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Steve is the co-owner of a booming modeling agency. He’d opened it three years ago and business had never been better. Just about everything he ever dreamed about is happening. Everything, but the big thing; falling in love. What was the point of money if the woman of your dreams sees you only as your business partner. Crystal was his partner in the business, and he longed to be her partner in bed. The thing about it is, she might be thinking the same thing. Only to win her heart Steve has to make big changes. Crystal wants Steve to model women’s clothes for select agents. It is not only business, but a big turn on for Crystal. The question is, is her big turn on going to turn her on to Steve? For Steve’s dreams to become true, he just needed to become a girl first. Sure, the original plan was to own his own business. But it was so much better to be owned yourself. She was Crystal’s little bitch now and she loved every second of it.
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Chapter 1

It was another wonderful morning in the big city. Steve popped in the front door of his office and hit the light switch. His own office illuminated before him. It was the apex of three long years of hard work. There was no greater feeling than the feeling that goes along with owning your own business. Steve was a slave to no man. That last part was mostly true. He did have a co-owner, but she wasn’t a man, obviously. He wasn’t her slave either. He was his own man.

He circled around to his desk, put a pod in the coffee maker, and opened the mini fridge. He took out a bag of celery sticks. He wasn’t really in love with the idea of eating them as a breakfast food. Still, when you own a business like this, appearance is everything or at least that is what his co-owner always reminded him.

It was a little hard to believe that in just three years he’d gone from a community college graduate to the big time. Okay, that was probably an exaggeration. This modest office wasn’t the big time, but he was making enough profit to buy a place of his own, a fancy car, and even a Rolex watch. The way his life had worked out up until now was way better than anyone back home had expected out of him.

They didn’t understand that he had his plan, and he was proud to have stuck it out. His plan was simple: start a company. He had a little seed money after his grandmother left him a small pot of it in her will. It was enough to dream on. His only problem with his plan was that he had no idea what kind of a company to start. Yeah, that was a tough one. If only he was skilled like a plumber or an electrician, then the answer was obvious. He had been a recent graduate with a plan, or at least the concept of a plan, but no real aim. It had been a problem.

The coffee pot pinged, and he retrieved his cup. He had to laugh. His problem had been solved in a way he never imagined it would be. It had been solved one night inside a bar. He’d been exiting the restroom when he bumped into her. Her name was Crystal, and she was . . . Well, she was just about perfect in every way. She could have been a model and funny enough, she was just that. She must have been drunk as all fuck because she started talking to Steve of all people. Mostly she talked about her dream to own a modeling agency. It must have been fate. The man with a dream of owning a company and the woman with a perfect idea of the company she wanted to start. Two weeks after that drunken conversation, they signed the incorporation papers and started this place together.

That word together struck him. He was together with her in business, but that was it. Steve had no girlfriend and his longing for Crystal was most of the reason why.

Steve took his coffee and his celery over to his desk. He looked at the wall clock. It was past nine and still no sign of Crystal. She wasn’t the dependable one of the owners, he knew that. That was his role. She was the good looking one. At the start, she was their only model they had under contract. She landed them shows, though. Little by little they built up their client-list until they hired enough other girls that Crystal didn’t have to do her own modeling anymore. She still pulled weight shopping for clothes, shoes, accessories, and all the other things a modeling agency needed. She was also good at landing models. They were beautiful young women, just the type of woman Steve fantasized about. But . . . But you couldn’t fuck the staff, right?

Steve frowned at the thought. Then he unlocked his computer screen and went right to the email. They had a call last night after closing. Steve had text to speech send it directly to his email. It saved time. He started reading the message. It was from the Ballers, the area’s semi-professional basketball team. They were looking for a model. It was probably some half-time promotional gig or something. It felt like good money. He immediately called back the number.

It picked up on the first ring. “Cary Kline agent to the stars here, what can I do for you?” answered the phone.

The name didn’t ring a bell with Steve. Steve replied, “This is Steve Weston at Crystal Modeling Incorporated returning your call.”

“Oh great, Tank Williams is turning twenty-two Friday night and he wants a whore. How much for one of your best bitches for the whole night?”

Steve rolled his eyes. Not one of these types of people again. He replied, “Our models are for modeling purposes only.”

“Right, right, how much for the modeling, a whole night’s worth of it?”

“That depends. Would you care for dresses, nightgowns, swimwear, team apparel . .”

“Yeah, fine any of those sound great. Blonde, big tits at ten o'clock we will send a car, and make sure she is tested. She’s tested, right?”

“I have Rhonda, she’s passed her high school equivalency, I believe.”

“Right, sounds good.”

“For modeling?” inquired Steve, a little worried still.

“Yeah, yeah, yeah for a lot of modeling.”

“We normally charge a thousand dollars flat rate plus . . .”

“Shit, Tank will pay ten thousand up front, as long as there is no press, no questions, got it?”

“Go it. I’ll have a model and the outfits ready for Friday. Do you want a photographer?”

“Shit, no press I said!”

“Right, just the modeling.”

“You got it, loser,” the agent said and then the phone went dead.

Steve took that as confirmation. He started entering the booking. For that price he better have his model do formal evening gowns and swimwear. It wouldn’t sell any add on units for the manufacturers, but for ten thousand it didn’t matter. Just so long as Tank kept his hands to himself. For that kind of money, he probably wanted more but they weren’t that kind of business. Tank would be dazzled by a runway show and then be blue balled when it was over.

The door popped open, and Crystal came inside. She was appearing like an unmade bed this morning. It didn’t matter. She was so smoking hot, she looked like a million bucks to Steve no matter what. That was the hard part of this business. Steve was in love with her and she couldn’t give a shit about him. He was just the dude that had the money she needed to start all this. If he didn’t have all the organization skills, she needed to keep this going, she’d probably have bought him out a long time ago.

“Rough night last night?” he inquired.

“I wish it had been rougher,” she replied.

Steve didn’t want any more details on that. He changed the subject. “I landed a big client for Friday night,” boasted Steve.

“Oh?” she sounded disinterested. She placed a pod in the coffee maker and took out a box of powdered donuts. It must be lucky to be able to eat anything and get away with it like Crystal could.

Steve continued, “Tank Williams the basketball star wants a private show Friday night. One model, a lot of dough, no photographer. Money, money, money.”

Crystal didn’t take the news like Steve expected. She took the news like a ton of bricks. She shuffled over to her desk and put her head down. “I just don’t care anymore.”

“It’s ten thousand bucks, I thought you’d be pleased.”

“Steve, we’ve become fucking pimps over this past year, and you want me to be pleased about the fact.”

“I told his agent we don’t do that type of thing and I’m positive he completely understood,” Steve said proudly.

“And you believed him?”

“Of course.”

“Steve, my wonderful darling Steve, of course our models do that type of stuff. I’ve done that type of stuff. We haven’t had a legit modeling job in over a fucking year.”

“Ah, what are you talking about?”

“Come on, you had to know. Our record setting profits this year is completely because our models are being used by me as escorts. I’m essentially a madame. I know I should never have done it, but the money was too much to turn down. Now, though, I’m feeling a touch dirty. I’ve strayed from my vision and become a whoremonger.”

Steve looked at his Rolex. He felt a touch guilty. He stood up. “You’re kidding me, right? I mean, that show at the hotel last week, we sold products for our business partners and clients . . .”

“Come on, Steve, you had to know. All those calls asking for sex that we constantly get, it had to be obvious.”

“We’ve always had that, but we never sold a single human flesh to anyone. People just assume models are easy, but I always set them straight. I mean, we’re a legit business.”

“We were. Now we get tail for men like Tank Williams. I’m so disgusted with myself.”

Steve was out of his seat. He was pacing the floor. The legal ramifications of this news were tremendous. He didn’t want to go to jail. They did things to men like Steve in jail. Things Steve wasn’t exactly keen for. “This has to be a mistake,” he worried.

Crystal put her firm hands on his shoulders. She ordered him, “Calm down. It’s not as bad as it seems. We will get out of this mess I put us in. I’m sure that we will.”

“What do you mean? I got Tank Williams expecting a whore on Friday. I arranged it. I could . . . I could go to prison!”

“I’ve got a plan,” she confidently said.

“Oh, I’m all ears.”

“I met a man last weekend. He wanted some legitimate modeling done. He wants it done tonight. He offered me thirty thousand dollars. That’s enough money to start turning things around.”

Steve mopped the sweat off his forehead. He started to relax. “Oh, that’s great news. I’ll arrange the girls. What time tonight?”

“About that,” she paused. “He doesn’t want any girls.”

“What, we just show up and lay clothing out for thirty thousand? That’s weird.”

“I’m afraid he wants a male model.”

“Oh, we’ve no male models. I guess I could call the Kensington Agency and borrow a . . .”

Crystal interrupted Steve, “It’s not quite that kind of thing. He wants a male to model women’s clothing and I have just the model in mind.”

“Wait what?” asked Steve, totally confused.

Crystal tightened her grip on Steve’s shoulders. She started forcing him into the backroom. She assured him, “There’s nothing to worry about, it’s just a bit of modeling.”

“I can’t model women’s clothing!” balked Steve.

“I see, only I can model to help our business. You’re sexist!”

“I didn’t mean it that way . . .” Steve had just given an inch and Crystal took the opportunity to shove him into the back room.
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Chapter 2

“Strip,” Crystal ordered.

Steve was a touch reluctant to immediately obey that order. “I just can’t get naked in front of you.”

“Stephanie my darling, I’ve seen real men naked. Trust me a sissy like you my feminine charms can absolutely handle.”

It wasn’t exactly great news. When the woman you lusted after for three years calls you a sissy, that’s pretty much a calling card for no chance in hell you’re getting to tap that. Steve replied with the obvious question, “Who is Stephanie?”

She grabbed his pants button and popped it open. Then she yanked his trousers to the floor. “You are.”

“Just a moment!”

“We could go to jail, Stephanie my love. Inside there we will have a lot of moments while sitting around waiting.”

Steve reluctantly gave in to that point. Still, it was her fault, not his. On the other hand, you can’t exactly let the woman you love go to jail if you can help it. That last thought struck him. Oh crap, he loved Crystal, didn’t he? He clearly did. This was awful. He knew he’d have to do this for her. He pulled his shirt off and then kicked his shoes off.

She pointed below. “The underpants too.”

“Can you turn around or something?”

“I have to see what I’m working with.”

The things men do for women, it was likely much more than women appreciated. He tugged his boxers to the floor. “Now what?”

“Now we are in excellent shape. You’ve got less to cover up than I imagined.”

“I’ll have you know my unmentionables are quite average sized,” defended Steve.

She rolled her eyes. “I meant, you’re clean shaven, have little leg hair, and are surprisingly well groomed all around.”

“I . . . Ah, just like to feel clean down there is all,” said Steve feeling awkward at the mention of his grooming habits. It wasn’t weird for a man, was it?

She handed him shaving gel and a tiny razor. “The arms pits as well.”

Steve took the razor. Really, people wouldn’t notice shaved pits on a man, right? It grew back, probably. He set to work. He used the mirror their models used getting ready for events. He watched himself in that mirror. He was really quite manly. He was pretty sure Crystal just didn’t appreciate sensitive men. Yeah, he was pure manhood. There was no worries going along with this hairbrained plan.

Crystal plunked a blonde wig on him. It was a wig with long flowing hair. He looked like an androgynous 1980s hair metal rocker. Good thing those guys got the chicks back then. He was sort of sure about that fact. Most of them were straight, right?

She slapped a pair of light satin blue panties in his hand. She ordered, “Wear them.” She placed a matching pair of stockings on the dressing table. She then went off.

She sure could be bossy when she wanted to be. He liked that about her. Normally that is. Now it was getting a touch weird. He pulled those panties up. Then he rolled the silky-smooth stockings up each one of his bare legs. He loved the feel of stockings on bare legs. Usually they were on other people, though. He stood up and the idea of a failed 1980s rocker still was trapped in his mental picture.

Crystal dropped a pair of shoes at his feet. “Put them on.”

“I can’t wear heels.”

“You’ve worn lifts in your shoes for ages, so you’ll manage just fine.”

“You know about that, huh?”

Steve slipped into the shoes. They were a touch higher than lifts. Still, he was quite natural in heels. He did a little walk about and he was proud to not stumble once.

“Awful.”

“I thought I looked quite elegant in these.”

Crystal shook her head. “Elegant yes, feminine no.”

“I can’t help being all man. A lot of women compliment me on how manly I am.”

“Really? Name one.”

“Well . . . my mom.”

Crystal rolled her eyes. “Yes, mothers are like that. I can help with eliminating your manliness, though.” She pulled out a black leather case. She opened it and pulled a small metallic object. She proceeded to run Vaseline all over the end of it.

Steve asked, “What’s that?”

She yanked his panties down. Then she showed him exactly what the object was. Suddenly Steve had a sensation down below and it wasn’t exactly a pleasant one. Prison and this plan of Crystal’s were starting to feel like nearly the same thing. Steve normally didn’t have things go up his ass. This object, though, went right in. It was almost like it was meant for him. He suddenly had a quite full feeling down below. It didn’t feel all bad after he got used to it. He sort of liked the feel of his prostate being massaged.

“You’re looser than I expected. Are you sure you’ve not taken it up the butt before?”

“I beg your pardon!”

“Beg later, walk for me now,” Crystal ordered.

Steve reluctantly walked around in a small circle. “Happy now?”

“Yes, that butt plug has you puckering your ass and walking more like a woman. I think we are going to do just fine.”

“So, can you remove it?”

“When this is over,” she assured.

She pulled a dress on him. It wasn’t exactly a formal gown, and it certainly wasn’t from one of their better designers. “If this guy is spending so much money tonight, shouldn’t we go with more up-market clothing to model for him?” asked Steve.

“I feel my little Stephanie is a little down market.”

“You mean I’m trashy.”

“Oh Stephanie, I never said that. Now hop on this stool. We have your makeup to apply.”

“Better be a lot of it to cover up my masculinity.”

“No, just a touch around the cheeks and the eyes. Fake lashes and eyeliner do wonders on someone with your bone structure. I’ll press on some nails and paint them and your toenails . . .”

“My toenails?”

“He might have a foot fetish.”

“What do if he does?”

“Go with the flow.”

“Right.”

Money was money and he wanted a painted toe model, he’d paid enough for one. Steve looked at the mirror. He didn’t feel his face was all that feminine. He certainly didn’t notice his bone structure. Well, perhaps he felt the bone he was sporting under that dress. He couldn’t help it. That damn plug was stimulating him. Not that he liked it. No, he hated it. When he sat on the stool and pressed it firmly in, he hated it even more. What is it that they say, pain is close to pleasure. Whoever said that must have had a butt plug.

“Hold still,” she ordered.

Steve did what she ordered him to do as she finished making him over into a woman. Well, not a woman. He was all man, he was certain of it. Stephanie was all a disguise, but underneath, Steve was still Steve.


[image: ]


Chapter 3

“I look ridiculous,” lamented Steve from the passenger seat of Crystal’s Porsche.

“I admit a lot of fashion designers make the most ridiculously awful clothes, but we fashion models just have to rise above them,” assured Crystal.

“That’s not what I meant,” he grumbled.

“Steve, if there is one thing I know it is how to dress up a model to appeal to a client. You look like a million bucks. We don’t have a cuter girl in our agency’s roster of models.”

“I’m not a girl,” he grumbled.

“Look, do we want to continue to be merchants of flesh, or do we want to be a modeling agency again?”

Steve put his head in his hands. This day was too much for him. All he wanted was for it to be over. Crystal had somehow turned his whole life upside down in one day and that day was hardly over. He sighed. “I just don’t see how one weird gig is going to turn things around for us.”

The car came to a stop sign. Crystal put her hand on his leg. She ran her hand up his dress. Her delicate touch against those silky-smooth stockings he was wearing felt a tad too good. Her hand went all the way up until she hit those pretty satin panties he had on. She gently stroked his cock in those panties. She’d never done anything remotely close to this before. Steve was paralyzed in fear. Well, maybe not exactly fear, but bewilderment might be a better word. What the heck was going on. She wasn’t turned on by this, was she? She looked over to him with determined eyes. She said, “You’re not exactly hating this, are you?”

It was true that his dick was harder than he’d ever remembered it being. The feel of those panties on it was a touch too much for it. Not that he was enjoying it. It was a turn on, though. Could you be turned on by something you didn’t enjoy? He noticed the look of lust in Crystal’s eyes. This was a turn on for both of them apparently. “I think we should keep our focus on the road.”

She lifted her hand and put it back on the steering wheel. Steve sighed in relief. It was odd, any other day it would have been a dream come true that she stroked his cock, but not today. Certainly not dressed up like this. The car signal went on and they turned into a driveway. They didn’t proceed up the driveway due to the metallic gate barring the way.

Crystal rolled down the window and reached out to hit a button. An intercom spoke. “State your name and business.”

Crystal replied, “Crystal Models Incorporated, and modeling.”

“Excellent.” After saying that word, the intercom went silent. The gates started to open.

“This is a pretty expensive area to live in,” said Steve.

“The richer they are, the less they value money. That’s why they’re paying thirty thousand for a private show,” reminded Crystal.

“This is so crazy,” lamented Steve.

The car pulled up to a white mansion. The driveway was empty. No doubt the owner of this place could afford a driver. Crystal parked. She said, “Now remember that this gig is a simple one. The client is paying us for you to model evening gowns. The roller suitcase in back has all the agreed-on pieces that I picked out. After a brief dress show, then you’re modeling one bathing suit and that’s it. Don’t forget to use the music player when strutting. I’ll be out here waiting for you.”

“Out here?”

“That’s the way the client wanted it.”

“But what if he . . .”

“Steve, you’re hardly going to give up your end, right?”

“Of course not!”

“There’s no need to shout. I believe you. Now go get them, honey.”

“Don’t call me that,” he grumbled.

Steve climbed out of the car. As he did, Crystal slapped him on his behind. He turned to face her, and she gave him a wink. This felt humiliating. The things he did for business. At least this was a legit job. He couldn’t believe Crystal would do something like run escorts. It was so unlike her. He was too busy focusing on books and bookkeeping this past year. He’d let the day-to-day people’s interactions slide. If he hadn’t, he’d have stopped Crystal from making those mistakes. It was too late now. Now he had to do what he must to get them back on the legit. A touch of male modeling, it couldn’t be that hard. He picked up the suitcase and took a step toward the stairs. Okay, walking in high heels was hard. The rest of it would be easy. Thirty thousand dollars for some modeling from little old him, it was more than anyone ever paid Crystal to model an evening gown. He should feel proud of the fact.

Steve rang the front door. Tchaikovsky briefly played. Odd choice for a doorbell, thought Steve. The door opened and a rather fit man stood on the other side. He was probably on the wrong side of fifty, but he had that cosmetic look that made his age hard to place. The man leered at Steve in a rather uncomfortable way. Then he casually said, “You are Stephanie?”

“Ah, Ste . . .” He caught himself in time. Today he was unfortunately Stephanie. “That’s correct. You are the client with the modeling needs, right?”

The door pushed all the way open. The man said in a deep voice, “Won’t you come in.”

“Sure, just show me where to set up.”

“This way to my atrium. I hope you don’t mind but I gave my staff the day off. When I’m concentrating, I don’t want anything to bother me.”

Steve shrugged. “Fine with me.”

The less people that saw him dressed like this the better in his opinion. The atrium was a big open area in the center of the mansion. It had one of those ever-flowing waterfalls for ambience. The man clapped his hands and two rows of lights running down the middle of the atrium lit up. That signaled the location of the runway, no doubt. Steve spied one of those Chinese dressing screens at the other end of the lights. He started in that direction with his gear. The man for his part was moving a chair to the center of the atrium. He sat in it. “I will sit here. You will walk the catwalk for me. I like to watch.”

“Okay, just tell me if anything strikes your fancy and I’ll set up a sale.”

“I have purchased all I intend to purchase.”

Steve shrugged yet again. That was also probably for the best. Most of the best designers that worked with them probably didn’t want their best creations strutted around by a guy. He said probably, because in this business a sale was a sale, and a commission was a commission for many of the struggling ones. Steve went behind the screen. He popped open his case. He took out the music player. He was going with straight house music. Hopefully the beat would bounce and make up for his lack of bounce. Really, who wanted to see Steve in a dress? The music struck up. He took a deep breath. Twenty minutes tops and this was over. In a way, it was the easiest thirty thousand they’d ever made.

Steve came out. He’d seen the models do the walk a million times. He’d never done it himself. But walking, it wasn’t exactly brain surgery. Steve kept his eyes focused on the distance. He didn’t want to make eye contact. He was just a moving mannequin for the clothes. A good model wore it well but didn’t let personality distract from the real item on display. It was hard to get girls to understand that. Crystal, though, had it down to a science. Maybe a little of her style had rubbed off on Steve. He’d made it to the end of the runway and was heading back. He was feeling light on his feet. He had a good bounce in his step. He was moving in rhythm. Heck, this shit was easy. He kick-turned behind the screen and was safe for the moment.

He quickly shimmied out of his dress and bent to pick up the next one. It was then something startled him from behind. Steve looked between his legs to see someone looking back at him. He had to laugh. It was a full-length mirror. It was probably put there to help him change. The thing was that the bottom displayed in the mirror was rather shapely. Steve shook his bottom. If Steve had been a woman . . . Well, it didn’t matter because he wasn’t. He grabbed the red sequined dress and put it on. Crystal was smart enough not to choose a single dress with a zipper.  They weren’t exactly gowns, but no one seemed to be complaining. Good, easy to put on dresses that made the quick changes of these modeling gigs fast. The faster the better. Steve adjusted the foam in his push up bra in the mirror.

Satisfied, he hit the catwalk again. He didn’t look at the man. No eye contact, he reminded himself. The music had changed during the dress change. Steve swayed his hips to the new beat. He was starting to really feel it. He stopped at the end of the catwalk and lingered striking a pose. He shifted his weight from one foot to the next. Then he turned on a dime and strutted back to the screen. It felt like it was flawless. Only he’d gotten zero reaction from the audience. Was that good or bad? Best not to know, figured Steve. There was one last dress to go.

He tossed the red dress into the case. He lingered in front of the mirror. Crystal’s makeup job was superb. He really looked like a woman with the blonde wig he wore being the topper to the outfit. Huh, if Steve met Steve in a bar, he’d totally hit on Steve. He whispered to his reflection, “You got it baby.”

He bent down and picked up a pink dress. This was the hardest change of the show. The dress was scary short. After pulling the dress on, he dropped his panties. The perv would certainly get a peak with this short a hemline, so Steve went pink on pink with a bright pink pair of panties. The topper on this outfit was a pair of pink stockings. He rolled the old ones off and tugged the new ones on. He stood up, slid into a pair of matching high heels and was ready.

The man had said nothing the whole time. It felt a touch creepy. Were models really just pieces of furniture to him? It sure seemed like it. Steve came out. The music was up tempo and Steve made sure the dress bounces more than necessary. After all, he made commission off sales of stockings and lingerie too. Not that this guy would buy any, but it didn’t hurt to practice showing off the wares. Not that he’d ever model again. Probably.

He reached the end. This time he didn’t linger. Instead, he kicked as he turned in such a way to raise his hemline up to let the man observe the complete package. He was flirting, sure, but it felt fun in the moment so why not?

He strutted back to the safety of the screen. He reached it and turned. He bowed to his audience. The show was over.

“Excellent, now the swimsuit,” said the man.

Crap, Steve forgot about the swimsuit part. That meant he had one more thing to model. “Back in a moment,” assured Steve and he ducked behind the screen.
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Chapter 4

Steve looked at his reflection. He assured himself that this little modeling gig was almost over. He pulled the dress off. He hesitated. The padded bra, dress, and stockings were sort of like armor in comparison to swimwear. He stared at the bikini. It would take a lot of guts to wear that in public. Only, it wasn’t really going to be displayed in public. It was just a show for one guy that he didn’t know from Adam inside an atrium. Heck, this guy hasn’t even offered his name. Yeah, it would be okay. Steve dropped his panties and unhooked his bra. He tossed them into the case. He rolled off his stockings. Then he tied the delicate bikini bottom around his waist. It wouldn’t take much to make this fall off. It barely held his equipment in place. The bikini top was more promising. Crystal had picked one with full padding. It still helped give Steve more of a feminine look. Steve checked himself out in the mirror. “You still got it, Baby.” He added a wink. Okay, now to finish this gig off.

He walked out ready to hit the catwalk, only the catwalk had vanished. In its place was a hot tub. The floor of the atrium had opened. Now that decorative waterfall was feeding a hot tub with jets on full blast. This must be an expensive toy because it had all worked without making a sound. He looked for the man, but he wasn’t in sight. The show appeared to be over. He turned to leave.

“Ah, there you are,” said the man. Steve could swear the man’s voice had grown deeper.

Steve turned around and asked, “Do I walk around the hot tub?”

The man was striped. Luckily, he wasn’t stripped naked. He was only bare chested. There was a mat of brown hair on his chiseled chest. His arms were rock solid as well. His legs were quite toned now that Steve gazed at them. He could see all his legs because the man had on a tiny speedo. His masculinity stuck out in that swimwear. He must be packing quite a tool inside there. Not that Steve cared. Still, it made Steve feel a touch inadequate. Crystal had insinuated Steve had been lacking in that department. Really, Steve was average statistically. But when around a man packing like this man was, average felt well below adequate.

The man replied, “I like to see swimwear wet.”

“I don’t get paid to swim.”

“For what I paid, you will model to my demands.”

The man had a point: The customer was always right in business. That was true if you wanted to make any cash. Steve liked making cash.

“I guess I can take a quick dip.”

“Good.”

Steve tested the waters with his toe. The hot tub lived up to his name. He slowly slipped into the waters. A jet aimed perfectly at the butt plug in his ass. Overall, it was rather a pleasing sensation. He splashed water over his front. He didn’t dip his head in. For the cost of these wigs, he sure as heck wasn’t ruining one.

He asked, “Am I wet enough?”

The man answered, but not verbally. Instead, he dipped into the hot tub. He cozied right on up to Steve. His firm hand landed on Steve’s bare thigh. Then it squeezed.

Steve said, “Should I walk around the pool now so you can get a good look at me modeling the swimsuit?”

“It looks divine,” replied the man. Then his land slipped into Steve’s bikini bottoms. He was gently rubbing Steve’s cock head while he inched ever closer to Steve. His mouth started to nibble on Steve’s sensitive earlobes.

Steve knew he should be hating it. Maybe it was that water jet pulsating on his ass plug, but Steve was feeling a touch in the moment. He let out a brief sigh. He had no idea where it had come from. Oh no, I liked this! He really liked the firm touch of a man on his feminine body.

Steve’s hand had a mind of its own. He found himself reaching out. It was exploring more than just the waters. Steve pressed against that speedo. The man had become rock hard. It must have been ten inches of steel pipe inside those tiny trunks. Those tiny swim trunks couldn’t contain it. Steve helped free it. He started stroking it. It was tit for tat. He could feel the man moving his pelvis now. He was getting a hand job. He was also giving one.

I must stop this, thought Steve. I’m not a woman. I like women. I love women. But it was also so fun to be a woman. To make a man lust after you, there was a thrill in it. Don’t make him cum, Steve. If you do, this whole modeling job was for nothing. You’re supposed to be doing a clean job, you’re not just another escort.

Steve lifted his hand off the man’s manhood. Steve said, “I think you’ve seen me wet now.”

“Nonsense, I’ve yet to see your glorious bottom, but I bet its incredibly wet by now.”

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea . . .”

He lifted Steve from the hot tub with ease. The sure raw power excited Steve. The man flipped Steve over. The water trickled down Steve’s bare legs. The man tugged at the strings holding the bikini bottom on. They gave no resistance. Steve was bare bottomed in no time.

“I think that’s all the modeling I have in me for the day,” exclaimed Steve. His mouth said it, but he wasn’t sure he meant it. A girl had to play hard to get right? But it was hard to fake being hard to get when your rock-hard girl cock was there for the world to see. The man knew Steve was turned on. Why was he so turned on? I’m not a girl, I’m not a girl, Steve told himself. But he could so easily be one. There was a man right here ready to make Steve one. Why not give in? Steve fell on all fours. If it was to happen then so be it. No one would know, right? He had to try it. He had to know what it felt like to be the girl for a real man.

The man yanked Steve’s plug out. His ass gaped. It was ready, it was willing. Steve could feel the man’s manhood press against his anal rim. He circled his hips, forcing that steel rod of masculinity deeper and deeper. It felt so good. Why did it have to feel so good? Why had no one told him how good it felt to be the girl.

Steve could smell the scent of the man. The man’s sweat dripped on Steve’s bare back as the man ground on Steve’s raw bottom. He was working Steve hard. Any resistance from Steve’s anus had long ago given up. It was this man’s now. It was his to do as he will. Every pump felt better than the next. Steve didn’t even need to stroke himself. The pounding of that magnificent beast playing magic inside his ass was glorious. That huge cock was massaging his prostate. The man did it all. Steve just had to be his hole. Oh no, I love it. I love it, thought Steve. He knew he shouldn’t love it, but he did. He could feel his manhood slipping away. He was becoming a girl.

He felt the urge to climax building. His balls ached to be released. If he climaxed from anal stimulation there was no going back. He begged himself, don’t be a girl. And then it came. One wondrous anal climax. His hot juice flowed in several bursts. It splattered onto the wet tile flooring near the hot tube. Having arrived Steve’s body grew limp. The man took this opportunity to increase his thrusting. Then Steve heard an animal like grunt from him. A warm sensation filled his anal cavity. Steve knew the man had pumped his love seed deep into Steve. Steve’s manhood would never recover. He knew some part of him was a girl now. He loved the idea of it. It had felt so good to be a girl.

The moment of insanity was over. Steve realized what he’d done. But he couldn’t erase the moment. As the man pulled out of him, Steve felt the empty gape of his ass. He looked toward the plug lying on the floor. He should put it back in. This was crazy. He didn’t like it. He didn’t, he lied to himself. But the lie had no effect. Steve clutched the plug. As he stood up, he inserted back inside. It felt right. He knew he was going to need that plug inside him most of the time from now on. Why had no one ever told him before how good it felt to have your bottom pleasured by a man?

“You may leave me now,” said the man. After saying that, he left Steve alone by the side of the pool.

Is this what it felt like to be the girl. To be used for his pleasure and then left. No holding, no kissing, no post sex emotional support. The bastard! Steve was more than a piece of meat. He was angry. At the same time, he worried how long it would be until some man made him his girl again.
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Chapter 5

They had driven back to the office in relative silence. Crystal must have suspected the worst. Steve had to look like a girl shame walking home at 1 am. At least I didn’t kiss him, thought Steve. Only that somehow made it worse. He’d let a guy hit a homerun before even getting on first base. Shit, was he that easy a whore? He thought about the money and knew the answer.

The Porsche parked in Crystal’s reserved spot. She had insisted on the spot nearest the door. Naturally he had given that to her three years ago. She usually got what she wanted out of him. She got out of the car without saying a word. Steve let her go back inside the office. He sat a minute in quiet contemplation. He should go home and take a long hot shower. Yeah, that was the best idea. He needed to wash the dirt of this sick business off him for good. It was without a doubt the best approach. Only there weren’t exactly many places to put your car keys in a bikini. He had left his keys inside the office.

He opened the car door and started to get out. He noticed that he’d left a wet spot on Crystal’s car seat. Hopefully that was water from the hot tub and not . . . Best now to think about it. Best probably wasn’t a strong enough word. Steve, you are never doing that again. You went mad. Yes, he’d gone mad. He took a step toward the office door and that glorious butt plug inside him told against him. He hadn’t gone mad; he was still crazy. Why did he insert that back in? It felt too good not too. Shit, I have gone sissy! He buried his head in his hands feeling nothing but shame.

He went through the office door. Crystal was nowhere in sight. It was probably for the best. She had to know. He was less than a man now in her eyes. Women didn’t want sissies. They wanted real men. I’m not a real man anymore. What am I then?

He grabbed his keys and wallet from his desk. He couldn’t just drive home dressed like this. His neighbors would talk. He headed in the back room to fetch his real clothes. They weren’t on the floor where he left them. What the heck?

“Take that wet stuff off,” ordered Crystal.

“I was just about to, but my real clothes are gone,” he explained.

“I tossed that stuff in the dumpster out back. They never really suited you,” she explained.

“They cost a lot of money,” he replied.

“But they’re only suitable for a man and you’re not one of those anymore.”

“Look, some things happened back there, but it was just a weird onetime thing. We all have horny bouts of craziness, right? Trust me I’m never modeling again. I’m certainly not . . .”

“My whore,” she finished. “No, you are now my whore. We had a perfectly legit modeling business. Three years of steady growth. Partners like us, so good together, should have been romantically involved by now. Only, you did nothing for me. I really didn’t get it. Then this man approached me at my last modeling event. He wanted a man to model woman’s clothes and then he wanted a little more. We don’t give a little more ever . . .”

Steve interrupted, “But you said . . .”

“Steve, I lied. I had too. I needed you to do it. The instant that man told me he needed me to supply him with a sissy, I knew the sissy had to be you. Oh boy, do I like you this way.”

“Wait, you do?” he asked.

She moved closer and closer to Steve. They were face to face. She put her hand behind his head and forced their faces together. Her lips locked with Steve’s. She forced her tongue deep into his mouth. Then as quickly as that moment happened, she released him.

She explained, “When I watched that video of you two together, I never got so turned on by a man. I never thought I’d like to see two men together. But I wasn’t seeing that. I was seeing a real man take my sissy. Stephanie, my little girl, he took you like a real bitch.”

“Wait, what video?”

“Stephanie, no one pays thirty large for just a piece of sissy tail. He wanted it all recorded. It took me two days to set up out equipment. You, my darling, were the star. I wish I could sell it, but he paid for the exclusive. Don’t worry, I will keep a copy for us to enjoy.”

“Enjoy? You think I enjoyed it?”

“I know you enjoyed it.”

“I should have been told.”

“You will be told just what to do from now on. You are mine. My little sissy. I’ve never been so excited at the beginning of a relationship. I think this might be it. The big one. You, Stephanie, are the love of my life. Now sit that plugged ass of yours on this stool, I need to fix your makeup before we make love.”

“Ah . . .”

“Sit!”

Steve did as told. The idea of being with Crystal was too great to resist. Makeup or no makeup, so long as he got to fuck her, right?

She went to work doing a little retouch. It didn’t take long. When she was done, she ordered him to wait right there. He sat there in anticipation. He batted his long lashes at his reflection in the mirror. He was such a passable babe now, really. He was starting to appreciate it. Crystal came back and placed a teddy and black lace panties on the dressing table.  There were also long black silk stockings. Steve eyed them greedily. He wanted them on. He waited though. He wanted to be a good little bitch. He knew she’d tell him just what to do. He was hers if she’d have him.

“Put them on,” she ordered at last.

He sprang into action. He discarded his wet things. He slipped into those lace panties. They excited him so much. But they were nothing without good stockings to go with them. He slid them up his bare legs. Then he slipped into his teddy. He examined himself in the mirror. He was slightly disappointed. His chest wasn’t big enough. He suddenly longed for even training bra sized breasts to fill out the evening clothes.

She seized him by the hand and spun him around. Then she kissed him passionately again. “You look like a model.”

“My breasts aren’t big enough,” he lamented. He suddenly regretted saying it. It was silly. How big were guy’s boobs supposed to be?

“All in good time, my bitch,” she whispered in his ear.

He reached out toward her. He ran his hands over her ample bosom. He felt both lust and envy. She slapped his hands away. She ordered, “Let me feel you.”

This turned out to be a much better idea. She was petting him all over as she planted wet kisses on him. He was more than ready to take her. His manhood was trapped in those lace panties, but it wouldn’t take much to free it. It longed to be free. “I want you so bad,” he said. It sounded corny, but it was the truth.

“I know how that feels,” she replied. She spun him again. “Plant those hands firmly on the dressing table.”

He did as he was told. It seemed like a tough position to fuck her from. He wasn’t able to question her, though. She pawed at his bottom, and he forgot all about any misgivings. She tugged those lace panties down. His butt plug was yanked. That was too bad, he rather it was in while penetrating her.

“I bought this just the other day. Excuse my clumsiness, but it’s my first time.”

“First time for what?” asked Steve naively.

“Pegging my bitch.” Then he felt the latex rub across his bottom. It homed in on his gaped anal hole. It was rubbing around the rim in circles. Crystal laughed. “This is kind of fun. I like being the man. Do you want me to be your man?”

“Yes, please,” agreed Steve.

She thrust inside him. This was so much hotter than any man taking him. Still, he was glad he’d already lost his anal virginity. He wanted to be able to take everything his lover had to offer. This wasn’t raw sex primal sex by a hot tube. This was making love. She went full into him. He could feel her warm body against his back. Her arms wrapped around him. Then she gripped tight. She used her grip to get leverage. Then she plundered his treasures.

There was a groan of delight. Steve thought it came from him at first. But no, it was from her. She was really into this. Had he known letting her be the man was the secret to getting Crystal off, he’d done it ages ago.

“Fuck me,” he begged.

She obliged. Harder and harder she plowed him. His balls were aching, but he wouldn’t let them release. He had to know first she had arrived. A woman’s joy was second to her man’s.

She started talking dirty. “Are you my bitch?”

“Yes!”

“Do you love cock?”

“Oh yes, yes!”

“Will you do everything I say for it?”

“Yes, yes!”

“Fuck!” she screamed. She slowed her pace. Steve knew she’d climaxed. The grounding of their bodies was nearly over. Steve relaxed. He then anally climaxed with his lover inside him.

She pulled out of him. She said, “Tisk, tick, my sissy soiled her teddy.” She ran her finger over the front of his chest. He’d unloaded all over it. Even after one orgasm today, his load was enormous. Wow, this anal stimulation brings out the load in a girl. She waved her cum covered finger in front of his mouth. She explained, “A good girl cleans up after herself.”

Steve had obviously never, not once, tasted seed. Suddenly the idea excited him. If one was going to be a girl, one needed to know what it tasted like. He licked her finger. It was one quick lick just to try it. Then he sucked the whole finger down. He sucked long and hard making sure he got it all. It tasted so good.

“Good girl,” she said. He smiled in joy for having pleased her. Then she added, “Tomorrow we start preparing for your date with Tank Williams.”

“But we’re an item now,” said Steve.

She caressed his face. “We are. And nothing gets me more excited than my sissy getting turned out by a real man. Plus, we can’t count on just fags like today. Tank is hetero. But I suspect he’ll be easy to turn. Everything I’ve read states hetero men are turned on by sissies. They can’t resist them.”

“Are you sure this is what you want?” he asked.

“Stephanie, my bitch, it’s also what you want.”

Steve relaxed because it was true. He immediately wondered what she’d have him wear.
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Chapter 6

“I will see you two tomorrow at the event,” said Cindy.

Steve looked over his laptop at her. She was one of Steve’s top models. She had a lovely top on. Steve wondered what he’d look like in it.

Crystal looked up from her own paperwork and replied, “Remember, we’re selling handbags tomorrow and not ourselves.”

“Carol Norman handbags are the worst,” said Cindy.

Crystal nodded. “She pays us to display them, darling, not love them. She pays enough to display them like we love them, though. Five percent commission on top might I add.”

“Oh Crystal, you’re all business,” said Cindy. She slipped out the door.

Steve was a little glad for the handbag show. It meant Crystal’s little fable about the escort service to get him hooked on being a sissy, was that, just a fable. Well, for the female models at the agency. He thought about Tank Williams. Would he be as hunky in real life as he looked on TV?

He stood up. He started to tug at his collar. He was pretty sure he was developing a rash. He exclaimed, “I thought she’d never leave.” He took out a padded training bra and started to put it on.

“Sorry about the awful male clothing, my little bitch, but your secret is just for me to enjoy at the moment. Well, me and the men I let fuck you. I have the limo scheduled in thirty minutes. I paid a touch extra for the hidden cameras. That way we can enjoy your evening together again and again.”

“What am I wearing?”

“Hopefully his ejaculation before the night is done.”

“Must we be crude?” Steve asked.

She went over to him now. She opened mouthed kissed him. As she did, she bit his lip. Then she laughed. “Yes, we want you nice and crude tonight. Hook one basketball star on sissy tail and pretty soon you got all his rich friends lined up. Heck, we might get so many clients, we have to find more sissies to satisfy the demand.”

The idea of other sissies in Crystal’s life annoyed him. After all, there wasn’t enough room for them in their condo. Her condo, really. Steve had moved in. It made sense to live in hers as she was his boss now. He did her will to please her. He liked it that way. He couldn’t believe they were together. He had never been madly in love before. Love, it made you do weird things to please your partner. But if letting cis-men fuck his sissy ass was what she wanted, then he’d have to obey. That he also loved it was secondary. Sacrifice was what made for permanent relationships. The idea of sacrificing his ass tonight already excited him. Not for the sex itself. It was mostly the idea that she’d be watching them. He knew she’d touch herself to the sight of him being had.

He dropped his trousers and sighed in relief. At least with pants on he could get away wearing his white cotton panties. There was nothing better than the feel of panties.

“You better pull those off, my little bitch,” ordered Crystal.

“Don’t worry I’m plugged. I will be well stretched for Tank,” he said.

“I knew that already.”

“Then what?”

“Down with the panties.”

Steve obeyed. Her will was his will. She opened a drawer in her desk. She walked over with a small box in hand. She opened the box and displayed a cage in the palm of her hand. She proceeded to cage Steve’s cock. She explained, “This is mine now. A sissy like you can never think of using it without my permission.”

“But . . .” She slapped his ass to silence him.

“Exactly, your butt is all you need. If you’re really a good bitch the rest of the month. I’ll let you put that tiny trap dick inside my box.”

“Really!” he exclaimed.

She laughed. Then she placed the key to his penis cage on a gold necklace around her neck. She tucked it into her shirt. And just like that Steve became ever more her bitch.

“Let’s see what my bitch is going to wear tonight.”

Steve was giddy in anticipation. The good thing about owning a modeling agency was the prospects on clothing were nearly endless. Crystal went into the backroom. She had with her sky-blue panties with matching thigh high socks. She dropped them at Steve’s feet. He knew already that he was to put them on. She left again.

Steve clutched those panties like the greedy little girl he was becoming. He slid them on and sighed. Then he rolled the socks up his legs. They weren’t silk stockings, but they accented his upper thighs almost as well.

Crystal returned. She had a bra with more padding than his little training bra. She explained, “We’re going up a few bra sizes on this one. These things lift and push. The marvels of modern engineering. Some engineers work on bridges and high rises and some work on boobs. I think we both agree, the boob engineers have done much more for women than those other engineers have done for the world. She took off his training bra and strapped the modern marvel on him. He did appear to have ample breasts. It was mostly an illusion, but what the eye sees matters more to sex appeal than anything else.

Crystal left again. Steve examined his fine feminine form in the mirror. He was starting to really get the hang of this. In a few months, he wouldn’t need Crystal to apply his makeup. He’d be an expert at it. Of course, her dressing him and making him over was half the fun. Maybe more than half.

She returned carrying a white stretch top, and a micro-mini skirt. She handed them to him.

He hesitated. He asked, “With a skirt like won’t he get a good peek at my bulge?”

“In my experience all men like a peek. We’re trying to turn a hetero man here. Nothing gets a man bi-curious like a quick glance at a bulge. They start thinking is she or isn’t she? Then they start wondering if it matters at all. Then they find out.”

Steve thought about that huge package tucked in those speedos and how they made him turn. That was different, right? He wasn’t so sure how hetero he ever was. He liked the new Steve too much for him not to have always been a touch bicurious. Of course, the new Steve was really Stephanie. It was hard to know who was who. More and more Steve was just the disguise, and Stephanie was the real person. It was Stephanie that Crystal loved. Who could blame her?

“Come on, get dressed,” said Crystal, checking her watch. She then added one more object to the pile. She handed him a blue sequined clutch. She explained, “This has the essentials; condom, lube, credit card, and cell phone so you can call me after he slut dumps you at the side of the road.”

“What do you mean when he slut dumps me?”

“You have a lot to learn about men. Like most women, you’ll learn it the hard way. Unlike most women, we both know you’ll love every minute of it.”

“You’re right as usual,” Steve said, giving in to the truth.

“Now let's get some makeup on you and some jewelry. I think a necklace, bangles, and earrings should work wonders for you.”

“But my ears aren't pierced.”

“That is easily solved.”

“Is it the right ear or the left ear that means you’re gay?” asked Steve.

“In your case, it hardly matters.”

“True.”
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Chapter 7

Steve nervously tugged at his skirt. It was one thing to be dressed in a skimpy swimsuit at a private affair, it was quite another to be waiting out in public dressed like this. People are going to think he’s a whore. He was, in a way, but he didn’t want them to think that of him. People always assume girls that put out are sluts and whores. But even the good girls give it away from time to time. Steve in his heart was a good girl. He was a good girl because he did whatever it took to make his mate happy.

The limousine pulled up to the curb. The driver came out. He gave Steve one of those glances that men give when they think dirty thoughts about the girl waiting on the street corner. Then he opened the door to the back of the limousine. Steve saw Tank Williams dressed casual in a t-shirt and shorts in the back already.

Crystal said, “Go on, get in Stephanie.”

“Does she have stuff to model for me?” shouted Tank.

“Do you need more than what Stephanie is wearing now?” asked Crystal.

“Nope,” replied Tank.

Crystal gave Steve a shove toward the open limo door after that remark. Steve went into the limousine and the driver slammed the door shut. The modeling session such as it was formally begun.

Steve held out his hand toward Tank. His bangles on his wrist chimed as he moved. He said, “My name is Stephanie. I am to be your private model for the night.”

Tank kissed the back of her hand. He said in a deep voice, “Tank Williams at your service, my lady.” He was a true gentleman. Steve appreciated that.

The limousine started rolling on the road as Tank opened the drinks cabinet in the back of the car. He asked her, “Would you care for a glass of Champagne?”

“I really shouldn’t drink on a modeling job,” replied Steve, while twirling his blonde locks with his finger.

“What your employer doesn’t know can't be held against you. Tank never kisses and tells on a lady. That I can assure you.”

“In that case, I’d love a glass.”

Tank poured a long glass full to the top. He handed the glass to Steve. He then poured one out for himself. Tank asked, “Shall we make a toast?”

“Sure, but what should we toast too?”

“How about new friends?” he suggested.

“I love meeting new friends,” Steve agreed.

“I love meating them too,” said Tank. From the change in the tone of Tank’s voice, Steve was pretty sure of that spelling of meat.

They clanked glasses and Tank downed his alcohol quickly. He probably could afford too. A six-foot six-inch man could hold a lot of alcohol. Steve on the other hand sipped his. He knew he got lightheaded easily.

Steve smiled at Tank. He asked innocently, “When we arrive, what do you plan on me modeling for you?”

Tank gave Steve a wink. Then he hit a button and house music started playing. He pressed the intercom to the driver. He instructed them, “Just drive.”

“You didn’t answer my question.”

Tank’s hand rested on Steve’s thigh. He slowly inched Steve’s skirt up. Given its length, it didn’t have far to go. Soon those pretty panties were fully exposed. Steve could see Tank's eye fixate on Steve’s little caged bulge. He had to be wondering is she or isn’t she? He cupped Steve’s chin. He said, “Shit, you’re a dude?”

Steve batted his eyes. He asked, “Do I look like a dude?”

Tank poured another glass for himself. He drank it. He mumbled, “She is hot. She is not a she, though. Still, no one would know. No one would ever know.”

Steve assured him, “No one knows.”

“It’s my birthday, baby, surprise me then.”

Crystal was right as usual. Even a cis-man was curious about a girl like Steve. Since his hands were right there Steve started sucking on Tank’s long fingers.

“Good girl,” he praised.

Since Steve’s hands were free, he reached over and gently massaged Tank’s blossoming crotch. Tank was gifted. Steve was so lucky to meet so many gift men this week.

Tank pulled his hand from Steve’s face. He yanked his shorts down. His proud member stood firmly erect and waiting. It didn’t seem worth it to explain to Tank that Steve had never gone down on a man. There’s a first time for everything. Steve poured the remains of his Champagne on Tank’s member. He then took his cock’s head into his mouth. Steve sucked on that head. He worked the member with his hands. He had to be careful not to scratch it with his press on nails Crystal put on him.

“Yeah, Baby, that’s the kind of modeling Tank likes.”

He pressed those large hands around Steve’s head. Then he shoved Steve firmly forcing that cock deeper and deeper down Steve’s throat. Steve gagged on it. Tank started face fucking Steve. Steve was struggling for air. That only made him suck harder on that wondrous dick.

Suddenly Tank pulled Steve’s head up. “Don’t think you’re getting off that easily. I didn’t pay for just a quick suck. You get on all fours and point that apple bottom in Tank’s direction.”

Steve did as he was told. Tank grabbed those pretty panties of Steve’s and tore them off like they were made of paper. He must have it bad, thought Steve. Sissy fever that is. If it was real, then Tank had a bad case of it.

“Shit, look at those tiny trap balls. I never fucked a chick like you before. No one is going to know, so no reason not to try it,” reasoned Tank.

Steve begged, “Please, try me.”

Out yanked that butt plug. Soon Steve felt the purple headed monster of Tank pressing firmly around his anal rim. Please, put it in me soon, thought Steve. He wanted to feel like a woman tonight. He needed to feel like a woman tonight. He knew he was a woman. He was now Stephanie. He was a little fuck toy for Crystal to lend out to men as she pleased.

Tank went for it. “Shit. you’re tight. I haven’t had someone this tight in a long time. I might need to do this more often. It feels better than regular pussy.”

He started pumping now. Each thrust pushed in deeper. Soon Steve completely yielded to the delights in his anus. It felt better than the first time. He was still tight, but he’d been stretched enough for his ass to know what to do. It gobbled that cock like a hungry trap’s ass. Steve was raging inside that cage. His little trap dick wanted to be free. If he was a good girl with Tank maybe Crystal would let it free. Maybe. It didn’t matter. It felt just as good this way. Maybe better because it was more girl-like. Oh man, being a girl was so much fun.

His body shuttered and his flaccid dick dribbled a load onto the limousine seat. That was going to leave a stain. Steve doubted he was the first girl to stain this limousine back seat, though.

Tank boasted. “I love to please my ladies.” Then he pumped his load deep inside Steve. The man’s capacity was enormous.

Tank pulled out. He wiped the sweat from his brow. Then he drank straight from the Champagne bottle. “Happy birthday to me.”

Steve turned around and tried to straighten his dress. He said, “I hope I was the present you always dreamed about.”

Tank hit the intercom. He said to the driver, “Pull over.” Then he grabbed those torn panties and balled them up. He ordered, “Open up, bitch.” Steve obeyed and Tank deposited those panties in Steve’s mouth. Tank then added, “Now get out. I got a party to get to and my fiancé will be there. She never hears a word of this. No one ever knows.”

Steve opened the door and stepped to the curb. Tank yanked the door shut. Then the limousine sped off. Steve pulled the panties from his mouth. Such a waste of a pretty pair. He had to smile. He knew Tank wouldn’t be true to his word. He’d liked it. When you’re as hot as Steve then all men want it from you. He’d tell his friends in confidence. They’d call Crystal asking for a modeling gig out of curiosity. Then Tank himself would call back for more. Once you got the taste, it never left you.

Steve opened his clutch. He was glad Crystal left him with that cell phone.
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Chapter 8

It was three years since that limousine ride. Tonight, Steve was swinging free under his yellow Barbie doll night clothes. Only Steve was long gone by now. Stephanie couldn’t wait for Crystal to come out of the bathroom. She only got this opportunity once a month. She got to be the man tonight. She’d been such a good girl this month. Crystal was pleased with her. She was so pleased. She would get to be the man. She knew it. She deserved what she was getting. There was nothing like two girls sharing the same bed together.

The modeling agency was popping with business. They were running more models than ever. As for their side business. Well, that was strictly hush-hush. As long as it pleased Crystal, it would continue much to Stephanie’s delight. That old Steve was gone if he ever existed before. Stephanie was the real person; Steve was just the disguise.
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