. The house, the landscaping, the view, the décor inside, and the guests. I wondered how many had been invited and how many had been hired and why anybody felt like they needed to pad the crowd with babes.

In general it tended to be a slightly older crowd, which made the younger women like me stand out all the more. Maybe that was kind of the point. Maybe older dudes with money liked to hang out with hot younger chicks that would make them feel young again. I really had no idea but it wasn’t my concern why they wanted me there as long as I got paid at the end of my shift.

“That’s a lovely dress my dear,” said a rather elegant woman who I would guess was in her late forties.

“Thank you...so is yours,” I replied.

“So how do you know Gregory?”

I gave her a blank look for a moment while I tried to figure out who Gregory was.

“Our host,” the lady politely suggested.

“Oh...I don’t know him really. A friend of a friend of a friend invited me. I don’t really know anyone here but I do like parties,” I replied a little sheepishly.

“Of course you do my dear. Have a lovely time.”

I had no idea who that woman was but she made me feel like a total hooker. She probably figured I was a party-crasher at the very least if not an actual prostitute. I shrugged it off and was going to go get a drink when a guy suddenly appeared in front of me holding two glasses of champagne.

“Champagne?” he offered.

“Thank you. You read my mind,” I replied with a smile.

“Well since I got the drink right I’m going to press my luck and guess that you’re also thinking that the men at this party are way too old for you.”

“That wasn’t exactly what I was thinking but I did kind of notice the age disparity by gender thing,” I said with a chuckle.

“Gregory definitely has an eye for beauty, which extends to his taste in women, so I’m not surprised that a gorgeous girl like you would be at one of his parties.”

It was stupid to feel anything about a compliment like that but I couldn’t help but be a little pleased. I mean it was my job to be eye candy so if it was working then I was doing my job well, but beyond that it was flattering to be called gorgeous even if it wasn’t really me that he was talking about.

“I’m Paul, by the way,” my new friend said as he extended his hand.

“Tiffany,” I replied as I took his hand rather limply in what I assumed was a feminine response to a hand shake.

“Let me guess...model...no, actress...no wait...actress-slash-model,” said Paul.

“Actress,” I replied. “Aspiring actress at any rate.”

“You should consider modeling. It’s not just your looks, it’s the way you carry yourself. I’d love to see you strutting down a runway in one of our designs. I’ll bet you’d look absolutely dynamic. Think about it anyway. Here’s my card if you’re interested. Now I’ve taken up enough of your time and I’m sure there are far younger and more attractive men you’d rather be chatting with.”

After he left I looked at the card and saw that he was with some design firm. My knowledge of women’s fashion was like zero so the name didn’t mean anything to me but it was kind of amusing to think that someone thought I should be a model.

Later a very hot red head with crazy long legs and big boobs came up to me while I was just sort of nursing a drink and looking around the room.

“New girl?” she asked.

For one stupid moment I thought she had figured out my secret and meant that I was new at being a girl but I quickly recovered before making a total fool of myself.

“You mean Let’s Party!?” I asked.

“Yeah, I haven’t seen you before and I know most of the other girls here.”

“First time. Does it show?”

“Not at all. Nice dress by the way.”

“Thanks. So is yours. It definitely shows off your super fine legs.”

“I’m Eve,” said the red head.

“I’m Tiffany,” I replied.

“Not a bad way to make a buck I guess. Anyone hit on you yet?”

“Not exactly, but some guy said he thought I should be a model,” I replied.

“I’ve heard that one before. I suppose he wanted you to give him head out in the garden and then he’d tell his connections all about you.”

“Not exactly but he did give me his card,” I said as I showed her the card.

“Paul Slater? You hit the jackpot honey. He’s one of the hottest designers around. I’d totally suck his cock to get a chance to model for him. Nice work for your first time out.”

I was kind of stunned by my conversation with Eve. Paul hadn’t suggested anything sexual but it sounded like other men at these parties were more aggressive. And Eve didn’t sound like she was kidding when she said she’s suck cock to get a shot at a modeling gig. I wondered whether that was how this whole party thing really worked. Did guys just routinely offer job opportunities, or maybe some other inducement, to get the girls to sleep with them?

Having never been a pretty girl before it was kind of an eye opener for me. Most of these girls were probably actress-slash-models, as Paul had put it, and probably got hit on all the time by men who claimed they could help their careers. Flirting, dating, or hooking up went on all the time with actors in a show or a class but I had never been offered a part in exchange for sex or anything like that. I wondered how often that sort of thing went on.

I finished my first gig without anyone propositioning me for sex and felt pretty good about how the night had gone. I got my payment right away as promised and I don’t think I made any stupid blunders. I had even gotten a business card from someone who was supposedly a legit fashion designer, not that I had any intention of ever following that up. It was just kind of cool to know that my performance had been so convincing.


CHAPTER 4:

I looked up Paul Slater on the Internet and found that he indeed was one of the hottest designers around. Apparently he dressed a lot of stars for their red carpet appearances and I was impressed by the list of talent he had worked with.

I had no idea how much money a fashion model made but it had to be a lot more than I got for delivering pizzas. Plus it seemed very glamorous. Hell, just being all dressed up at a fancy party had been the most glamorous thing I had ever done.

The next gig sounded a little different but very interesting. It was a promotional party to kick off the launch of a new album by some hip hop artist I’d never heard of. Attire was supposed to be “upscale club” and something you could dance in which meant I needed to do some quick research on the subject.

Opinions seemed to be all over the place on what upscale club attire actually was so I had to kind of wing it opting for a top with sleeves that showed a lot of cleavage. It was also very short and revealed my midsection but there were a couple of straps that crisscrossed my stomach so I wasn’t totally exposed.

I also opted for a very short skirt and very tall boots, which I thought would be more comfortable to dance in. I thought I looked sexy and fun without being too trashy and I couldn’t wait to put my new outfit to use at the record launch.

It was a hassle having to come up with more clothes, and it cut into my bottom line, but I figured it would pay off in the long run. Once I had a versatile wardrobe I could cycle through stuff to suit whatever was called for.

I still thought of my working clothes as costumes but I did pick up a couple of casual things just in case I wanted to go shopping or run some other errand as a woman without resorting to my baggy boy clothes with the pants rolled up. With a body like mine it was a shame to hide it under ill fitting attire.

The party was being held in a hotel ballroom and not surprisingly the music was already pumping pretty loudly by the time I arrived. It was a very different vibe at this gathering and a younger, hipper, and more ethnically diverse crowd as well. Musical theater was more my thing than pop music but I didn’t mind dancing at clubs to whatever they were playing. I was trained in a variety of dance styles so I figured I’d be able to hold my own on the dance floor no matter what the tunes sounded like. It was all about working it to the beat.

The instructions for the event were that we should dance and “look excited” when tracks from the album being promoted were played. That made sense to me. A bunch of hot girls shaking their booties on the dance floor would no doubt prompt other people to dance and give the impression that the product was super popular. The fact that it was all staged didn’t bother me in the least. This was show business and that’s how things worked. Celebrities got paid huge money for just showing up at a club opening because it implied that the club attracted a famous clientele, whether it did or not.

I didn’t see Eve there but I did recognize a number of girls from the previous party. I also recognized Angie, the blonde with big tits from my acting class who had indirectly gotten me involved in all of this. I really wanted to talk to her but I realized that would be pretty crazy since she obviously wouldn’t recognize me as a woman and I’d have to tell her my secret.

The men were much more aggressive at this shindig and I was drinking more heavily because guys just kept shoving booze into my hand. The compliments were also a bit more direct as individual body parts were frequently singled out for praise. My ass was getting a lot of attention and not just verbally. On the dance floor men didn’t hesitate to get right up behind me, usually grinding their dicks into my butt.

Instead of being offended, or annoyed, or embarrassed by it I was actually kind of getting off on all the attention. I knew I was there to be a sex object so it was kind of hard to get mad at anyone who might be objectifying me sexually. It was also fun because I knew I was “in character” playing someone I wasn’t. It didn’t matter what Chet Maxwell would do or think in this situation it only mattered what Tiffany Chambers would do and Tiffany was just tipsy enough to probably do all sorts of things that Chet Maxwell would not approve of.

“You got some sweet moves baby,” said a tall and handsome black man I happened to be dancing with as the evening wore on. “You really got your groove on.”

“Thanks,” I replied. “This music makes me want to dance.”

“I’m going to be directing a music video of this song and you’re just the kind of hot bitch we’re looking for,” said my dance partner. “You know what I mean, girl...sassy but classy.”

“Yeah, that’s me. Sassy but classy,” I said with a laugh.

“I’m serious baby. I can get you an audition.”

“Okay,” I replied without taking his offer too seriously.

“Right on. Come with me baby, I got a room upstairs. You can show me what you got up there.”

He took my hand and I went with him. I can’t honestly explain why I did but I guess I was thinking that Tiffany would go because the guy was sexy and being in a music video sounded like fun. And Tiffany was a hot bitch who couldn’t hold her liquor and was feeling kind of horny at the time.

By the time we got to his room I had learned that his name was Dan Phillips, which was kind of disappointing because I figured he’d have more of a “gangsta” name or something, but I wasn’t going to hold that against him.

I have to admit I was feeling pretty excited. I knew full well that something sexual was about to happen and that was turning me on. I had masturbated a lot and I knew that it felt really good to play with my pussy so I suppose I had been thinking about sex from my first female orgasm on.

Dan poured me another drink, which I didn’t need, but figured it couldn’t hurt so I downed it just before he pulled off my top.

“I want you to get nice and comfortable baby and show me what you got,” said Dan as he tossed my shirt aside and took a seat on the edge of the bed.

He hit a button on some kind of a remote control and music started playing and I suddenly remembered the music video. Maybe this really was some sort of an audition I thought as I started to improvise a routine to the song.

“Yeah baby, that’s nice. Shake those titties for me,” said Dan.

I decided if I was going to shake them they should be free to bounce about so I stripped off my bra and tossed it away. Then I cupped my bare boobs and gave them a good jiggle or two before I danced over and shook them in Dan’s face. I had no idea that Tiffany was a natural born stripper but I suppose it made sense. Her body was so fucking sensual and the music was really sexy.

While I danced up close to him he grabbed my boobs a couple of times and then he unfastened his pants and pulled out his dick. My eyes kind of bugged out of my head because it was the biggest cock I had ever seen.


CHAPTER 5:

Now I had always assumed that the rumor that black men had unusually large dicks was just a stereotype probably perpetuated in some sort of racist fetish kind of way, and Dan might not have been typical, but that man sure had a really big black cock.

“Get down honey and squeeze those titties together,” Dan instructed.

I got on my knees, right between his legs, and he slid his enormous dick between my boobs. Then he lay back on the bed with his head propped up on one arm so he could watch the proceedings and it was time for me to go into action.

Pressing my breasts together tightly I bounced up and down creating a nice little pocket for his penis to slot into. Sometimes I looked at Dan and sometimes I looked down in total fascination at the sight of a man’s cock so close to my face.

“Damn girl, those things are real! You know what a bitch would have to pay to have tits like that,” said Dan appreciatively.

I honestly had no idea what a bitch would have to pay to have tits like mine but I was glad that he thought they were so special. The pills were kind of expensive but you could average that out over the whole face and body. I was glad that I didn’t have to create the effect piece by piece.

Dan sat up and put a hand on top of my head and started to push me down towards his throbbing member. This wasn’t what I was thinking of when I thought how nice my pussy felt getting stimulated but I suddenly realized that BJs were probably much more common in the world of actress-slash-model-slash-dancers who got paid to go to parties where they were propositioned by industry types with vague promises of career enhancement.

Naturally I did what any girl in my situation would do and I opened my mouth and let Dan put his cock in it. Tiffany was not a gal who was going to let opportunities slip by because of any sort of moral qualms about her actions. And that big dick looked so inviting it was hard to imagine not wanting to suck it.

For a moment I thought about the times gay dudes had hit on me and wondered why I had been so reluctant to even consider the idea. A big bulging cock was a pretty hot thing to look at and men could be all cool and sexy but I stopped thinking about that because I didn’t want to think about being a gay man I wanted to think about being a sexy bitch, which was easier for me to wrap my head around as I wrapped my lips around another man’s super big penis.

I really didn’t even try to get a bunch of his dick down my throat. I knew exactly where the most sensitive spots were, and that was on the rim of the head on top and sometimes the slot on the bottom, so I worked his helmet rather expertly and it seemed to be doing the trick, even though I only had a couple of inches in my mouth most of the time.

“Girl you know how to work it,” said Dan, proving my point.

A later later I got even more proof as Dan blasted a load of cum into my mouth. It was so hot and sticky but I got it down somehow. Tiffany definitely seemed like the kind of girl who would swallow.

“You got the job baby,” said Dan as he put his dick back in his pants and zipped up. “Be at the WICK Studios on Highland and Sunset Thursday morning at 10...and don’t be late bitch. You’re a sweet piece of ass and you know how to blow but this ain’t the high school play.”

With that I put my clothes back on and went back down to the party with the taste of a man’s cum still fresh in my mouth and what appeared to be a job dancing in a music video. Although I was kind of excited by the lingering aftertaste of Dan’s jizz I popped a breath mint just to freshen up a bit on my way back down.

I actually stayed a little after my shift was done because I was having a really good time and didn’t want it to end. This was a very exciting world that I had never been a part of. And I didn’t feel guilty at all about sucking Dan’s cock to get a job. There were probably lots of jobs that I would have sucked cock to get but nobody had ever asked me to.

“Tiffany Ann Chambers you are one sexy slut,” I said out loud to myself on my way back home, giving myself a middle name on the spur of the moment.

It seemed to me that I would much rather give blowjobs than work at jobs that totally blew. That made me giggle but I was totally serious about it. I knew I had talent and training and that I could prove myself if I could just get my foot in the door. If putting on a dress...or taking it off...got me noticed so what? I wasn’t the first girl in this town who got ahead by giving head. That was funny too so I giggled again and I decided that I liked the sound of my girlish laugh. This was all really just one big joke so why not laugh about it?


CHAPTER 6:

This was no joke. I was going to be appearing in a music video for some hip hop artist I’d never even heard of before going to his record launch party. I saw him on stage at the event but I wasn’t sure that I’d even recognize him on the street. I had taken dance lessons, and been in some musical plays where I had to dance, but I was hardly a professional dancer by trade. I had wiggled my ass and shook m tits...and sucked a big hard cock to get the job but now I was wondering whether I had gotten into something that I wasn’t really qualified to handle.

Plus Dan was going to be there and I had never worked with anyone before who had titty fucked me and cum in my mouth. Would he still be able to respect me professionally? Would I be embarrassed to see him in the cold light of day? I thought about not going but then I thought I probably wouldn’t be the only girl there who had tasted Dan’s cum, and I had ballet training so how hard could a hip hop music video possibly be? Plus I’d be getting paid and I had my eye on some really cute pumps on Amazon that were a little pricey.

Finally I told my brain to shut up and let Tiffany do the thinking. Tiffany was fearless. She just hung herself out there and went for it. She wasn’t afraid of new experiences and she didn’t need to overthink everything.

That was what was so great about having an alter ego, especially this one. When I decided to call myself Chet Maxwell I was hoping that I’d act in more of a Chet Maxwell kind of way. I mean that name sounds like a total bad ass who’d wear a sport coat over a t-shirt and make it look natural while he ordered some cool drink from the bar and told the hot blonde who was hitting on him to wait for a moment because he had to take a call from his agent. Instead I was just me with a different name.

Tiffany actually was different. She shopped for clothes in a different section of the store. She used a different restroom. Her voice was higher and her hips were wider and she swallowed cum like she was sipping a martini. Okay, she actually kind of choked it down, but it was her first attempt. She made it seem cool and effortless at any rate.

Best of all I could think of her as her and not me. The difference between us was so great that I could totally think of Tiffany as just a character in a really elaborate play. When I played a car salesman in a local TV commercial once I tried to be as convincing as possible. I wanted people to believe that I really worked for that Toyota dealership and that they would get friendly service and a great deal. With Tiffany it was the same thing just more so. I didn’t sell Toyotas. I didn’t even own a Toyota but it was my job to become that sales guy. I wasn’t a slut with incredibly perfect tits who’d suck dick to get a music video gig...but Tiffany was, and it was my job to become Tiffany.

Anyway I was running low on pills so I went to see Pete totally prepared to invest some of my earnings in a fresh supply of the wonder drug when an idea suddenly struck me.

“So what did you mean when you said we might be able to work something out for more pills?” I asked casually as he rummaged through his bag of goodies.

“Well that depends,” Pete replied. “What do you look like when you take the stuff?”

I showed him my pictures on the party app and got a kick out of the expression on his face.

“Fuck dude, that’s really you?” he stammered.

“That’s me. Tiffany...Ann...Chambers.”

“What are you willing to do?”

“Why don’t you comp me one of those babies and I’ll go in the bathroom and change and then we can negotiate in earnest,” I suggested.

Pete fumbled with the bottle trying to get it open so I opened it for him and took one pill out before heading into his bathroom, which was kind of disgustingly dirty, but I was only planning to be in there for a few moments while the pill kicked in. Once I was Tiffany again I strolled out, buck naked, and struck what I hoped was a saucy pose. I think Pete might have actually been drooling but the tent pole in his pants was enough of a giveaway to let me know that I had the upper hand.

“So ah...dude…”

“Tiffany,” I corrected him.

“Yeah, right, Tiffany. So what are you willing to do and what is it going to cost me?”

“Well, I could give you a hand job,” I said seductively as I rubbed the crotch of his pants with my hand.

“Okay,” said Pete, who sounded like he was having a hard time breathing.

“Or I could suck your cock...or maybe you just want to bend me over and fuck the hell out of me like a savage animal,” I said as I turned and rubbed my ass against his bulging pants.

“How about I fuck you from behind but I get to finish in your mouth for twenty pills?” Pete offered hopefully.

“Seriously Pete? Look at this ass. You never got ass like this in college.”

“Thirty pills.”

“I swallow...every drop.”

“Okay fine, fifty pills...no...fifty four. That’s all I’ve got right now. Please just let me fuck you!”

“You drive a hard bargain Pete,” I said as I turned around and rested my arms on a nearby table with my ass sticking out prominently.

It was almost comical how quickly Pete got his pants off as he pounced on my bare behind. I didn’t get a great look at it over my shoulder but Pete seemed to be sporting a pretty impressive boner. A moment later when he drove it into my pussy it felt even bigger than it looked.

It suddenly occurred to me that I was losing my virginity, but at least it was for a good cause, and Pete was a fraternity brother so I couldn’t really complain about giving it up to a Kappa Delta Alpha man. Even better his big dick felt totally amazing in my tight pussy.

“Oh, God, Pete...your big dick feels totally amazing in my tight pussy,” I said out loud since it seemed like something he’d probably like to hear.

“Fuck dude...I mean Tiffany...you’re the hottest girl I’ve ever seen. I can’t believe I’m tapping this kind of quality ass.”

“You say the sweetest things.”

It was sort of like being a frat boy back in college getting a quickie from some sorority cutie in between classes, except that now I was the cutie and the frat boy was a bearded drug dealer who looked like he could use a gym membership but hey...we all have to grow up sometime.

Viagra was obviously not one of the drugs in Pete’s bag of tricks because it wasn’t long before he was grunting and groaning and warning me that he was about to pop. Once he pulled out I got on my knees and finished him up in my mouth, as agreed upon and I drained him of every drop of sperm he had produced.

Once I was sure that his heavy breathing and sweatiness wasn’t the precursor to a heart attack I went back into his nasty little bathroom and put my male clothes on. I didn’t want to spoil the moment by turning back into a man in front of him and I could rock a pair of men’s pants and a pullover shirt like nobody’s business, especially with no bra and my pert nipples straining against the thin material.

“I do hope you get resupplied soon. I’d hate to have to take my business elsewhere,” I said as I kissed him on the forehead and made my grand exit.

Being a hot bitch was incredibly fun and it seemed very easy to get my way. I sort of wished that these pills had been around back when I was in college because I might not have had to study so hard to get good grades.


CHAPTER 7:

I knew I had acted like a total whore, trading sex for pills, but I didn’t really care. It just made me feel powerful to know that men wanted me that badly. Even as Pete’s fraternity brother the best I could have hoped for was some kind of a modest discount, but as Tiffany I could have cleaned out half his store if I had held out for more. Nobody had ever been that desperate to fuck me as Chet Maxwell. It was thrilling to have that kind of power.

On the day of the video shoot I arrived nice and early and met the choreographer who was going to be teaching us our dance steps. I think she was a little skeptical about me at first, because I wasn’t one of her regular dancers, and she hadn’t auditioned me, which meant she knew I was one of “Dan’s girls” who had gotten the job through unconventional means.

Fortunately I had no trouble learning the routine and worked my ass off all day long to make her happy with me. I may have gotten hired for sucking the director’s dick but that didn’t mean that I didn’t have talent. I knew there were tons of girls who could replace me so I stayed on top of my game and gave it all I had.

It was a long hard day but in the end I think I earned my keep. Dan had said hello at one point but he had been busy setting up shots and working with the crew so I hadn’t had to interact with him personally but as things were wrapping up he took me aside.

“Hey, girl, want to grab a drink later?” he asked.

“Sure,” I replied.

I thought he meant at a bar but the drink was actually at his house and I wasn’t the only one who received the invitation. Another one of the dancers, a very sexy girl named Shayla was also there. We had a couple of drinks in the living room but Dan was on the phone quite a bit so Shayla and I got better acquainted. She had the bubbly personality and hot sex appeal of a cheerleader, which apparently she had been for an NBA team, which I found rather impressive.

When Dan finally got off the phone the party shifted to his hot tub out on the patio which meant that we all got naked before we climbed into the churning water. I knew that Dan was hung like a horse but I hadn’t seen him in the nude before and I certainly liked what I saw. He had a very fit body and the kind of abs I knew you didn’t get from eating doughnuts all day.

I knew that we were all going to have sex but I wasn’t sure how it was going to happen. I had never been in a three-way before but I was certainly up for it. Shayla got the ball rolling by sliding up quite close to me and kissing me while she fondled my breasts. Dan just stayed on the other side of the tub drinking a glass of wine while Shayla and I got busy.

I had been with lots of women before but it was kind of different doing it as a woman myself. It felt so much more sensual as we explored each other’s bodies and rubbed our smooth skin together.

When Shayla hopped up on the deck and spread her legs wide open I went right for her muff and started to lick her pussy. Pretty soon I had her moaning and squirming and that’s when Dan sprang into action.

He put down his wine and lifted my butt, which was pretty weightless in the water, and then I felt his enormous cock filling me and stretching me in the most delicious way possible. After a long hard day of dancing I had planned on just going home and relaxing but this was a much more enjoyable turn of events and I forgot all about my sore muscles. Just sitting in the hot tub had done a lot to make me feel better but now that I was getting fucked while I went down on a hot chick I felt absolutely fantastic.

After I got Shayla off she got back in the tub and started to fondle my breasts, which got me off, and pretty soon Dan was filling my pussy with cum. Then we all just kind of chilled for a bit and watched the sun set before grabbing towels and following Dan to his bedroom.

I realized that there hadn’t really been much conversation once the sex started. Dan made some comments about how hot Shayla and I looked together but everything just seemed to happen quite organically. Nobody asked me if I liked girls or whether I had ever done any sort of group sex before it was just a given that that’s what we were all there for.

The same held true once we were in bed together. Dan stretched out at the head of the bed, checking his messages on his phone while Shayla got me on my back and gave me a fantastic pussy licking that kind of put me to shame. She had great tongue technique and used her fingers in both my ass and my pussy and had me creaming and clutching at her hair in total ecstasy.

By that time Dan was hard again, but still fucking around with his phone, so Shayla and I crawled over to where he was lying and began to tag team his dick orally. I guess we were doing a good job of it because Dan finally put the phone down and started paying attention to us.

That was the total Chet Maxwell fantasy, except Dan was playing the part of Chet Maxwell and I was patiently serving his cock while he tended to important business. It was actually the exact opposite of my experience with Pete where I knew he would have sold his grandmother’s kidney to get in my snatch. I was just one of Dan’s bitches of the moment and he had done nothing more than offer me a drink.

Even though he had all the power it really impressed me because I had never been that cool or confident as a man. Working up the nerve to approach a girl had always been a challenge. And it wasn’t just me, Dan had another smoking hot babe just as willing and eager to do whatever he wanted. The fact that he was distracted by business on the phone just made us both work twice as hard to please him.

It made me wonder what kind of a girl I wanted to be. With a guy like Pete I held all the cards. He just felt lucky to have a shot with someone he saw as totally out of his league. With a guy like Dan I was just a plaything. A new toy in his toy box. But Dan had gotten me a job as a professional dancer and could potentially advance my career even more, although now that he had gotten what he wanted from me I doubted that he would be busting down any more doors to help me.

Ultimately it didn’t matter at that moment because I was happy enough being part of his fantasy and when he started to ejaculate Shayla and I shared his sperm and licked him clean before the three of us cuddled up, with Dan in the middle, and took a little break until the man was hard again.

There was more fucking that night before we all called it quits and fell asleep. In the morning Dan was still out like a light but Shayla was getting dressed so I figured that the party was over and grabbed my stuff.

“I hope we work together again sometime,” said Shayla as she gave me a kiss on the lips.

I didn’t know whether she meant dancing together or fucking together...or maybe she meant both. Maybe this was “working” and it was all just part of the job. In any case I was starving so I grabbed something on the way home and then spent much of the day in bed realizing just how tired and sore I was...which seemed like a pretty small price to pay for such a wild adventure.


CHAPTER 8:

What kind of a girl did I want to be? That question kept running through my head. Not did I want to be a girl, or why did I like being a girl so much. That seemed pretty obvious. Living as Tiffany was just so much more fun. I was making better money, I was getting job opportunities, I felt fantastic about the way I looked and sex was so much easier to get. The role just suited me somehow. I had to admit that I was better playing Tiffany Chambers than I was playing Chet Maxwell.

But what was the end game? Where was this all leading me? With all the time I was spending being female it cut into my “real” life quite a bit. I was still paying to take acting lessons but I was getting paid to play the part of a lifetime.

I decided that I wanted a female perspective so I decided to approach Angie after acting class one day.

“Hey Angie, I saw you at that record promotion party the other day,” I said casually.

“Really? Why didn’t you come up and say hi?” she replied.

“I thought about it, but I knew you wouldn’t recognize me,” I said as I brought up my pictures on the app. “That’s who I was that night.”

“I don’t follow,” said Angie, looking at the photos and then looking back at me.

“I sometimes take this pill that makes me female temporarily and I work for Let’s Party! like you do.”

“Why?”

“Good question,” I said with a laugh. “Actually I heard you talking to Karen about it and it sounded interesting. Then I found out it was for girls only so I decided to become a girl to check it out and it’s been a lot of fun so far.”

“So you weren’t like trans before you just did it for the job?”

“Yeah.”

“So why are you telling me this?”

“I don’t know,” I said with a shrug. “I guess I’m looking for a female friend but I don’t really want the whole world knowing what I’m up to. Since we’re probably going to see each other at parties and stuff, working for the same agency, it just seemed kind of silly to keep my identity secret from you. Actually I’ve been dying to talk to somebody about all of this.”

“Okay, that’s cool,” said Angie. “Although I’m guessing there’s more to it than just you wanting to get paid to go to parties.”

We made a date to meet for lunch where I would be Tiffany and we could have some girl talk and compare notes on the whole party thing. It felt nice to be going out with someone as a girl but it also had kind of a strange date like vibe because I really wanted to make a good impression.

“Wow, I’ve got to say the effect is truly amazing,” Angie commented once we were seated in the outdoor patio area of a cafe that wasn’t far from our acting class. “I mean you even walk like a girl.”

“I think the heels have something to do with that,” I joked.

“So do you do the girl thing for anything other than the party gigs?” asked Angie.

“Yeah, sometimes. Actually more frequently now that I’ve got a good supply of the pills,” I told her.

“I’d never even heard of such a thing. Can you actually get that at a pharmacy or is it all under the table stuff?”

“It’s definitely under the table so that’s another reason I don’t spread it around that I’m doing it,” I replied.

“Your secret is safe with me. So what other kinds of stuff do you do as a woman?”

I told her about the music video but didn’t mention the whole sex thing. I also told her about the modeling offer and showed her Paul’s business card.

“Wow, you’ve worked two parties and you’ve already gotten a music video and a chance to model for one of the hottest designers in town. I think you must be better at being a girl than I am,” Angie said with a laugh.

“I’m sure that isn’t true. The thing is I really don’t know how to be a woman. I mean the pill makes me female and I’ve got the basics down as far as how to dress and do my makeup, but I don’t have that lifetime of experience growing up as a girl to draw on,” I explained. “I don’t know if I’m making bad choices or not.”

“For example?”

“Like is it wrong to have sex with a guy to get something you want from him?” I asked nervously.

“This is getting more interesting by the minute. So who did you have sex with and what did you get out of it?” Angie inquired.

“Well...I sort of had sex with my drug dealer, who also happens to be an old frat brother of mine, in exchange for a whole bunch of the pills I need to be female.”

“Okay.”

“And I kind of sucked the director of the music video’s cock at a private audition in his hotel room and then I had a three-way with him and another dancer from the video after the shoot at his place.”

“Wow. And you say you’re not gay or gender fluid or anything?”

“I must sound like a total whore to you,” I said rather sadly.

“Kind of, but I’m not one to judge. I’ve tried to use my sexuality to advance my career...I just haven’t been as successful as you yet,” Angie said with a chuckle. “So did you enjoy having sex with those guys?”

“Yeah, I did actually. I kind of really like having sex as a girl with men or women or just by myself even,” I admitted. “Does that seem weird?”

“Honey up until today I knew you as that kind of cute guy from my acting class who’s always trying to hide the fact that he’s staring at my boobs. Now you’re a bisexual hottie who’s sleeping her way to fame and fortune. The whole thing is just about as weird as it can get,” said Angie with a bemused grin.

“I guess you’re right. There’s probably not a “normal” way to explain any of this,” I said.

“Hey, it’s your body and what you do with it is your business. And it sounds like business has been pretty good so far. I know I’m not the greatest actress in the world but I’d really like to get into the movies, or even a TV series or something. If I have to go down on some dude in his office under the desk to get a part I’ll do it. Maybe that would be a mistake because I’d just be known as the girl who gives good head and never be taken seriously as an actress but I know my limitations and I know how men think, no offense intended. I’m always going to be just another blonde with big tits. I know the kind of parts I’m always up for. The beauty pageant contestant, the stripper, the mobster’s dumb girlfriend. But you’ve got real talent, at least as a man. You’re like the star of the class. So I guess you kind of have to decide whether you want to keep plugging away at acting as Chet or go with Tiffany and see how far that takes you,” Angie suggested.

“Man that’s really good advice. And don’t sell yourself short on your talent. It takes a lot of work and practice and experience but I’ve seen you do scenes and I know you can do more than be the mobster’s dumb girlfriend,” I said, although I knew down inside that she was probably right.

“More importantly I think you need to think about this whole gender thing. The job may have been the excuse for becoming female the first time but the fact that you’re sitting here now like that looking for female companionship sort of suggests that maybe you just really like being a girl but didn’t know it until you tried it,” said Angie.

“So you wouldn’t mind hanging out with me sometimes when I was like this?” I asked hopefully.

“I wouldn’t mind at all. Maybe we could double date or something, if you didn’t mind being with a guy who wasn’t going to offer you some kind of a job,” said Angie.


CHAPTER 9:

So I had a female friend. I was really happy about that and super relived to have someone to share my secret with. And Angie was surprisingly wise and not the “dumb blonde” type at all. It made total sense that I should look at my career seriously and try to figure out where Tiffany fit in the picture. I had used my sex appeal to land the music video but I think I impressed everybody with my skill on the set. I wondered what it would be like going to audition for a play as Tiffany instead of Chet. Would I be just another struggling actress failing to get the parts I wanted or would I somehow have better luck as a woman, even if I didn’t suck anyone’s cock to get the role?

And what if I did get some kind of breakthrough job as Tiffany? Whether I earned it on merit or whored my way to success how long could I string that out before my secret was revealed? Did I want to be successful but not be able to tell anyone I knew? And would I really want to walk away from that and go back to my old life?

I only took that pill because doing the party thing seemed like a good way to make some easy money with a job that only took up a few hours and left me with plenty of free time to take my classes or go on auditions. I never expected that job to lead to anything else...especially not sex with men. But now I was thinking about sex with men all the time and being Tiffany just to have lunch with a female friend.

Honestly I had never aspired to be a dancer in a music video. I don’t think I really believed that Dan was serious about auditioning me when I went to his room, I was just horny and I thought he was sexy and I sucked his big cock because I really wanted it in my mouth. The fact that I got a job out of the deal was actually kind of a shock. And I didn’t spend the night with him because I thought it might lead to future work, I was just horny again and I wanted him inside me.

That was some serious shit to deal with because it was one thing to be ambitious and to be willing to do anything, no matter how unpleasant, to further my career but it was quite another to realize that I was just a bitch in heat who really loved big hard cocks. Where the hell did that come from? It was so much easier when I was just thinking about trying to make some extra money, now I was thinking about how fun it sounded to go on a double date with Angie and a couple of cute guys.

Then I thought it all must just be part of playing the character of Tiffany. Since this wasn’t a movie or a play where there was a plot and scripted dialogue it was obviously more of an improvisational piece which required me to behave like Tiffany would behave in any given situation. I was just trying to flesh out the character and make her less one dimensional. Sure, I could play her as just an ambitious whore flaunting her sexual charms in order to get ahead in life, but that was so superficial. What made her tick? What were her hopes and dreams? And what about a love angle? Surely her character would be involved in some kind of a romance.

It was exciting to create this woman from scratch, and a little scary. I was used to having lines to memorize and a director telling me where to stand or when to leave the room. I was free to take Tiffany in any direction I wanted but that was a heavy responsibility because I didn’t have a script to fall back on.

For now I figured I’d just kind of roll along and see where things took me. I hadn’t done anything too radical so far. The music video was done and I’d probably never see any of those people again. And now that Angie knew my secret I had somebody to bounce things off of and maybe do some girl stuff with sometimes but if I told her tomorrow I was done with the whole Tiffany Chambers thing she’d just shrug it off and go on with her life.

The main thing was to avoid entanglements, professional or personal. Short term jobs and meaningless sex. Just keep it loose and light and fun and remember that I was always just one pill away from making Tiffany disappear.


CHAPTER 10:

Just for fun I decided to enroll in an acting class as Tiffany. I thought it would be interesting to see what it was like to study my craft from a female vantage point. I wasn’t really sure what would happen since Tiffany was basically a character I had created from my imagination I didn’t know how well she would do trying to be some other character. It was kind of a picture of a man looking at a picture of a man looking at a picture of a man sort of thing. And incidentally I was looking at a lot of pictures of men these days. Usually naked men with really big cocks but that’s not actually the point I’m trying to make here.

I’d thought about enrolling in the same class that I took as Chet but then I decided it might be better to start fresh somewhere. It was also safer because I wouldn’t have to be afraid of saying something that Chet would know that Tiffany shouldn’t know or whatever.

It turned out to be a good decision because there were some super fine dudes in that class and I was pretty sure at least one of them wasn’t gay based on the way he flirted with me right off the bat. Not that I was taking acting lessons to specifically meet hot guys but damn...when it’s right there and walks up to you confidently and says “Hi I’m Brad” with a twinkle in its eye and a winning smile what’s a girl to do? I could only wish that he’d get cast in some Shakespearean thing or something else where he would wear tights because that ass would look stunning in some Renaissance hosiery. Actors stuffed socks in their crotches so you couldn’t really know for sure what he was packing, even in tights, but his butt was legit and I could totally picture grabbing onto it as he thrust his hopefully not sock enhanced cock into me over and over.

“Hi, I’m Tiffany.”

Okay so maybe we didn’t really flirt all that much right off the bat but from tiny acorns mighty dicks grow, or whatever that saying is. As luck would have it, and the fact that I quickly volunteered to partner with him, we did a scene study together which I thought went rather well.

Afterwards Brad asked me if I’d like to go to dinner sometime and I said yes as casually as I could with my heart pounding in my perfectly shaped bosom. Then alarm bells went off in my head, or I thought they were in my head but actually it was just somebody’s stupid car alarm going off for no reason, but it still made me stop and think.

No entanglements, personal or professional. That was my rule, or at least my plan because I hadn’t technically laid out any sort of rules. Going out to dinner with a hot guy from my acting class sounded suspiciously like a date and dates had a tendency to lead to dating and dating was the gateway drug to romance and romance was a major entanglement. So the answer seemed pretty obvious to me. I had to go out with him until he fucked me and then drop the class and disappear from his life completely. Yes it would have been easier to just not go out with him at all but if you saw how hot he was you’d want him to fuck you too.

When an actor dates another actor there’s a lot of shit that can happen. Some of its good, like sharing your passion for the craft and telling funny stories about the worst auditions you ever had, but some of it can kind of suck because actors tend to be pretty self-centered and vain people who are always “on” and you’re never sure if they’re being sincere or just being dramatic. And this is from a man who was letting another man think that he was really a woman so that they could bone once before breaking up.

The date was actually nothing like I expected. Brad was one of those rare show business people who had other interests. We talked about acting a little bit at the start just to break the ice but he turned out to be a very well-rounded and seemingly down to earth kind of guy who understood that a conversation wasn’t a monologue. He also seemed incredibly comfortable, which also kind of caught me off guard. First dates are always awkward, and I know I was feeling nervous, but he appeared to be completely at ease.

Afterwards he drove me home and I was assuming that he was going to come in and fuck the living daylights out of me but instead he said he had to get up early in the morning and should be going so we just kissed goodnight and he was gone.

That sent me spinning into a tizzy. What had gone wrong? Had I played it too cool or had I come across as too forward. Sure I leaned over to get a piece of bread out of the basket and held it long enough for him to get a glimpse down my top but that was subtle, I thought. I didn’t take my shoe off and rub my foot against his crotch under the table. Oh...maybe I should have taken my shoe off and rubbed his crotch with my foot under the table.

Was I wrong about him? Was he actually gay? But if he was actually gay why did he ask me out on a date and kiss me at the end? It was a nice kiss, not a “hey, I’m gay let’s be friends” kind of a kiss.

I wanted to masturbate but I was too confused and frustrated. I didn’t want a dildo inside me I wanted Brad’s dick. Why didn’t Brad want to put his dick in me? I looked so pretty and I wore such a nice outfit and I had perfect boobs. Maybe he wasn’t a boob guy. Or maybe he was but had really specific ideas about what perfect boobs were and mine were too small or too big. It must have been the bread thing. He saw something he didn’t like while staring at my cleavage.

I felt like the biggest idiot in the world for assuming that going out on a date would automatically lead to some big romantic thing that I was trying to avoid. I should be happy that nothing happened. Now I had nothing to worry about, except that I was totally worried that my sex appeal wasn’t what I thought it was. If I didn’t have that what did I have? Well, I had a penis, and a part-time job and a life as a man so maybe this was the wake up call I needed to get back to reality.

Unfortunately that didn’t sound nearly as appealing as cuddling up with a man in the afterglow of some really intense sex and hearing him tell me how pretty I was while he stroked my hair and I rested my head on his totally ripped chest. Did being a girl make you crazy or was it just me?


CHAPTER 11:

“So what do you think it means?” I asked Angie the next day as I was still freaked out over not getting laid the night before.

“I think it means you didn’t have sex last night.” Angie replied. “Do you always have sex on the first date as a man?”

“No...but I wanted to. I’ve never turned down an offer,” I replied.

“Well maybe he just didn’t want to rush things, or maybe he really did have to get up early, who knows?”

“Not want to rush things,” I repeated slowly to myself. “Okay, I could see that. Maybe that’s his game. He is a super hot guy so he could afford to play hard to get, even with a super hot bitch like me.”

“Just relax honey and don’t overthink it too much. I don’t sleep with every guy on the first date. The important thing is whether or not there’s a second date and you just have to be patient and wait for the guy to do his thing,” Angie suggested. “Now let’s go shopping and get your mind off this.”

Shopping did help to distract me. I had always wanted to go shopping with a girlfriend and now I had my chance. I knew what I liked but it was nice to have a real woman’s opinion and fun to have someone to do girl stuff with.

I got a new dress for work and had a chance to try it out right away as Angie and I were both booked for a gig that weekend. It was a private party at some fancy house again, much like the first job I worked, and the crowd was a bit older again, but there were a few younger dudes there this time.

There was also dancing, but it was much more ballroom type stuff, which was fine with me because I was quite skilled at that and my new dress had the kind of skirt that was very twirly when I spun around the dance floor.

I felt so elegant and sophisticated as I danced with mature gentlemen in tuxedos while an actual string quartet played. It was a world that only existed for me in the movies yet here I was feeling like sort of the belle of the ball.

When I saw Angie going upstairs with a man I was a little taken aback. I hadn’t point blank asked her if she had ever had sex at these parties but she had said that she had used her sexuality to advance her career so maybe this was one of those situations.

Later, after I finished dancing with a rather nice-looking middle-aged gentleman with a slight foreign accent that I couldn’t place, we went off and had a cocktail together. His name was Andre, which didn’t really help me figure out the accent, but it didn’t really matter because it just made him all the more exotic and interesting.

“You dance very well,” said Andre. “I didn’t know young people enjoyed that kind of dancing anymore. I thought they usually preferred something more up tempo.”

“Well I like to dance to that sort of thing too, but the classics never go out of style,” I replied.

“So true. Music and art can be timeless...even jewelry I think.”

“I’ve never thought about that.”

“Take this piece, for example,” said Andre suddenly fishing a box out of his coat pocket and opening it to reveal an absolutely stunning necklace. “It’s over a hundred years old but it’s still just as beautiful as ever.”

“I agree. It’s gorgeous,” I replied.

“I think it would look perfect on you. Perhaps we could go upstairs and you could try it on.” Andre suggested.

I knew if I went upstairs and put on the necklace I’d be expected to take off my clothes and I had a moment of panic. I was really horny and frustrated from not getting laid on my date, and Andre was charming and smooth and mature, and that necklace was flat out fabulous, but it seemed to me that I would be a complete whore if I fucked this guy in exchange for some swag.

“That sounds like a lovely idea,” I said as I offered my arm and Andre escorted me up to an unoccupied bedroom.

I didn’t know anything about the value of jewelry but it looked expensive and it was incredibly beautiful so I figured if I was going to be a whore I was at least going to get something nice out of the deal and honestly I probably would have fucked him anyway.

Once we were in the room I took off my rather cheap necklace and Andre came over and fastened the vintage piece around my neck. Then he started kissing my neck. And then he unzipped my dress and it fell to the floor. As I stepped out of it I turned around and we kissed some more. I couldn’t wear a bra with my dress so I was just in my panties and shoes...and that incredible necklace.

“I knew it would look perfect on you,” Andre commented between kisses.

“So do you always go to parties with fancy jewelry in your pocket?” I asked.

“Quite frequently, actually. You’d be surprised how often it comes in handy,” he replied with a slight grin.

“No I’m not surprised at all. It’s the kind of party favor that girls just adore,” I said as I dropped down and pulled his cock out of his pants.

So maybe my sex appeal hadn’t abandoned me I thought as I started to give Andre head. He had a nice thick prick and I really hoped that I would get a chance to feel it in my pussy but a BJ was always a good way to get things started.

Andre let me get a good taste of his meat before we moved to the bed and took off our clothes, well, everything except the necklace of course. Andre stretched out on the bed and motioned for me to climb on top so I straddled him and lowered myself down on his pulsating staff. It felt so good to have a man inside me again, even if it wasn’t the man I had been hoping for a few days ago but that one just bought me a nice dinner and this one gave me a kick ass necklace and he definitely didn’t need to stuff socks in his pants.

Being on top was really cool and I imagined that middle-aged men probably liked it because it was easy on their backs. Doing the guy thing on top was like doing push ups or something but here he could just kick it and watch my amazing tits bounce up and down while I did all the hard work.

I started purring which turned into moaning which mutated into sort of a whimper. Andre squeezed my boobs for a while and kept making comments about how beautiful I was but I was kind of in that zone where it was all just cock and pussy and bottle rockets going off inside me and flying through my veins.

Then Andre suddenly flipped me over and pushed my legs way back and I threw my arms around his neck and started kissing him like crazy. That was one slick move, especially for a man of his age, and his cock was really hitting the spot.

I wondered if what I was doing was against the rules? There were lots of disclaimers saying that under no circumstances was sex to be considered part of the obligation of the job but it never specifically said that it was expressly forbidden if done by mutual consent. Then I wondered whether what I was doing was illegal. Yes I was having sex with a man I had just met because he was giving me a really nice piece of jewelry, but he never said he was offering the necklace in exchange for sex so was it a crime to show a man how much you appreciated his generous gift by hopping in bed with him?

In the movies you were supposed to ask if someone was a cop before doing something criminal with them because I guess cops have to tell you if you ask or something, but maybe that was just a movie thing. I would have felt kind of stupid asking Andre if he was a cop, and that would have implied that I was planning on doing something illegal, so it was probably best that I didn’t ask. And I don’t think a cop is supposed to fuck your brains out and make you cum before busting you so I was probably in the clear.

“That was amazing,” I said as Andre finally collapsed next to me after pumping what seemed like a very big load of cum into me.

“You inspire me, my dear,” Andre replied as he lit up a cigarette.

I didn’t smoke but when he offered me a puff I took it anyway. It just seemed like the thing you were supposed to do after that kind of sex.

“I’m sorry we didn’t get the chance to know each other better,” said Andre. “I’m sure you’re a fascinating creature with many interesting secrets.”

If you only knew buddy, I thought.

Andre and I finished off his cigarette and then he got dressed and said that he should get back down to the party leaving me to get dressed at my leisure, and also ensuring that we weren’t seen together leaving the bedroom I imagined. Naturally I thanked him for the lovely present, and for the lovely fuck and then pulled myself together and fixed my hair and makeup and casually strolled back to work.


CHAPTER 12:

Angie immediately noticed my necklace as soon as we ran into each other later and of course she knew what I had done to get it.

“Wow, that is one serious piece of bling,” she commented. “You are so much better at this than I am.”

“Is that a good thing, really? I mean I feel like a total whore,” I replied.

“Oh, who cares? That’s such a pejorative label. It’s like slut shaming. It’s so sexist. A man can fuck anyone, anytime, for any reason and that’s just fine but a woman who enjoys casual sex has to have some negative stigma thrown on her. If most men were hot enough to get women to pay to fuck them they would have written prostitution into the Bill of Rights.”

“Right on sister! I love the thought of my shameless whoring being a stand for equality,” I joked. “So what did you get out of your patriotic journey upstairs?”

“Possible audition for a premium cable crime drama,” Angie replied.

“Sweet.”

“Yeah, well I’m not holding my breath. The guy is supposedly friends with the casting director of this show on HBO, but he may be full of shit. Anyway, you inspired me to go for it.”

“Me? What?” I sputtered.

“Well I thought about you taking control of your sexuality and using it to your advantage. It’s actually kind of empowering. Women are victimized in this business by shitheads who basically rape them if they feel like it so why not take control and choose what you’re willing to do and who you’re willing to do it with. I wouldn’t have fucked that guy if I thought he was totally repulsive or something but he was nice and kind of good-looking and he smelled good and I enjoyed it. If I can work that into an audition, great. If not, no big deal. I was on the clock while he was slipping me his dick so it was a pleasant way to pass the time.”

I wasn’t finding real moral clarity with this conversation but I definitely felt better about having accepted the necklace. Even if it didn’t turn out to be all that valuable it was very pretty and I loved the way it looked on me. And I liked the idea that out of all the beautiful women here  Andre chose me to give it to. Both the necklace and his thick juicy cock.

Realistically that was just the kind of sex I needed. It had been totally stupid to get all caught up in some sort of a romantic fantasy over a guy I had just met in my acting class. That was a dead end street and would probably just lead to heartbreak or bad feelings. I’d never see Andre again but so what? Looking at that necklace would just bring back pleasant memories and hopefully he felt like he got what he paid for.

I had avoided going back to Tiffany’s acting class because I thought it might be uncomfortable to see Brad there but I really liked the instructor, and I was still curious to see how my acting chops held up as a woman, and ultimately it was better that Brad didn’t want to fuck me because that would only lead to trouble. Plus I had paid for several lessons in advance so I didn’t want that to go to waste so I went back.

“Hey, I’m really glad you’re here,” said Brad as soon as he saw me. “I’ve been meaning to call you but I realized that I don’t have your phone number.”

“Oh...that’s cool. You didn’t have to call me. I’m fine with what didn’t happen,” I said.

“What?”

“Doesn’t matter.”

“Well it does to me. I had such a great time and I’d really like to see you again. Honestly I can’t stop thinking about you,” said Brad.

“Really?”

“Yes, really. I mean I don’t know how you feel but I thought we were really hitting it off. It was so nice to go out with someone who didn’t just want to talk shop all night long. You’re a very interesting and intelligent woman, in addition to being insanely beautiful,” said Brad.

“I was thinking the same thing about you...well...maybe more like insanely handsome to put a more masculine spin on it,” I said.

“So can I get your number...and a second date?”

The answer was yes to both of those questions and I felt a little giddy as I thought about going out with him again. There was no real harm in it. It wasn’t like we were going to fall madly in love after just two dates. Surely I was mature enough to handle going out with a man without losing my head completely.

The date part of the evening went great, just like the first one, and we were outside my place again and I could see that he was really nervous for some reason. He was always so cool and in control when we were just hanging out but now that I was inviting him to come in he was acting totally uncomfortable.

Then it hit me. He probably had a small dick or ejaculated too fast. That would totally explain everything. He was a serious hunk so he probably got lots of girls but if he had some embarrassing moments in the sack his sexual confidence might be shaky. Or maybe he was one of those gay guys who wasn’t ready to admit it so he went out with girls to try and reassert his manhood but got cold feet when it came to the sex part.

“Hey, you’re a terrific kisser but it might be kind of nice to kiss sitting down?” I suggested.

“Okay,” said Brad a little reluctantly.

Having lured him into my lair like the wicked seductress I was I wasted no time in getting busy with him on the couch. We were doing a lot of kissing, which was nice, but his hands weren’t roaming around like I would have expected them to. I mean my incredible tits were right there, all he had to do was reach out and touch them...but he didn’t.

“Do you think we’d be more comfortable in the bedroom?” I asked.

“It’s quite comfortable right here on the couch,” Brad replied.

“That’s not exactly what I meant. I mean look at these tits,” I said as I pulled off my top. “Are you telling me that you don’t like my tits?”

“Your breasts are fantastic. Perfect really. And that’s a very nice bra by the way,” said Brad.

“Thanks. It’s a Fleur du Mal lace demi. I just got it,” I replied. “But hey, that’s not the point. I mean don’t you want to fuck me?”

“Oh. God yes! More than anything. But I’m not sure that’s such a good idea.”

“Oh, baby, it’s all right. It’s just two hot people having sex on a date. What could be more normal than that? We can just ease into it. No big thing. Just sex,” I said.

“Yeah, you’re right, it’s no big thing. Just sex.”

A moment later the clothes went flying in all directions and I think I let out an audible gasp when I saw his dick. Low self-esteem caused by a small penis was definitely not his problem.

“Oh, wow...that is a gorgeous cock, I mean like, ancient civilizations would want to pray to it for fertility or something,” I said as my eyes kind of bugged out of my head.

“Well take a good look at it while you can because it’s going to be inside of you in just a moment,” Brad replied as he pushed me on my back and prepared to enter me.

Then he was in me and everything seemed right with the world. The timidness was gone and he was back to being cool and confident. I waited for the premature ejaculation but Brad just kept on going and going. So what was the catch? What was I missing? He was crazy handsome and looked incredible naked. He had a big cock, which he seemed to know how to use, and he appeared to have excellent stamina. He was funny and smart and charming and talented. Why in the world would he hesitate to tap top self pussy like mine when it was being offered up on a silver platter? I was a guy. I knew what guys were like. They were the aggressor. It was the girl that had to put up the stop sign if they didn’t want to go all the way. Did this dude seriously not know how sexy he was?

“When I didn’t see you at class I was so afraid I’d never see you again,” said Brad. “I asked around but nobody seemed to know you.”

“Yeah I just started taking that class,” I replied. “And now I’m really glad I did.”

“He’s a good instructor.”

“Yes he is, but I specifically meant because I met you and now your perfect cock is making me delirious...although I am looking forward to doing those sense memory exercises.”

“Me too,” Brad grunted. “I don’t really believe in the Method but that’s a really solid foundation for whatever acting technique you employ. And God your eyes are so beautiful and you really do have the most perfect breasts I’ve ever seen.”

Okay it was some weird pillow talk but Brad was getting me off big time. If he was secretly gay he was hiding it really well and I didn’t care. If this is what he needed to prove to himself that he didn’t like women he could come and prove it in me anytime he wanted.

After a seriously long fuck session he finally used his fertility god phallus to put his seed inside me and we both just lay there on the couch breathing hard.

“See...no big deal. Just sex,” I panted.

“Yeah...just sex.”

“Really, really, really good sex,” I added.

“Really, really, really, really good sex,” said Brad.

“Oh, you slipped an extra really in there,” I pointed out.

“So we’re cool? No regrets or second thoughts?” I asked.

“None.”

“Great. Want to spend the night?”

“Hell yes. Just give me a few minutes and I should be ready to go again.”


CHAPTER 13:

Brad was an incredible lover. It was like he knew my body better than I did. He was stimulating erogenous zones I didn’t even know I had. And when we weren’t fucking we were just hanging out talking and having a really good time. The sex I’d had up to that point had been fun and arousing but it was so much better doing it with someone I really liked and had a connection with. I kind of made me ashamed that the whole thing was based on a deception and that I was basically a whore who’d sleep with anyone to get something I wanted. Brad seemed like he deserved better. Although I did give really good head. Try getting that from some virginal prude, although some virgins do suck a lot of cock just to keep themselves technically intact for marriage.

Anyway I knew it was just a little fantasy. And it was good for Tiffany to have a taste of romance. It softened the edges a little and made her a slightly more sympathetic character. Not quite the hooker with a heart of gold cliché but in that ballpark.

Just to make Brad more impossibly confusing he cooked breakfast in the morning and it was really great. I mean like full on cooking with ingredients, not just sticking something in the microwave, which was all the more impressive because it was my kitchen and I didn’t cook much, although I was trying to learn how.

Whatever his secret flaws were he kept them well hidden. The guy was even neat. We had just tossed our clothes on the floor but somewhere along the line the had picked them up and folded them. There was obviously some horrible dark thing he was hiding but as long as I didn’t end up in the back of a trunk or something I didn’t really care.

So we started seeing each other more often. We saw plays and movies together and did other fun stuff too like a normal couple. And the more I saw of Brad the more I liked, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t quite right. He actually seemed too good to be true, which just made me all the more suspicious. Finally I decided I needed an expert opinion so I took Angie up on her offer of going on a double date. Angie had been on lots of dates with lots of different types of guys. If anyone could see through Brad’s game it would be her.

Angie’s date was a cute guy named Tom, which was kind of weird because I knew him from the acting class I used to take with Angie when I was Chet. Tom was quite a looker so I certainly couldn’t fault her taste but I might have been a little more comfortable if he had been a total stranger.

Anyway it didn’t really matter because the point of this exercise was for Angie to observe Brad and tell me what I was missing. Her well-trained eye should be able to spot male bullshit I figured. I wasn’t much of a player as a man so whatever Brad was doing was next level gamesmanship that only an experienced female dater could probably see through.

Everybody hit it off and we all seemed to be having a great time but I felt kind of jittery and couldn’t enjoy myself as much as I should have. As the evening was winding down and we were likely to split up and head for the appropriate bedrooms I dragged Angie off into a public rest room.

“Okay, what’s the verdict?” I asked.

“I don’t know, he seems like a really nice guy,” Angie replied.

“I know he’s a nice guy but what’s the catch?”

“He seems like the catch to me. What’s your problem with him anyway?” asked Angie.

“I don’t know. There was the whole reluctant to have sex thing at the beginning,” I reminded her.

“Is he still reluctant?” asked Angie.

“No, he’s horny like he should be. He always wants to fuck now.”

“So what then?”

“I can’t put my finger on it. He sort of like the ideal boyfriend. Masculine in bed but not a jerk about it, but sensitive and supportive and attentive other times. He’s neat, but not compulsive and he can cook. He’s thoughtful and considerate. It’s like he’s better at being a woman than I am but I’m pretty sure he’s not gay,” I explained.

“Sweetie, when a guy who looks that good has all those other things going on for him we call that a keeper,” said Angie as she rested a hand on my shoulder. “Now go home and fuck your man and just be happy that he is the way he is and isn’t some total jerk off. You know sometimes I’m the one who feels like you’re better at being a woman than I am because everything goes your way. If I didn’t like you so much I’d probably hate you.”

“Well I’m glad you don’t hate me because you’re my best friend and I don’t know what I’d do without you,” I said as we shared a warm girl hug.

I took Angie’s advice and went home and fucked my man but I was almost disappointed that she hadn’t spotted some obvious flaw in Brad. Although I had tried so hard to avoid it there was no question that I was falling in love with him.

I had done some research on the Internet and found that for people of my age romantic relationships usually capped out around four years at most or led to marriage. So I thought that all I had to do was continue being Tiffany for probably a maximum of four years and then we would split up and Brad would never have to know that I really had a penis. I mean we’d probably break up sooner but as a target four years seemed manageable.

And then without warning Brad started becoming kind of distant. I didn’t see him in class and he wasn’t returning my calls or messages. I should have been happy. I had gotten exactly what I wanted out of that relationship. A taste of romance, the experience of having a boyfriend, and some fucking fantastic sex. Plus we hadn’t gotten to some ugly phase where we were fighting all the time. It was like the necklace. Something I could look back on fondly. (And I had that necklace appraised, by the way, and found out that it was worth like six thousand dollars which I figured made me one of the highest paid hookers of all time, even if he got it at a discount.)

I should have been happy...but I wasn’t. I was a sad girl with a broken heart. Being in love with Brad was the warmest, happiest feeling I had ever known. It was the kind of sad that even shopping couldn’t assuage.

The next time I worked a party I gave two blowjobs and let a guy butt fuck me and all I got out of it was a mouthful of cum and a sore ass. I thought maybe slamming a bunch of different cocks inside me would snap me out of my funk, but it just made me want Brad all the more.

He stopped coming to class and the few times I did communicate with him he just said that he was really sorry but he was in kind of a weird place right now so eventually I kind of gave up. I thought about dropping the whole Tiffany thing but I just couldn’t do it. I loved being a girl and couldn’t bear the thought of giving it up completely, although I did try to spend more time as Chet just to see if I could get back to normal somehow.

Thank God Angie was there for me. We had only become friends because I had overheard her talking about the party app and gone down the rabbit hole of womanhood and needed someone to talk to about it but I was closer to her than people I had known for years. I even thought about trying to see if she’d want to date me as a man but I just couldn’t get into it, as attractive as she was. I honestly had no desire to put my dick in anyone again.

I had no idea what kind of weird place Brad was in but I was certainly in a weird one of my own. I had just wanted a side hustle that would make me a few bucks and give me plenty of free time to pursue my acting career as a man, I had never intended to get this wrapped up in being female.

There really hadn’t been any big revelation or earth shaking event that made me declare my womanhood. It just kind of came over me gradually that I was spending more time as Tiffany than as Chet and that I felt kind of depressed whenever I went back to being male. I had assumed that it was just the sex and the fun I was having as a girl but even brokenhearted I knew I preferred being female.

When the music video came out I definitely got a bit of an emotional lift. I was dancing up a storm and I looked so sexy. I had taken the pictures for the party app, and I saw myself in the mirror, but this was the first time I had seen myself as Tiffany in any sort of video. I had to keep reminding myself that it was actually me.

I decided that I needed to work, and not just at the parties. I had obviously nailed that music video so maybe there were more dancing opportunities out there for me and that I didn’t have to wait to suck some guy’s cock to get a shot at them. At least I had a solid credit to put on my female resume but I knew I needed more. It was time to get serious about having a career as Tiffany Ann Chambers.


CHAPTER 14:

The first thing I did was gender swap my resume. For example I had done the play Barefoot in the Park in college and played the role of Paul, the male half of the newlywed couple, so I simply changed it so that I had played Corie, the wife. I certainly knew the play backwards and forwards and could jump into the role of Corie with no problem so that seemed like a harmless deception.

The music video was my first professional job so that got prominence on the page and with a little fudging I came up with something that was close to the truth but it made it look like the things I had done were done as a woman.

Next I got some professional photos taken. Usually I would have just gone for a head shot but I figured that I might need some photos that showed my whole body, since that was one of my best assets. They looked great and the guy who took them had absolutely no idea that I had worked with him before as Chet Maxwell. And since they were much better than the ones I had taken myself I upgraded my portfolio on the party app.

Then I decided to follow up on Paul Slater’s business card. Since I had told him that I had never done any modeling he couldn’t expect me to have modeling samples to show him but at least I had some professional photos and a resume. I didn’t really expect it to lead to anything but I had the card and he had told me to call if I was ever interested so I figured there was no harm in calling.

A receptionist put me on hold for quite a while and I expected to be dumped off on some assistant who would have no idea who I was or why I was calling but to my surprise I actually got through to Paul directly.

“Uh, hi...you probably don’t remember me but we met at Gregory’s party and you gave me your card and said I should call if I was ever interested in modeling so...I’m calling,” I said a little nervously.

“Of course I remember you. You were the girl in the gold metallic dress. I couldn’t take my eyes off of you,” said Paul cheerfully. “You certainly took your time about calling.”

“Well I wasn’t sure if modeling was for me and I had other jobs lined up so I hope it’s not too late,” I said.

“No, it’s not too late,” Paul said with a laugh. “Why don’t you come in and we’ll take some pictures and go from there.”

“Do I need to bring anything special to wear?” I asked.

“We’re a fashion design company. We have lots of clothes,” Paul said with another laugh.

I felt kind of stupid for asking that question but Paul seemed to just laugh it off and they weren’t probably interested in my brains anyway. As long as I showed up on time and followed their direction my looks would hopefully carry the day.

Paul transferred me back to the receptionist and we set up an appointment for me to come in and be photographed, whatever that meant, and I felt really glad that I had decided to call, even if I never got any work out of it. It was a new experience and so far I hadn’t had to blow anyone to get the opportunity.

I was especially flattered that Paul actually seemed to remember me. He must meet so many girls who are dying to model for him. Maybe my reluctance made me stand out in his mind. Men did like the thrill of the chase.

When I arrived for the session I was a little disappointed that Paul wasn’t there but there were plenty of people none the less. There was a photographer and his assistant, and people to do my hair and makeup and others to help me dress and some more people that were standing around taking notes. It was actually a little overwhelming but very exciting.

I was a little taken aback when I found out that most of the pictures would be of me wearing just underwear, but I was told that they were debuting a new line of designer lingerie so it made sense that they would want to see how I looked in lacy undies.

The lingerie was gorgeous and I felt incredibly sexy wearing it but it was also a little strange to be posing in such revealing attire in a room full of strangers. Fortunately everyone was very nice, although the photographer seemed to get a little impatient with me at times when I didn’t just pose the way he wanted me to but his German accent was a little hard to understand and I had no modeling experience so I did the best I could to give them what they wanted.

Then it was all done, and they thanked me for coming, and I went home figuring that was probably as close as I would ever get to the world of high fashion modeling.

When Paul called me a couple of days later and told me that they wanted to use me as a model for their online shopping portal I screamed and almost dropped the phone in excitement. I was just shilling underwear on a web page but it was really fancy underwear and it was a professional modeling job.

The actual shoot was pretty similar to the test session I had done but Paul was there this time and he was definitely in charge. Even though this wasn’t a spread for a fashion magazine or something important like that no detail escaped his attention, which I found very impressive. I also found it much easier the second time around to strip down in front of a bunch of people and strike the appropriate poses. There really wasn’t that much to it, since the clothing was the focus of the picture and I was just the mannequin holding it up.

I guess I did okay because Paul asked me to come back for another shoot later in the week. That was fine with me because it meant more money and I was finding it really exciting to be a model, even if I wasn’t strutting down some runway in Paris or Milan or New York. I even got to keep the stuff I modeled so that was a very cool bonus. I just wished that I still had a boyfriend to show it off to.

The second shoot was a little different because there were two other girls, who needless to say were hotter than hell, and we all wore different products from the line and posed in a group. There was actually kind of a “set” this time instead of a plain background, with a round padded ottoman and some silk drapes hung behind us. They tried us in a variety of different poses so sometimes I was reclining on the ottoman and sometimes I was standing behind it or next to it with one foot resting on top of it or something.

“So how do you like being an actress-slash-model?” Paul asked when we were finished with the shoot.

“I love it. I’ve always wanted to be a hyphenate,” I joked.

“Well I don’t know anything about your acting skills but I know my instincts were right about your talent as a model. You’re a natural.”

“That’s a polite way of saying amateur,” I pointed out.

“If you’re truly an amateur than I suppose I don’t have to pay you,” Paul teased.

“No, that’s okay. I’ll stick to being a natural...a natural professional,” I replied.

“We’re going to use these pictures to help announce our product line so you’re not just a lingerie model you’re one of our signature girls. We plan a pretty splashy roll out so expect to see yourself in magazines and so on,” Paul explained. “You’ve got that special something I look for in a model. I’m so glad you held onto my card and decided to call me.”

So was I. I was happy just being the girl you looked at before you clicked the button and bought a really expensive bra. Being part of the whole advertising campaign was mind boggling. I read women’s magazines all the time these days and it was a rush to think that I might be flipping the pages of Vogue, or whatever, and see myself. Yes, I would be in my underwear but so what? I looked good in lingerie and I had nothing to hide...except the fact that I was really a man.


CHAPTER 15:

Paul wasn’t kidding about the splashy roll out. The first time I saw the ad in a magazine I screamed again, which was kind of embarrassing because I was at the beauty parlor waiting to have my hair done and it created quite a commotion. Of course once I explained why I was screaming and showed everybody my picture I became an instant minor celebrity...at least in that hair salon.

What was even more exciting was that there was going to be a mini fashion show for the press where I’d be modeling some of the products on stage. It was actually kind of like the party I worked at for the record launch except that now I was part of the launch and not just a pretend guest who was paid to look enthusiastic.

The event had quite a turn out, which I suppose wasn’t surprising at all since there was free booze and a bunch of hot girls in sexy lingerie prancing around a stage. I didn’t know how to do the whole model/runway/walk thing but Paul told me just to relax, be myself, and have fun.

The first time they called me out to model an outfit I tried to strut and look sophisticated but I just ended up kind of giggling and hopped and skipped around and struck a few poses. Apparently that was the kind of “natural” behavior that Paul was looking for so I got away with it. I guess it made me the “fun and sassy one” instead of the “sassy but classy” one. I didn’t necessarily think of myself as sassy but people paid me money to be sassy so sassy I was.

It was kind of weird being in a studio with a bunch of people looking at me in my underwear but it was full on bonkers parading around on a stage in front of a crowd wearing a sheer bra and panties outfit that concealed basically nothing but I went for it. Needless to say I had the best waxing of my life beforehand.

What was really great was that I felt like if I could do this I could come out to everyone I knew and tell them that I was now a woman. I was just so proud to be female and for everyone to see that femininity that I had been working so hard to hide. And hell, where’s the fun in being semi-famous if you can’t tell anyone?

After the show there was a party at Paul’s house and I realized that I definitely hadn’t gotten the job because Paul wanted to fuck me when I met his insanely handsome gay lover. That was actually kind of a neat feeling because I knew for certain that there weren’t any strings attached to my employment. And while Paul didn’t want to fuck me there were plenty of men at that party who did and the only problem was deciding who to do it with.

I was trying to decide between two really hot studs, one named Lance and one named Terrance, so finally I just said screw it and went to bed with both of them.

Naturally I wore something from the collection but with two horny guys in the room it didn’t take long for them to get me naked. I got down in front of them and got both of their prodigious peckers in my hands and kept one busy with stroking while I sucked the other in turn. I was kind of shocked for a moment when I looked up and saw that Lance and Terrance were kissing each other while I was down on my knees working their shafts but if it kept them happy while I was doing my thing I didn’t really care.

It was actually kind of practical to have a three-way with two bisexual men since they obviously weren’t uncomfortable flashing their junk around in front of another guy and they didn’t care about touching each other’s skin or “crossing swords” during the action. It was more like the three-way I’d had with Dan and Shayla, where everyone was perfectly happy touching everyone else.

After plenty of dick sucking and stroking I was lifted up off the floor and held aloft by two very strong men who positioned themselves so that Lance had his dick in my pussy while Terrance was giving it to me up the ass. I had an arm wrapped around the shoulder of each guy while they supported my legs and big man meat was stuffing me front and back.

I had done anal once but was certainly not experienced at it and had most definitely never been double penetrated like that but it was a surreal moment that was kind of a cross between fear and ecstasy. I was in a crazy head space where I felt like I was hyperventilating and crying at the same time.

“Oh, God make this stop...I can’t take anymore...oh, please don’t let it stop...don’t let it ever stop!” I said to myself, although for all I know I may have even said it out loud.

I thought I knew what getting fucked felt like but this was next level fornication. Having one of those big cocks inside me would have been a serious balling but having two of them so close together made me afraid that I would be ripped apart. It was stimulation overload but once that train left the station there was no stopping until the end of the line.

“Are you close dude?” Terrance asked Lance.

“Yeah, real close,” Lance replied.

They didn’t cum at exactly the same time but it was pretty damn close. I don’t even know which guy finished first but I remained impaled until they both had expelled their loads. Then I was carried over to the bed and three of us did some necking for a while.

Eventually I decided that for the first time ever I had probably reached my limit for sex that night and politely excused myself. The boys were still snuggling as I quickly got dressed and headed for the door but I imagine they managed to carry on without me just fine. I actually wouldn’t have minded sticking around to watch that because they both were majorly hot dudes but it seemed prudent to make my exit while I was still in one piece.

Before I left the party I went to thank Paul for everything and he gave me a big hug and told me that there was another big surprise in store in a couple of days. He didn’t give me any clue as to what he meant but I was so thrilled with everything that had happened to me so far that I didn’t even think about it very much.

Then I discovered just how big the surprise was.


CHAPTER 16:

“My God! My nipples are as big as car tires!”

“Probably more like hubcaps, and you can’t really see them that clearly anyway,” said Angie.

We were standing on Sunset Boulevard in Hollywood looking up at the giant billboard that displayed my lingerie ad for all the world to see. Right there, on one of the most famous streets in the world, I was lounging on an ottoman in my underwear.

“My tits are now famous,” I commented.

“Come on, that’s kind of a narrow view. Your crotch is pretty famous too,” Angie said with a laugh.

“It’s weird though. I’ve studied and trained my whole life to be an actor. In the music video I had to put my dance skill to use. Here all I did was take my clothes off and sit on a couch and all of sudden I’m on a billboard,” I said.

“Don’t rub it in bitch, I know you live a charmed life,” said Angie. “And it’s not just a billboard. I saw a bus go by with that ad on the side of it.”

“Oh my God! Just like Carrie Bradshaw in Sex and the City!”

“Wow, you really do take this female thing seriously,” Angie joked.

“Well I kind of have to now because that’s what I’m getting paid to be.”

I meant that to be kind of a joke but it was also kind of true. I didn’t have to sing or dance or recite dialogue. My job was simply to look good in lingerie. I didn’t design the lingerie, I didn’t take the pictures, I didn’t even do my own hair or makeup. I just had to be a pretty girl.

Part of me thought that was a superficial way to make a living and part of me thought fuck yeah, now I can afford to get the brakes fixed on my car. And it wasn’t like I was giving up on my acting career it was more like at the moment I was a model-slash-actress instead of an actress-slash-model. The modeling might even lead to acting opportunities. It was certainly providing me with incredible exposure.

Apparently the exposure was even wider than I thought when I got a text message the next day from Brad saying that he had seen the billboard and wanted to meet me for coffee. At first I was all giddy and excited, and then I got kind of pissed thinking that he blew me off all this time and now wanted to see me because I was a lingerie model, and then I thought what the fuck, I might as well hear what he had to say.

It was a bit tense when we first sat down because I had all these different emotions churning inside me and he seemed unusually flustered.

“I’m really glad you came. I owe you an explanation. I’ve been meaning to talk to you but it’s so hard because what I have to say is so weird and I was torn between telling you and just trying to get you out of my mind. Then I saw your billboard on Sunset and it seemed like a sign, which of course is what a billboard literally is, but it seemed like a karmic sign that I was never going to get you out of my mind so I’d better face up to you and tell you everything,” said Brad.

“If you’re going to try and implicate me in a murder or something I should tell you that I’m recording this conversation,” I joked.

“No, it’s nothing like that though it does involve some illegal activity,” said Brad as he took a bottle of pills out and set them on the table. “I know this will sound crazy but these are gender changing pills. You take one of them and almost instantly you become a member of the opposite sex until you take another and change back.”

“I am...somewhat familiar with those,” I said cautiously.

“Well, I’ve been taking them for quite a while now.”

“You mean you sometimes turn into a woman?” I asked.

“No I am a woman. I take them to turn into a man, like now for example,” he replied.

“Okay...why?”

“I’m a damn good actor but I just got so frustrated with the way women were treated in this business. Men totally dominate the industry and there are very few good parts for women, unless you’re some A-list star, and even then women aren’t paid anywhere near the same as men even if they have more experience or a better box office track record. And I probably don’t have to tell you how many times an audition is really just an excuse to try and get you on your knees in some guy’s office,” said Brad.

“Yeah I’m somewhat familiar with that as well,” I said.

“I did it the first time just as an experiment to see whether I would be treated any differently as a man and it was the most eye-opening experience of my life. I felt like I could really just be me and focus on the work without all the baggage and bullshit. And then I liked it so much that I just kept doing it. And then I met you and had sex as a man for the first time.”

“Holy shit dude! I took your virginity?”

“Yup,” Brad said with a sheepish grin.

“Well that explains a whole lot,” I commented mostly to myself.

“I was a lesbian as a woman so I suppose it was inevitable that I would be curious to know what having sex with a woman as a man would be like but I was also really afraid of any sort of romantic entanglement getting started, since I wasn’t who I appeared to be. I tried to resist but when I met you I just couldn’t help myself. And then it was so awesome being with you that I just kept on going even though I felt terrible about the deception. When I realized I was in love with you I freaked out and bailed on you, which was a total dick move on my part. So I don’t expect you to understand or to forgive me or anything but I felt like I owed you an explanation at the very least,” Brad concluded with a heavy sigh.

I reached into my purse and took out my bottle of pills and put them on the table next to his.

“Same with me,” I said with a sort of half smile. “Except that I’m a man who turns into a woman...and your jaw just dropped. I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone do that quite that dramatically.”

“But why did you want to be a woman?”

“Well it started out simply as a way to make some extra money. I heard about this app where people got paid to be party guests only you had to be female. I knew about the pills so I figured it would just be a temporary thing and kind of an acting challenge so I went for it. And I liked it. I liked it a whole lot. And even though I wasn’t gay I found that I really, really, liked men. And now I’ve got this whole modeling thing going and no desire to ever be a man again.”

“That’s...ironic,” said Brad.

“To say the least,” I said with a chuckle. “So do you want to keep sitting here drinking coffee or do you want to go someplace and fuck?”

“Your place or mine?”


CHAPTER 17:

We went back to my place because it was closer and started kissing and undressing as soon as we got through the door. Everything made sense now, although I never would have guessed why. He didn’t act like a typical male because he wasn’t one, he was a hybrid creature like me. And his reluctance to have sex with me at first wasn’t because he didn’t find me attractive, he had just never had sex as a man before and was understandably nervous.

Fortunately we had gotten past that point by now and Brad had my back pressed up against the wall and one leg lifted over his arm as he slid his dick into my gash. As I felt his manly thrusts I gazed deeply into his eyes and felt myself welling up with emotion.

“Oh, Brad...I’m so glad you came back. I’ve missed you so much,” I purred.

“I’ve missed you too baby. I was so afraid you’d hate me,” Brad replied.

“No baby, I love you. I love you so much.”

“And I love you, but what are we going to do about it?” asked Brad.

“I don’t know, but just fuck me darling and we’ll sort it all out later,” I suggested.

After banging against the wall for a while we made an effort to get to the bedroom but we didn’t quite make it and I ended up on the floor somehow with my ass sticking up and my head on the rug. Brad was squatting over me and humping my butt while I squealed with joy and begged him to do me harder.

It was hard to believe that the man who was dominating me like a total stud was actually a woman, but it was probably hard for him to believe that I was actually a man. This felt so natural to me now, so completely right, it felt like nature had made some kind of mistake at birth and given us the wrong bodies. Thank goodness science had found a way to correct that mistake I thought.

At one point I playfully tried crawling for the bedroom but Brad grabbed my hair and held me back.

“You’re not going anywhere woman, I’m going to finish right here,” he barked.

It thrilled me to see him being so forceful and I started to jerk my butt on his dick as hard and fast as I could. He kept his grip on my hair and I creamed so hard I was afraid it would probably stain the rug but I didn’t care. I loved having Brad assert his manhood and claim my ass as his personal property. I loved all the wild and carefree sex I had been enjoying but I loved Brad so much more and would willingly be his woman if he wanted me.

I’d never heard him grunting so hard or so loud before as he finally erupted inside me. It was thrilling and primal even if I was getting a rug burn on my knees. I had to be kind of careful of that sort of thing now because I was a model and couldn’t afford to get too blemished.

Afterwards we lay on the floor next to each other, breathing hard and clasping hands as we gazed into each other’s eyes.

“I think we should stay this way forever,” said Brad.

“Naked on the floor?” I joked.

“That doesn’t sound too bad, but probably not practical,” he joked in reply. “I mean why don’t we just admit that this is who we are and that we’re happier this way?”

“Do you feel that strongly about being a man?” I asked.

“Yeah, I think I do. I think I have for some time now. I wasn’t really sure until I met you but now I can’t imagine ever wanting to go back.”

“Then let’s not go back,” I suggested.

“Just like that?”

“Yeah, just like that. Let’s leave our old lives behind and forge new ones...together.”

“Doesn’t that scare you a little?” asked Brad.

“Of course it does, but it will be so much easier having someone to share the experience with. We both wanted to avoid falling in love because it would complicate things but it was actually the best thing that could have happened to us. I think maybe we needed to find each other to truly find ourselves,” I said.

“I think you’re right, and now that we’re back together I don’t ever want us to ever part again.”

“So it doesn't bother you that your woman is plastered everywhere in her underwear?” I asked.

“Look babe, I’m an unemployed actor. Someone has to make some money,” Brad said with a laugh.

“And that doesn’t threaten your masculinity?”

“Fuck no. I’ve been a woman most of my life, I’m quite comfortable letting my date pick up the check.”


CHAPTER 18:

Brad and I looked around for a place and found one we both liked so we moved in together. It wasn’t fancy but it was cozy, and most importantly it was ours. Brad did the cooking because he was so much better at it but I insisted that he teach me at least the basics so that I wouldn’t be a complete dunce in the kitchen.

He was basically becoming what I would describe as the ideal boyfriend. Because of his female origin he was really in tune with what a woman wanted and needed and didn’t feel the need to live up to any sort of preconceived ideas of what masculinity was supposed to be like...except in the bedroom.

With my help and encouragement Brad was learning to become a real take charge guy between the sheets, which I absolutely adored. Before long I had him handcuffing me to the bed while he pounded my ass into submission, although I had to wear padded cuffs so as not to mark up my wrists and if he spanked me he needed to be careful not to leave big red marks all over my butt. My body was my livelihood so it was best not to damage the merchandise.

The lingerie campaign was such a success that they decided to shoot a TV commercial, which was a total rush because I knew that millions of people would probably see it. That was right around the time that I finally told my family that I was now a woman and living with my kick ass boyfriend. It was a shock for them but when they met Brad and saw how much we obviously loved each other I think that softened the low a little. And I think my mom got kind of a kick out of showing the ladies at the salon my picture in magazines. There’s something about having a famous daughter that seems to take the sting out of the fact the she used to be your son I guess.

I shifted away from my acting classes for the time being and took a modeling class and some dance classes as well. I knew my spontaneous “natural” quality would only take me so far in the modeling business so I wanted to get some of the basics down and practice my catwalk skills. I may have stumbled into modeling but I definitely didn’t want to stumble on the runway.

After a couple of auditions I landed another music video gig, although this time I wasn’t a dancer I was a sexy bitch in a slinky dress drinking champagne in the back of a limo with the pop star and later I did a big slow motion thing coming out of a swimming pool in a skimpy bikini and shaking my wet hair like a dog. I would have been very happy just being a dancer again but I was on the radar now as an up and coming model and that’s the kind of part that up and coming models get offered.

Brad kept plugging along trying to get his acting career off the ground and got a decent part in a not so great play but at least he was good and got some nice reviews. I was afraid that he might get resentful if I was more successful than he was but he never showed the slightest sign of that. We helped and supported each other completely and I knew how incredibly lucky I was to have a man like that in my life.

Being very much in love with each other as people it was only natural that we had some curiosity about how we would feel if we were to be together in our original bodies. We had avoided it so far because we didn’t want to do anything that might mess up what we had, and the  fact that Brad was a lesbian as a female meant that sex would probably not be on the table, or might be too awkward to attempt. I did suggest that if he wanted to go back to being female sometimes to go on the party app and make some extra money I’d be cool with it but he didn’t seem too interested.

“You know babe, you’ve got a hot body. You should show that off more,” I suggested one day.

“You mean walk around in a swimsuit or something?” he joked.

“No, I mean you should take advantage of that. Get some sexier photos.”

“You’re the model in the family, I’m just a struggling actor,” he said with a shrug.

“I’m an actress too, don’t forget, but modeling has opened up a lot of other opportunities for me. Those pills give me the kind of looks that people want to look at it, and they do the same for you. You know I’ve got that perfume ad that I’m up for, and there’s supposed to be some hot guy on the beach with me, so why don’t we get some pictures that show off your manly physique and I can pitch you for the job,” I said. “Hell, they might cast you and not me but wouldn’t it be fun if we managed to both land the gig?”

It took a little more gentle persuasion but I finally got Brad to agree to do some photos that would include some shirtless shots. I got a really good photographer that I knew to do it cheap, and no I didn’t have to blow him or anything for the discount, although prior to meeting Brad I’m sure I would have.

Brad seemed kind of uptight and uncomfortable but I was there to relax him, and yes that did include giving him a quick blowjob but hey, he was my boyfriend and it helped him relax and get in a sexy mood.

I thought the pictures looked totally hot but Brad kind of laughed the whole thing off. I totally understood the idea of an actor wanting to be taken seriously and trying to maintain his integrity but ever since I had started modeling things were coming my way all the time and I thought that maybe the same could happen for Brad. I may have been a little biased but I thought he was just too good looking to keep that hidden.

When I went in for my interview for the perfume commercial I could tell that they were pretty anxious to sign me. My online following was really blowing up and they knew that I could reach their target market. Just before they made the formal offer I casually mentioned that I knew someone who might be perfect for the man in the spot and they politely agreed to look at Brad’s portfolio.

“I’ve never heard of this guy,” said the ad lady as she glanced through the pictures. “He’s gorgeous though.”

“Actually he’s my boyfriend,” I admitted.

“Lucky you,” she replied.

“I know. He’s an actor and hasn’t done any modeling before but I thought what the heck. I was an actress who hadn’t done any modeling until I did that campaign for Paul Slater so I thought it might be fun if we could do this project together.”

I signed the contract before leaving that day and about three days later Brad got offered the part. I guess they had to kick it up the chain or whatever, but despite his initial misgivings Brad seemed very happy to be doing a perfume commercial with me...especially when he saw how much money he would be making.

“It’s still acting, babe,” I pointed out. “You have to play this cool, aloof dude who finds me totally irresistible because I’m wearing the scent that no man can resist.”

“I don’t think that will be too much of a stretch for me. I’d find you totally irresistible even if you smelled like a goat. I mean you’ve got the most perfect tits I’ve ever seen.”

“True,” I said, giving my girls an appreciative little jiggle. “But I do like to keep them clean.”


CHAPTER 19:

Working with Brad was a total blast and reminded me of the day we had met in an acting class and done a scene together. I thought he was the most gorgeous man I’d ever seen then and I still did, only now he was my man and we were actually getting paid to work together.

It was a little chilly on the beach that day so we had to stay bundled up in between takes but it did make my nipples kind of pop, which looked great in my bikini. And as good of an actor as Brad was the fact that we were lovers just added a layer of sexual tension and chemistry to the shoot because I couldn’t wait to be alone with him and feel his cock inside me where it belonged.

When the shoot wrapped up everyone seemed very pleased and I couldn’t wait to see the finished product on the air. I was anxious to get dressed and get out of there but Brad took me aside and had me walk with him down the beach a little.

“There sure picked a great spot to shoot this ad,” he commented.

“Yeah, it’s beautiful, but it’s also kind of cold,” I pointed out.

“Well I just thought that since we were in such a romantic location it would be the perfect time to give you this,” he said reaching into the pocket of the robe he was wearing and producing a little box.

“Oh, my God! Are you serious?” I said, feeling my heart about to explode.

“I’ve never been more serious about anything in my life,” he replied as he opened the box and revealed the ring inside.

My scream actually brought some of the crew running, probably fearing that there was a person drowning or something, but when I bounced up and down and flashed my ring for everybody we got a tremendous round of applause, which is exactly what two actors would want to hear for their marriage proposal.

I grabbed a bullhorn from one of the crew guys and announced to anyone within earshot that they were all invited to come and celebrate with us that night.

“Now get this crap loaded up and let’s get off this windy beach before I freeze my ass off,” I said. “Let’s party!”


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I heard about a company that actually did rent guests out for special occasions and I thought that was a really trippy concept. I guess you really can rent just about anything for a party so I tailored my story to be about a company that only hired attractive women and I was off to the races.

This story also kind of hearkens back to my very first work of TG erotica, The Transformation, which was published in November of 2013. (I can’t believe it was that long ago!) In that story (SPOILER ALERT) the lovers turn out to both be products of a new gender changing technology although they don’t know that when they meet.

Now, about 100 books later, I’m still coming back to that theme because I think it’s just so romantic to think of two people finding true love only after learning to love the person they’ve become.
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