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CHAPTER 1:

“Oh my God yes...yes...yes, fucking yes...give me more...give me more...give me more!”

Jerry let out a low guttural moan as he began to fill my pussy with his cum. When he finished he rolled over and lay back against a pillow as he lit up a cigarette. He offered me one but I shook my head as I put my bra back on and started to climb back into my dress.

“You were amazing baby,” said Jerry as he took a deep drag on his smoke. “You’re absolutely the best.”

“Thanks,” I said over my shoulder as I scooped up the money on the dresser and slipped it into my Jimmy Choo knockoff clutch bag.

“Here’s a little something extra for your efforts,” said Jerry as he fished through his wallet and produced another fifty bucks. “You’re worth every penny.”

“I know,” I said with a smile as I tucked the additional cash into my bra instead of putting it in my purse.

Fortunately it wasn’t a terribly long drive from the hotel to my apartment, which was good because I had let Jerry run a little over his time and the extra fifty didn’t really compensate for that but I liked Jerry and he usually made me feel pretty good.

Since I had to get up early in the morning and be at the office I didn’t do much when I got home other than jump on my computer to check some sports scores and my investments and maybe a few of the headline news articles. I was pretty sleepy by that time so I took off all of my clothes and put them neatly away, went in the bathroom and opened my medicine cabinet, took a pill out of a bottle and washed it down with a glass of water.

Then I climbed into bed naked and tried to make myself comfortable while I waited for the now familiar sensation of my body re-configuring itself. It was always kind of startling at first, sort of like getting a cramp, but I knew to expect it and the feeling passed quickly enough. As often as I had been through this it was always kind of a relief to feel my cock and balls between my legs again, although lying flat on my stomach as a woman was much easier.

It may have seemed like a strange way for a man to make a buck but being a female prostitute was the best side hustle I’d ever come up with.


CHAPTER 2:

The next day at work Jerry couldn’t wait to come and tell me all about his exploits of last night. Of course he didn’t know that what he was telling me was something I already knew firsthand but the bragging rights were part of the business model.

“Man, oh man was that Cassie chick hot,” said Jerry as he sat on the edge of my desk. “I’ve got to thank you for turning me on to that sweet piece of ass.”

“We should probably keep that down around here,” I suggested.

“Oh, yeah, yeah you’re right. I’m just so jazzed that I had to say something. Let me know when she’s free again because the things I’d like to do to that bitch…”

He let that thought trail off and didn’t specify what he’d like to do with that bitch but I had a feeling it would probably involve anal sex. Oral was usually the first thing a man wanted and then if they came back they wanted vaginal and if they came back again they frequently wanted to complete the hat trick. Of course everybody had their own kink. Rod in accounting was a foot freak who liked to suck on my toes but a good whore does not judge as long as there’s nothing too dangerous or perverse involved.

Virtually all of my clients were my co-workers and I recruited them right here in the office. It seemed safer that way. I knew who they were, they weren’t just random strangers, and it seemed unlikely that any of them would get violent or try to rob me or something. Of course that meant that I had to interact with a bunch of men who had fucked me but I was kind of used to that by now.

In case you were wondering how I got into this whole thing it was basically the result of an article I read one day. It was about this guy who had discovered gender changing pills and started taking them to turn himself into a woman. At first he just went out to bars or whatever and had some one-night-stands and that’s when he hit on the idea of becoming a hooker. He figured if he was just going to have sex with a bunch of random men why not get paid for it in the process.

According to the article it had turned out to be a very lucrative business and allowed the guy to quit his job and work as a call girl full time. Now his situation was a bit different because he was already “bi-curious” as people sometimes put it and he’d had sex with men a few times before he’d started taking the pills. I had always considered myself straight but I was open-minded and I’d always been a little curious about what it would feel like to have sex as a woman.

Now I knew and I knew that I liked it, although sometimes it wasn’t all that great and I had to fake my enjoyment for the sake of the client, but most of the times it was pretty enjoyable. What I really liked was adopting the personality of this somewhat glamorous hooker named Cassie. I liked the ritual of dressing up and making myself look beautiful and I liked the way men looked at me wherever I went. People, well men in particular, treated me differently. People opened doors for me and if I ever got caught in the rain a man would magically appear and offer to share his umbrella with me.

Cassie was elegant and always well-dressed, although I usually bought imitation stuff like my clutch bag or shopped at designer outlets or something. Most of the men I was entertaining wouldn’t have known the difference anyway but they knew that I looked like someone who would wear designer clothes so they never questioned it.

My regular life tended to be really boring but there was nothing boring about being Cassie. There was nothing too legal about it either which just added to the excitement. I’d never even had a traffic ticked so I was definitely taking a walk on the wild side by being a call girl, which was technically what I was. I never hung around waiting for someone to pick me up and I always traveled to a prearranged location for my “dates” with gentlemen. I wasn’t really an escort either because I never went out in public with a client but I was open to the idea.

The way I had launched my business was to take a sexy picture of myself as Cassie and let it casually slip at work one day that I had been with the most amazing woman ever. Naturally I chose to tell the biggest office gossip I could find and told him to keep it in strictest confidence. Of course he was anxious to try this incredible woman for himself and I reluctantly agreed to act as a middle man to set it up. He was suitably impressed by the service Cassie provided and before long I had men from all over the building coming to me hoping for a similar arrangement.

It was kind of funny because I was my own pimp but it definitely elevated my status around the office. I let it be known that Cassie had a busy schedule and was kind of finicky about the clients she served so everybody tried to keep me in their good graces in the hope that I would put in a good word for them or get them bumped up on the waiting list.

The money was great, the lifestyle was exciting, but there was still the somewhat thorny issue of how a straight man could be having so much sex with other men, and generally liking it, while still thinking of himself as straight. Perhaps I was just fooling myself but so far I hadn’t found myself being attracted to men when I was male and my personal pleasure was never a priority when I was working so I had basically been able to compartmentalize my life as Don Branson businessman and keep it separate from call girl Cassie. Don still liked women but I honestly didn’t have much time to even think about dating with Cassie’s dance card so frequently filled. I actually thought about hiring a hooker just to get my rocks off again but unfortunately I didn’t know any whores except me and I had kind of set the bar pretty high for what I would expect for a paid companion.

That was one of the things I was most proud of. The pill made me attractive and the hair, makeup and clothes made me beautiful, but it was my technique that kept the men coming back for more. The male part of my brain was my secret weapon. A lot of women had to learn what men really wanted by trial and error but I tended to just know. It also helped that I knew something about most of the guys I serviced and frequently got a detailed report on their experience with me so I had plenty of information to work with. I knew which guys were married and cheating because they were bored so I made sure to keep things spicy. Or if a guy had recently been dumped by his girlfriend I knew that he would need an ego boost to get him back in the saddle.

The main thing was to be enthusiastic and to put the customer at ease. Pressure is the natural enemy of the erection. The repeat customers were usually the easiest to deal with because they knew how the process worked and they knew they were going to have a good time. Of course I had to make sure that my act never got stale or they’d grow bored with me pretty quick.

No criminal act was foolproof but I had a pretty safe thing going because the call girl I was allegedly pimping for didn’t really exist. Consequently there were no phone calls or text messages between us as there would have been if Cassie was real. All the transactions were cash only and I never put that money in the bank and kept it at home in a safe instead so there were no suspicions or unusual transactions on my bank statements. Carrie didn’t dress like a hooker, didn’t loiter anywhere, and never attempted to solicit anybody.

I had no idea how long I was going to do this or what might make me want to give it up but since I didn’t do drugs or have a gambling problem and I kept 100% of the take I was putting away a nice nest egg and thinking that I might have to get a bigger safe.


CHAPTER 3:

“So how come a nice girl like you does this anyway?” asked Porter Bingham, a semi-regular who worked in my department.

I knew that he usually didn’t have trouble meeting women but everyone went through cold streaks or just didn’t want the hassle of the whole dating thing sometimes so I was always there to come to the rescue and keep his juices flowing while he waited for his next conquest.

“Now don’t tell me that old one about how you want to rescue me and take me away from all this,” I joked.

“No, I was just curious,” he replied. “You’re beautiful, sophisticated, highly intelligent and obviously quite good in bed. I just wondered why you weren’t some billionaire’s trophy wife or the girlfriend of some movie star or something. I can picture you eating caviar on a yacht in the south of France or walking the red carpet with Leonardo DiCaprio or something.”

“I don’t think Leo dates anyone over 25,” I said with a laugh. “And maybe I’m saving up to buy my own yacht.”

“Well I’m happy to contribute to the cause,” said Porter. “Now do that thing that I like so much.”

I got down on my knees in front of him and started stroking his cock with one hand while I squeezed one of his butt cheeks with the other. Once he was hard I started to blow him and after a while he put his hand on my hand and kind of took over. That was my cue to do that “thing” that he liked so much which was to stick a finger up his ass as deep as I could get it and then finger fuck his butt while he told me stories about his youth or his first girlfriend or any other damn thing that happened to be on his mind.

The first time he asked me to do it I thought he was joking but for whatever reason he really got off on anal penetration while getting his dick sucked. I’m not sure what the stream of consciousness conversation was all about but I knew from personal experience that having something up your ass could be a very intense and arousing experience. I’d asked him once if he would like me to bring a strap on dildo but apparently he only wanted anal stimulation while he was dominantly throat fucking me so I assume the idea of me actually fucking him in the ass would be too gay or submissive or submissive or something. He wanted his manhood intact but he sure liked having a finger in his anus.

Porter was a nice guy and he liked what he liked and I wasn’t going to mess with that. And I was actually quite flattered that he had spoken so highly of me. I had created a pretty impressive woman out of thin air and sometimes I did wonder what I’d be doing if Cassie was real and I was just living my life as a woman. I probably wouldn’t be sitting in that same office I was in now just kind of grinding away and hoping for a modest raise every now and then. Cassie could certainly be a trophy wife with some sort of guarantee of lifetime security. Then maybe I’d just spend my days eating caviar on a yacht in the south of France like Porter had imagined.

“So then I told the coach you put the ball in my hand for the last shot and I guarantee we’re going to the state finals...oh...oh fuck yes...I’m so close...so close…” Porter moaned.

He had been waxing prosaic about his days as a basketball player in high school and I guess thinking about that big game while getting his dick sucked and his ass poked had put him over the top. A moment later he was busting a nut in my mouth. I swallowed. I always swallowed. It was kind of a perk of mine. No man wants to see a woman spitting the cum out, it’s like a personal rejection. The fantasy is that ejaculating in a woman’s mouth is a great treat and I was there to provide the fantasy.

Usually it wasn’t that bad and a lot of times it was kind of flavorless but there were a few guys in the office with very distinctive jizz and I think I could have identified them in a blind taste test of their semen, not that I was terribly likely to ever be called upon to do such a thing.

“You have no idea how good I always feel after seeing you,” said Porter as I started getting dressed.

“Well we aim to please,” I said.

“I wish I could date you but you’re way out of my league,” he said.

“Don’t say that. You date all kinds of attractive women,” I said.

“How did you know that?” he asked.

“Oh...you’ve told me about some of your girlfriends, remember?” I replied thinking quickly on my feet.

“I guess I have,” I kind of mumbled.

“So did you make the shot?” I asked, quickly trying to change the subject.

“What shot?”

“In high school. The big game that was going to send you to the finals. You said you told the coach you wanted the ball for the last shot,” I reminded him.

“I said that?” he asked.

“Yeah, right before you finished. I never got to hear the end of the story,” I said.

“Oh...no I put up a brick. We lost the game and that was the end of our season.”

“I’m sorry baby, I didn’t mean to bring up a bad memory,” I said coming over to him and putting a hand on his shoulder.

“It’s not a bad memory. Those were the happiest days of my life, and I was banging one of the cheerleaders. I was just bragging. I should never have taken that shot. I wanted to impress my girl and be a big hero I guess.”

“Well you always impress this girl and you’re my hero,” I said as I kissed him on the cheek.

“You really should fall in love with somebody because you totally deserve it.”


CHAPTER 4:

Being a prostitute was kind of like being an analyst. You were always trying to figure out what made a man tick. When they came to me they were looking to get their dick wet but they were often looking for something else too. Porter liked to talk about his past, although apparently he didn’t always remember what he was talking about. I suppose it was some kind of therapy for him. And sometimes you had to be like a sympathetic girlfriend, or dare I say a mother? It was so much easier if a guy just came in feeling cocky and in a good mood but that wasn’t always the case. Sometimes they were there when they were angry or depressed and that always took special handling. Whatever else happened in that room it was my job to see that when I walked out that door the man was happy and content and totally satisfied. That was how I kept my reputation and maintained my client base.

I thought about what Porter had said about me deserving to fall in love with someone and I had to agree in theory. I think I probably would have totally kicked ass as a girlfriend, wife, or mistress. If I ever met a woman like me I’d probably propose to her on the spot but to paraphrase Porter I was probably out of my own league.

While Porter usually stopped by my desk to praise my skills after an encounter I noticed that he never mentioned the ass thing which made me think that it might have some homoerotic overtones, or that he feared it would sound that way. He knew that he had a chance to explore that a little further if he ever wanted to but I didn’t expect him to want that.

The whole fear of being gay thing was just so tightly wrapped up in the male psyche in our society. If a man called another man a cocksucker that was one of the biggest insults you could hurl or if you got a bad deal you’d say that you were fucked up the ass. It was meant to reinforce the idea that to a man such things were unthinkable, and yet I had sucked plenty of cocks and gotten fucked up the ass a lot and didn’t see it as an insult. Of course I wasn’t doing it as a man at the time so I’m hardly innocent in that kind of thinking. Sometimes I even tried to justify what I was doing by saying that since I only had sex with women when I was male and only had sex with men when I was female that was proof that I was totally straight in whatever body I was in at the time but I knew it was a little more complicated than that.

For example I frequently watched pornographic videos for inspiration and I never bothered to take a pill and become female first and yet I had no trouble watching the girl in the video and picturing myself in her place. I was always looking for new positions or new techniques to try and I didn’t feel uncomfortable about that at all even though I was a man at the time. And I had no trouble rating a man’s looks or his body. I had clients who were more attractive than other clients and I often looked forward to being with the hot guys, not that they were always the best in bed but it was easier for me to get aroused just by looking at them.

I sometimes wished that I could get in touch with the guy from the article that had started me on all of this but for obvious reasons he was quite anonymous and likely to stay that way. I just thought it would be interesting to compare notes since it was such an unusual occupation that we shared and it would have been nice to have had somebody I could talk to about it once in a while.

Of course talking could get you in trouble and I kicked myself for letting it slip that I knew Porter’s dating history. That was always a challenge of being with someone you knew in real life. Fortunately Porter liked to blab and had some sort of selective recall so I was able to wiggle out of that jam but it was a mistake I couldn’t afford to make too often. I had to catch myself a couple of times to avoid saying “see you at the meeting on Friday” or “I’m looking forward to reading your report” or some other office related small talk. I had to keep on my toes and stay sharp or everything could come crashing down around me.

It seemed wise to come up with an exit strategy. Pick some kind of goal and decide that once the goal was reached I would just walk away from being a prostitute forever. Quit while I was ahead. Unfortunately I had never been able to settle on a goal. How much money was enough? Enough to buy a new car? Enough to quit my job and start my own company? Enough to retire before I was forty? Sometimes I’d open up that safe and just look at all that money. I didn’t even bother to count it I just liked looking at it. It was my mad money. My money for a rainy day. My insurance policy in case I ever lost my job or needed to cover some major medical expense. It just felt so good to have that kind of security.

Plus there was the fact that I loved being Cassie and the thought of flushing those pills down the drain and never being her again was really sad. Of course I could stop being a prostitute and still be Cassie but that would be making an admission that was rather uncomfortable. I wanted to be able to tell myself that I was only being a woman to make money. If I just went to visit a gallery or had a nice dinner as Cassie that would be one thing but what if it led, God forbid, to dating men for pleasure instead of profit? That was a can of worms I wasn’t anxious to open,

A couple of times I even tried to convince myself that dating was inherently transactional anyway. I had bought drinks for women in bars or paid for a night on the town or lavished expensive gifts on a woman. Even so it was a little hard to totally equate a couple of free cocktails with the rather large sums of cash I collected for sex on demand. Using that justification it would just seem like I was selling myself cheap and there was nothing cheap about Cassie at all.

Maybe I was the one who needed to see an analyst because I spent a hell of a lot of time thinking about why I was doing what I was doing and whether it was wrong or there was something wrong with me for enjoying what I was doing. Unfortunately a lot of shrinks end up needing shrinks of their own.

Maybe someday I would set a tangible and obtainable goal and stick to it or maybe someday I would just go out into the world as Cassie and see what it had in store for me. At the moment I was content to just take a quick look at my money as I added to the cash pile, hop on the computer for a little while, and go to bed. I had a busy week coming up in both my jobs.


CHAPTER 5:

“Hey everybody here’s the little whore who’s been taking all of our money and pretending to be a woman. You like sucking cock bitch. Suck this one!”

Tom Fuller from Research and Development pulled out his dick and shoved my head down on his throbbing member. People gathered around my desk laughing and pointing. I tried to break free but Tom had a solid grip on my hair and wasn’t letting go.

Someone else grabbed for my belt and I felt multiple hands pulling my pants off. I kicked and struggled but there were just too many men pawing at me, tearing at my clothes.

“Thought you could fool us, huh? Thought we wouldn’t find out you were a fag?” someone called out from the crowd.

When my pants were down around my ankles I was shoved over my desk and pinned down. The laughter was practically deafening I could still hear the taunts.

“We know you like it up the ass. You certainly charge enough for it.”

“Who the fuck do you think you’re messing with here?”

“Well look at his tiny dick. He might as well be a girl. What could he do with that pathetic little thing?”

Then a cock was roughly shoved into my asshole and I cried out which didn’t gain me any sympathy. My hands were restrained behind my back and my chest was held down but someone grabbed my head and turned it so that they could shove a prick in my mouth while my ass was being violated. A seemingly endless line of men took turns stuffing both of my holes while others stood around me and jacked off on my hair, my face, my back and my butt. It just went on and on and on...until I suddenly woke up.

I was breathing heavily and it took me a moment to realize that I had been dreaming. My pillow and my sheets were wet from sweat even though it wasn’t a particularly warm evening. Even worse I discovered that my bedding wasn’t only wet from sweat because I had actually ejaculated in my sleep.

I was too tired and too disgusted to change my linen so I just grabbed a fresh pillow and a spare blanket and went to sleep on the couch. Despite being tired sleep was hard to come by because I was afraid that if I closed my eyes I might continue the dream, although that had never happened to me before. I grabbed the remote and turned on the TV and let it drone on in the background. That sometimes helped when I was having trouble sleeping.

It was one of those dreams that felt so real that even after you woke up you were still having to convince yourself that it had never happened. That I would dream about something that was one of my worst fears in life probably wasn’t all that surprising. The fact that it had made me cum was not only surprising it was downright troubling.

Granted it was an erotically charged dream but it was a homoerotically charged dream and for some reason being humiliated and gang banged in front of the whole office had gotten my rocks off. Was it a message telling me to stop my side hustle before I was discovered? Was my subconscious mind trying to tell me that having sex with men was more than just an occupational hazard? Was it possible that on some level I found the prospect of being degraded and humiliated arousing? Or was it just a weird dream?

When I finally got back to sleep I didn’t dream again, or if I did I didn’t remember it in the morning but I sure remembered the original dream and had a hard time not thinking about it periodically all through the day at work. How could I not think about it? I was sitting at the desk that was the central location of the dream and interacting with people who were the perpetrators of my shame. What made it even worse was the fact that because of my unusual second job I actually knew what these men looked like naked and I’d had their cocks inside me. It wasn’t an abstract or surreal dream it was a pretty accurate depiction of what would happen to me if all of the men in the office decided to gang bang me for some reason.

As the day wore on and I got focused on business I didn’t dwell on the dream quite as much but I did have the disturbing discovery that sometimes when I thought about it I could feel my dick starting to get hard. I simply refused to believe that being humiliated and degraded sexually was in any way shape or form arousing under any circumstances.

Maybe it made sense. I definite felt guilt. I was not a dishonest person by nature and yet I was carrying on this big deception with all of the people I worked with. I was not a criminal until I started taking an illegal drug to perform illegal sex acts. And I had never questioned my sexuality until I had changed my gender in order to have sex with men. Everything I was doing seemed so out of character for me that I guess it wasn’t that surprising that I would have lingering anxiety that would bubble to the surface every now and then.

Despite the dream and the guilt and the anxiety I was still determined to blaze ahead with my unusual enterprise...which was about to take an unexpected twist.


CHAPTER 6:

Misty Phillips was a woman who worked in the Accounting Department. I had always found her very attractive but she never dressed to impress or went out of her way to call attention to her looks. I always pictured her as one of those characters in a movie who look kind of nerdy and shy until they take their glasses off and let down their hair. I normally didn’t have any professional interactions with her so I was kind of surprised when she turned up at my office and shut the door behind her.

“What can I do for you?” I asked, secretly hoping that she was going to profess her hidden crush on me or something.

“Gosh, I don’t even know how to bring this up, it’s just so embarrassing and kind of inappropriate for the workplace,” Misty stammered.

“Please sit down and tell me what’s on your mind,” I said.

“I overheard some guys bragging about this amazing...call girl I guess you would say...who apparently they had met through someone here in the office,” said Misty, who was obviously very uncomfortable.

“Go on,” I said rather mechanically.

“Well I don’t usually eavesdrop on people but they were so loud and they just kept talking so it was hard not to hear what they were saying. It sounded like you were the one who put them in touch with this woman,” said Misty.

“Men tend to say a lot of dumb things, especially where sex is concerned. I agree it’s totally inappropriate for the workplace but hopefully it was a one time thing and won’t happen again,” I said as I felt a bead of sweat dropping down my forehead.

“I don’t think I’m making myself clear here. I’m not mad I’m just curious to know whether you are the right person to talk to about arranging for this woman’s...services.”

“For yourself?” I asked.

“Yes. You see for a long time now I’ve had these...feelings about women. Not about any one woman in particular but just a lot of curiosity about what that might be like. I’ve never been with a woman before but I thought that maybe if there was a way I could try it without making any big commitment to it I could see for myself whether there was anything to these feelings,” Misty explained.

“So you’d like to hire a woman to have sex with you,” I said, wiping the sweat from my brow.

“Exactly. I mean I know it’s probably not your friends’ normal request but I’m willing to pay extra if that would help.”

I had never serviced a female client and never even thought about it before. It honestly never even crossed my mind that there might be a market for that. When Misty walked in I figured there were two likely reasons, either she wanted a date with me or she wanted to bust me for pimping whores in the office. I was simply not prepared for this.

“Tell you what, let me check with her and see if she’s cool with it and then I’ll get back to you with her answer as soon as possible,” I said.

“Oh, thank you, I really appreciate that. I’ve just been so reluctant about trying to meet somebody online or going to a bar or something when I don’t even know if it’s something I really want,” said Misty before she left my office.

I was left with a lot of mixed feelings. I was definitely relieved that I wasn’t in trouble but not only was Misty not confessing her attraction to me she was telling me she was possibly a lesbian. Of course if I dated her as a man there was no guarantee that I’d ever have sex with her but if I serviced her as a client we’d cut right to the chase and I’d not only get to fuck her I’d get paid for doing it.

Taking her on as a client meant potentially expanding my customer base but it also meant that more women in the company would be aware of what I was doing and some of them might want to cause trouble for me. And there was also the issue of the fact that I knew how to have sex with a woman when I was a man but I had never done it as a woman. I would be presenting myself as a professional sex worker and would be expected to give Misty the same good time that I gave all my male clients. It seemed like it might be a risk not worth taking.

Unfortunately I really wanted to see Misty naked and after seeing how shy and vulnerable she appeared in my office I was all the more attracted to her. Of course it would be kind of a dating suicide mission because if I succeeded in turning her on to sex with women I would probably be killing any chance I might ever have had of going out with her when I was a man but this was a sure thing and the other was pure speculation.

I was just going to have to watch a lot of lesbian porn and read up on what women look for in a girl-on-girl situation. At least I already knew how to lick pussy and I felt that I was reasonably good at boob play so I wouldn’t be going in totally unprepared. I actually kind of looked forward to the challenge because I took pride in my work and thought it might be fun to do something a little different just to see if I could pull it off.

“Well I talked to my friend, Cassie is her name by the way, and she said it wasn’t her specialty but that she was definitely up for it,” I said to Misty later in the day when I found a chance to be alone with her. “When I told her how sweet and pretty you are she just couldn’t resist.”

“Why did you tell her that?” asked Misty.

“Because it’s true,” I said with a smile figuring this might be my last chance to flirt with her ever.

“I just hope she doesn’t expect too much.”

“Relax, you’re the client here. It’s her job to live up to your expectations,” I reminded her.

“My God, I’m so nervous. I don’t even know what to wear,” said Misty.

“I’m sure you’ll look lovely in whatever you choose. Cassie is very easy to be around and I’m sure she’ll make you feel comfortable and both of you gals will have a wonderful time,” I said.

Somehow I had managed to flirt as a man while functioning as a pimp and easing a woman’s mind about having sex with me as a woman all in one short conversation. Maybe my true calling was in public relations.


CHAPTER 7:

I always got excited about getting ready for a client but I was especially excited this time because it was going to be different. It wasn’t just a woman I would be servicing but a woman that I actually had a little crush on.

Fortunately I loved the ritual of preparing as a woman. When a man puts his underwear on as long as it’s not backwards he’s good to go but a woman tended to take her time with her panties. You made sure that it wasn’t riding up too much in the back or digging into your crotch. You’d fuss with it and smooth it out and check yourself out in the mirror. Same with a bra. You didn’t just stuff your tits in you tweaked and tugged to make sure it was perfectly straight and that both cups were properly filled and that the straps weren’t twisted.

Perfection was always your mantra. Your hair, your makeup, your accessories, you shoes, everything had to be just right, and even when it was you still ended up tugging and smoothing just to be sure. I think a lot men would have found this incredibly tedious and annoying, which is why men often got annoyed or frustrated when their wives or girlfriend seemed to take forever to get ready for just about anything. Fortunately for me it was always rewarding because I could see the results and it also served as kind of a mental transition into womanhood. The pill worked fast and gave me the body but the ritual gently guided me into the proper mindset.

Misty had booked a room in a rather fancy hotel, which made me feel a little bad because I knew that the place was expensive and would probably be kind of a burden on her salary, especially when you added in my fees. It certainly showed me how important this night was to her and made me even more determined than ever to make it magical.

When I arrived at the door of her room she answered it promptly but then just kind of stood there looking like a scared deer in the headlights.

“Hi, I’m Cassie,” I said. “You must be Misty.”

“Yes, yes I’m Misty, I mean hello, I mean won’t you come in?”

“Thank you,” I said as I brushed past her close enough for us to make a little contact. “That’s a very pretty dress and your shoes match perfectly.”

“Oh, thank you. I wasn’t sure...I mean I didn’t know what one wore to…”

“Just relax honey, you’re not under a microscope here. We’re just two girls getting to know each other and hopefully having a little fun together,” I said as I took one of her hands and gave it a little squeeze.

“Would you like a drink? The champagne just came with the room I guess, I didn’t order it,” said Misty.

“That would be lovely,” I said.

I normally didn’t drink on the job nut this wasn’t a normal trick and I thought maybe a little booze would loosen Misty up a bit. She was obviously scared shitless and I had a feeling she would call the whole thing off at any minute if I didn’t take control of the situation soon.

Misty poured the champagne and I took her over to the foot of the bed where we sat quite close to one another sipping our drinks. I had been dead on in my assessment of her potential beauty because now that she had her hair down and was wearing a tight dress that accentuated her body she was really hot. I was going to have no trouble at all trying to please her sexually but I hoped that she was looking at me the same way.

“So is this really your first time with a woman?” I asked.

“Yes, definitely. Does it show?”

“No, I was told that you hadn’t done this before,” I said reassuringly. “Not even in college? No experimenting with a roommate?”

“No, I lived off campus at home,” Misty replied.

“Too bad. Think of what you might have missed,” I joked. “How about earlier, when you were at that age when you start to notice boys. You never practiced kissing with a girlfriend?”

“Oh, my God...how did you know?” asked Misty.

“We all do that honey,” I said with a little laugh. “So you have kissed a girl before at least. Did you like it?”

“Yes,” Misty said softly. “But that made me feel guilty.”

No doubt it did I thought. Girls tend to be more open about exploring their sexuality but the gay thing was obviously a hurdle for women sometimes too.

“Was she pretty?” I asked.

“Who?”

“The girl you kissed.”

“Kind of.”

“Do you think I’m pretty?”

“I think you’re gorgeous.”

“You’re so sweet! I think you’re gorgeous too,” I said as I put my champagne glass on the floor and touched Misty’s face before kissing her.

Misty put her glass down as well and started to kiss me back but suddenly she kind of panicked and looked like she might even be on the verge of tears.

“I’m sorry, I’m, sorry, I’m sorry,” she wailed. “I’m just so scared.”

“Oh, honey that all right,” I said as I hugged her and held her in my embrace. “It’s okay to be scared. We’re always scared of something new. Look, I’m not going to be watching the clock that closely so we can take as much time as you want and go at your own pace.”

“You must think I’m a total ninny,” said Misty as she took her head off my shoulder and looked me in the eyes.

“No I think you’re a total hottie,” I said as I kissed her again, this time with open mouth.

We kissed a little more and Misty was definitely starting to warm up. I decided to kick things up a notch so I stood up and turned my back to her.

“Unzip me?” I asked, looking over my shoulder.

I wanted to get her involved in the process and unzipping my dress was both a harmless courtesy that any woman would relate to as well as a sexual act, considering what we were both there to do. Once I was unzipped I wiggled out of my dress and set it aside. Then I turned back to face Misty.

“Would you like to see my breasts?” I asked.

“Yes please,” she replied in an almost childish voice.

My bra fastened in the front so it was literally a snap to unsnap it and then I pulled it off and tossed it on the floor.

“Do you like them?” I asked as I started lightly squeezing my boobs.

“They’re amazing,” she replied. “Are they real?”

“You tell me,” I said as I took her hand and placed it on one of my tits.

Misty started out rather tentatively fondling my breast but then she reached out with her other hand and got a little more aggressive.

“Okay, I showed you mine now you show me yours,” I said trying to amplify the schoolgirl experimentation theme.

Misty stood up and I helped her out of her dress and then removed her bra. Her tits were even better than I had always imaged they would be and we spent some time exploring each other’s bosoms and rubbing our boobs together. Suddenly Misty started sucking on my nipples without being prompted and I knew we were on the right track.

“That feels wonderful baby,” I said softly as I began to stroke her hair.

And it did feel wonderful. When I had fantasized about having sex with Misty in the past my nipples were never in the picture but now that they were I was really enjoying it. When Misty came up for air we kissed a little more and then I pushed her down on the bed.

“Okay,” I said as I put my hands on my hips, “let’s have some real fun now!”


CHAPTER 8:

The “real fun” began with me pulling her panties off and spreading her legs so that I could get a good look at her snatch. She was very neatly groomed and I wondered whether she always had it that way or had shaved for this special occasion. I ran my fingers all over her pussy and spread her lips and very lightly rubbed the hood of her clit.

“Can I see your...pussy?” Misty asked very politely.

“Of course you can sweetie,” I replied.

She proceeded to take my panties off and basically did for me what I had been doing for her. This was much slower than I usually went but I was getting incredibly turned on.

“I’ve never touched another woman down there,” said Misty as she continued to explore my nether regions.

“Well I like the way it feels when you touch me,” I said sincerely. “You can give it a little taste if you like.”

Now ordinarily one would think that the client would be the one wanting to get their pussy licked but since Misty wasn’t an experienced lesbian it would be good to experience her to be proactive. She’d probably had her pussy licked by men but she’d obviously never licked a pussy herself. That soon changed as she got down between my legs and started to eat me out. And it wasn’t just a shy little lick or two she was really doing some serious carpet munching.

“Oh my God girl, I can’t believe you’ve never done this before...oh fuck...oh fuck...that’s some kind of beginner’s luck,” I gasped.

Misty was probably on the right track by exploring her lesbian urges I thought. She really seemed to like tits and pussy and if you’re a woman and that’s your thing why waste your time with dick?

“I think maybe I should have a turn doing you now,” I suggested.

“No, I want to make you cum first,” said Misty as she popped her head up for a moment.

“Well I’m getting really close and it’s your party baby,” I said.

I think Misty must have watched some lesbian porn like I did to get ready for this because she was doing the whole routine. Licking, rubbing, finger up my cunt, finger up my ass, you name it. And of course she knew what a girl liked and that meant working the clitoris.

“Oh...oh yes...yes...uuuuuummmmmm,” I moaned as the first wave of orgasmic pleasure started to hit.

I usually enjoyed having sex with my clients, and sometimes they made me cum, and sometimes I made myself cum, but even if I didn’t finish I still felt really good. It was all about making them cum. Now I kind of wondered who was fucking who here because I had been getting most of the attention. It was hard to believe I was actually getting paid for this too.

My orgasm totally inflamed my lust and as soon as I could manage it I pushed Misty off of me and on her back.

“Now you don’t want to be a totally greedy girl, do you?” I scolded. “You have to let me taste you now.”

And taste her I did. As I said before I considered myself a pretty proficient cunnilingus practitioner, and although Misty had set the bar fairly high, I had a few tricks of my own that I broke out and it wasn’t long until she was creaming and screaming with delight.

I hopped out of bed and poured us some more champagne and we sat up against the pillows and toasted the moment.

“To the new lesbian,” I said as we clinked glasses.

“To the woman who showed me the way,” she replied.

I generally charged by the hour with prorating for overages. A regular working girl who needs to service as many men in a night as possible usually charges by the act and as soon as the guy cums the transaction’s over. Since I never did more than one client in a night the hourly rate made more sense and meant that I could charge more. If a guy shot his wad early but wanted the full time allotment then we’d fool around or talk or watch TV until he got hard again. And if he was still going when the time ran out he would always pay extra to get to the finish line.

With Misty I had been a little unsure what to charge or how to know when we were finished. Since erections were not involved there was nothing to wait for between orgasms. I had told her that I wasn’t going to be a real stickler on the clock, and we were past the original allotted time, but I was in no hurry to get out of there but I had to try to keep it professional.

“Well honey was it what you were hoping for?” I asked.

“Oh God yes, and then some!” she replied. “You were wonderful. It was the best sex I’ve ever had. No man ever made me feel that good.”

“Well you were wonderful too and it was absolutely my pleasure to help you unlock that door. I know you’re going to be very happy that you did,” I said as I kissed her again. “Now I know this room is very expensive so I want to at least chip in and pay for some of it.”

“No, no, we went way over the time. I want to give you some more money,” Misty insisted.

“I don’t usually turn down extra pay but there’s no way I’m letting you give me more money,” I said with a laugh. “I had a great time, and while I shouldn’t be saying this, I would have had a great time even if you weren’t paying me.”

I finally got her to let me knock a few bucks off the tab and made my farewell. It had been a night full of surprises. Misty was a slow starter but once she got going she was a little dynamo. And I had enjoyed girl-on-girl sex way more than I had ever anticipated. It kind of messed up my theory that I was always straight according to what body I was in because there was nothing straight about what we were doing. I had assumed that since I had wanted to fuck her as a man I’d be a little disappointed having to settle for the lesbian thing but now I kind of wondered if I would have enjoyed it as much had I been male.

There was a wonderfully female connection there. There was exploring and sharing and celebrating our femininity and there was also torrid, passionate, sex. I knew that lesbian sex looked hot in videos but boy it could sure live up to the hype too.

The next day Misty came to my office to thank me, just like my male clients tended to do, only she looked very different. Her hair was down and she was wearing a tight blouse that might have been just a little too unbuttoned for office attire. She also had more makeup on than usual and looked absolutely stunning.

Unlike the guys she didn’t kiss and tell about any of the details of her encounter but she was extremely happy and I thought that the lesbians in this city owed me a big debt of gratitude for what was about to be unleashed on them.


CHAPTER 9:

When my boss Mr. Anders called me into his office it was definitely a cause for a little concern. I wasn’t generally high enough on the pecking order to be consulted by him directly on business matters. That’s what middle managers were for. He did tend, however, to fire people in person so that was a definite possibility on my mind as I made my way to what might be the end of my job. I was suddenly very glad that I had that big pile of money in my safe at home because I might need some cash to see me through to my next gig.

“Have a seat Don,” said Mr. Anders once I entered his office.

I couldn’t tell from the tone of his voice where this might be heading but at least he knew my name. I squirmed in my chair a little but tried to act nonchalant.

“I’m not going to beat around the bush here. Now it’s come to my attention that you have a female friend who is, shall we say, open to propositions,” said my boss.

“If you just let me explain sir I think that…”

“Relax Donny Boy, I’m not here to rake you over the coals. I think what you’re doing shows a lot of real initiative and I admire that. In this day and age an office romance can quickly turn into a lawsuit. But men are still men and they have urges…well I digress. From what I hear this lady friend of yours is something kind of special. I don’t suppose you have a picture of her,” said Anders.

I always had a picture of Cassie in my phone in case a perspective client wanted some additional inducement so I quickly brought it up and showed it to my boss.

“Yowza!” said Mr. Anders. “Now that’s what I call a woman.”

Donny Boy? Yowza? Was my boss really talking to me like this or was I having another dream.

“What I particularly want to know is whether this friend of yours would be open to a little role-playing,” Anders continued after handing back my phone.

“Role playing sir?”

“You’ve probably noticed that I have a very attractive secretary,” said.

Everyone in the office was well aware of Ms. Pettite and how incredibly hot she was. I practically got a hard on just standing by her desk waiting to get buzzed in and I figured I was probably going to get fired.

“Yes, she is very attractive,” I said.

“Well I’ve worked very hard to get where I am in life and I’m not about to risk pissing it all away over some sexual harassment thing. That doesn’t mean that I don’t sit in here sometimes daydreaming about bending her over my desk and going to town on her but our relationship has always been and always will be strictly professional. Besides, she’s a damn good secretary and impresses the hell out of people when they come to my office because they always assume that I’m fucking her,” said Mr. Anders.

“So you want someone to help you act out that fantasy?” I ventured.

“Precisely. I think we understand each other quite well. I would like a surrogate for Ms. Pettite. Someone who can play the part of a secretary only without the potential litigious ramifications. Do you think she’d be up for that sort of thing?”

“Well it’s not how she normally works, and I don’t know how great her acting skills might be…”

“I’m not looking for freaking Meryl Streep or something. If she dresses like a secretary and carries a notepad I’m sure I can handle the rest,” said my boss. “Just be a sport and ask her for me, will you? Whatever she normally charges tell her to double it and hopefully that will cover any additional expenses or whatever. We’ll do it here in my office after hours or perhaps on a weekend, whatever works for your friend.”

“I will definitely ask,” I said as I stood up and shook his offered hand.

“I’m counting on you son. Don’t let me down.”

So I wasn’t getting fired, at least not as long as I fucked my boss while dressed like a hot secretary, but I was going to have to fuck my boss while dressed like a hot secretary. Physically that didn’t bother me at all. Mr. Anders was certainly older than any of my other clients but he was a very handsome and distinguished looking man. It was just kind of a shock that Cassie’s fame had spread that far up the chain of command.

It honestly looked like a win-win for me. It was a chance to get in good with my boss, which could only help my career, and it would be great to have a powerful protector in case anyone ever tried to cause trouble for me, and I was going to be getting double my usual fee. Of course he didn’t ask what my usual fee was so I could charge him anything but I was going to be very careful about that. He might have already found out what others were paying so trying to rip off my boss to make a few extra bucks could ruin a very good thing. I wasn’t that greedy. Double was very generous.

It was the acting part that worried me. I had no background in that except a small part in a school play back in 4th grade. Of course everything about being Cassie was kind of an acting job. I wasn’t nearly as smooth and sophisticated as she was, which sounds crazy because we were the same person, but what I mean is that I never projected that kind of silky confidence and cool sophistication when I was a man. I didn’t really have the looks for it and I think I would have seemed pretentious if I had tried. Cassie, on the other hand, completely had the looks for it and it all seemed very natural when I was her.

Once again I decided to turn to adult videos for inspiration. The sexy secretary getting drilled by her boss in the office was one of the classic tropes of porn, and one that I had always personally enjoyed. I didn’t have a secretary but it was an aspirational fantasy and I could picture myself having a nice office someday, like Mr. Anders, and having a sexy secretary who would happily take my dick along with dictation. Those fantasies had never seen me in the role of the secretary but it shouldn’t be that hard to switch parts I figured.

Of course I got back to my boss and told him that Cassie was very open to his proposition and we made an appointment for the next free Saturday night. I made a point of looking at Ms. Pettite’s clothes, instead of just staring at her tits, but she didn’t really dress very provocatively so I figured I would need to crank that up a little. Not over the top like a Halloween costume but more like...well...more like Misty was dressing these days ironically.

It was kind of weird to be coming to the office to have sex instead of going to a hotel and it would be the first time I had ever been in that familiar building as Cassie. I would even have a new last name. I had always just been Cassie and nobody had ever pressed me for more but as part of the office fantasy Mr. Anders wanted to know my last name and since I couldn’t use my real one I became Cassie Chambers...or CC to my more intimate friends, if I actually had any of those.


CHAPTER 10:

“Ms. Chambers could you come into my office please,” said the voice on my intercom.

The man knew what he wanted and he wanted me to sit at the desk and wait to be called for. He’d probably reached for that buzzer many times thinking that he would finally break down and have his way with Ms. Pettite only to pull himself back from the brink of disaster. Now all that pent up sexual frustration was about to be unleashed on my poor little feminine body. I just hoped he wouldn’t have a heart attack or something.

“How can I assist you Mr. Anders?” I asked, adopting my best secretarial voice.

“I’ve noticed that some of your work has become a little subpar as of late,” said Anders.

“I’m sorry sir. I’ll do better I promise,” I said.

“I don’t know if that’s good enough, frankly. I think perhaps you should be punished.”

“Whatever you think sir.”

“Come over here Ms. Chambers.”

I walked over to where he was sitting behind his desk and he reached out and bent me over his lap. Then he pulled up my skirt.

“This is for your own good Ms. Chambers. It gives me no pleasure to have to treat you this way.”

Then he spanked me. It was very different than the way I was usually treated but I could feel myself getting quite aroused. I think the fact that the man was actually my boss kind of fed into the fantasy. Even though I wasn’t his secretary in real life I was an underling of his and I had the same fear and respect of his power over me that his secretary might have.

“I’m really sorry Mr. Anders, I won’t let it happen again,” I whined. “Isn’t there some other way I can make it up to you.”

“What did you have in mind young lady?” asked Anders as he stopped spanking me but left me bent over his lap.

“I’ll do whatever you ask,” I replied,

“No, I want you to decide,” he said sternly.

“Yes sir,” I said as I slipped off his lap and onto the floor.

I began to unfasten his pants and he didn’t try to stop me so I assumed he was happy with the choice I had made. I reached in his trousers and fished out his cock and was genuinely kind of stunned by how well-hung he was.

“Oh, Mr. Anders...I knew you were a big man in the company but I never knew you were that big,” I said as I started stroking his thick hard shaft.

I don’t know where that line came from. Maybe I saw it in one of the videos I had watched or maybe it just came to me but I think I delivered it with pretty convincing sincerity because his cock was very fucking awesome.

Once again the line between fantasy and reality got kind of blurred. I wasn’t in my element. I wasn’t in control like I usually was. I was in my place of business interacting with my boss, although he of course had no idea who I really was. I was actually kind of humbled and intimidated by the power dynamic. He was pretending to be my boss but I knew that he really was and that was making me horny when he was spanking me. Now that I had his huge dick in my hand I felt like it would almost be an honor to be allowed to suck it.

“Well Ms Pet...I mean Ms. Chambers, I hope you learn a lesson from this,” said Anders, catching his slip quickly.

“I know I have a lot to learn sir but you’re the man who can teach me,” I said just before I went down on his prick.

Now I’m a professional whore and I’ve sucked a lot of cock and I knew that I was very good at it but I had never wanted to suck a cock as desperately as I did at that moment. The silly role playing was certainly working for me. Usually I was more detached from the sex I was performing and trying not to associate the dick in my body with a co-worker I would see in the office. Perhaps because Anders was my boss instead of an equal I felt more free to embrace the pleasure of having sex with a man. Or maybe I couldn’t resist that incredible cock that was going deep down my throat despite it’s prodigious dimensions.

“Oh God...mmmmm...damn that’s good,” said Anders.

That was music to my ears. I always loved getting praised for my looks or how sexy I was or how good I was in the sack. As Carrie I got a lot more praise than I usually did as Don, which was one of the many reasons I liked being Carrie so much. Don at least got the compliments for pimping Carrie out but that was obviously still tied to me being Carrie.

Suddenly Anders grabbed my head but it wasn’t to push it down on his dick it was to lift it off of his cock so that I could look up at him.

“Show me your tits,” he commanded.

I wasn’t quite sure if we were still role playing at that moment so I didn’t add any dialogue and just stood up and unbuttoned my blouse. Anders took the next step by reaching out and pulling my bra down so that my boobs popped out.

“Magnificent,” he said almost under his breath.

I got up in his lap facing him in the chair and he buried his head between my breasts before he started to explore them more closely. His hard tool was pressed up against my pelvis and I really wanted to stuff it inside me but he was the client and this was his fantasy and if he wanted to fuck me he’d fuck me when he felt like it. Taking initiative might be appreciated but this was a fantasy about his dominance and my submission so I decided that it was probably best to just be obedient and let things play out.

He seemed to really like my tits and spent a lot of time playing with them and I couldn’t blame him for that. My tits really were magnificent and men were always surprised that I didn’t have implants. My boobs landed in what I thought of as the Goldilocks zone of breasts. Not too small, not too big, they were just right.

Since he seemed to like my rack so much I decided to throw caution to the wind and forget about the script despite my intention to simply follow orders. I got back on my knees and put his cock between my breasts and squeezed them tightly together so that he would have a nice snug pocket as I moved up and down on his shaft.

“Oh God,” he moaned again and I figured my initiative had indeed been appreciated.

The few times that I had titty fucked in the past I was stationary and the man was providing all of the motion but in the position we were in here I had to drive the engine which was kind of fun but also a little tiring because we did it for quite a while.

“Finish me,” he ordered suddenly and I was very happy to oblige.

I had been staring at the tip of his dick popping out of my cleavage and it had literally made my mouth water. Being free to feast on his cock again I devoured it. His hand ended up on my head again but this time it was to push me down, which he really didn’t have to do because my chin was hitting his balls already and I couldn’t go any deeper.

The pulsating in his shaft increased and I could feel him getting even harder and I knew that he was about to explode so I shifted my attention to the rim of his helmet and began to gently squeeze his balls. That did the trick because it wasn’t long before he began to ejaculate and to my surprise his cum actually tasted really good. It was like a semi-sweet heavy cream or something and it was good that I liked it because he just kept pumping it into me. For an older man he was definitely not lacking in virility.

“Delicious,” I said as I looked up at him and licked my lips once he had finally finished.

“Everything about you is delicious my dear,” he said as he pulled me back up on his lap and held me there. “But I fear we may have gone a little over our time.”

I hadn’t even been thinking about the time but glancing at the clock on his desk I could see that we had run over by a fair amount.

“I’ll obviously pay for the overtime but I was wondering whether I might also make it up to you by buying you dinner or a drink or something?” he suggested.

“It’s very tempting but I think we should probably keep this on a professional level,” I said.

“Even in my fantasies I have to keep things on a professional level I guess,” he joked.

“Maybe next time...if there is a next time that is,” I offered.

“Oh, there will definitely be a next time I promise you. We’re just getting started.”


CHAPTER 11:

My mind was officially blown. When I was with Misty it had been the first time I sort of wished that I was actually a woman because the thought of being in a lesbian relationship with her seemed very appealing. But that kind of made sense to me. I had always liked women and I had been secretly admiring her for a long time so when I got the chance to be with her and it exceeded my expectations it was easy enough to imagine that dating her as a woman would be just as good, if not better, than dating her as a man.

Being with my boss it wasn’t so much that I found myself wishing that I was really a woman because I actually felt like I was a real woman. When I said it was tempting to accept his offer of dinner or drinks I wasn’t kidding. It had been very tempting. When I started the evening with him I was clearly aware that I was a man temporarily changed into a woman performing a service for money but somewhere along the line I didn’t just lose track of the time I lost track of my identity. I didn’t have to try to make myself think like a woman I had to try and remind myself that I wasn’t really one.

And that cock! I had seen cocks of all shapes and sizes but I had never been so profoundly attracted to one before. Or maybe I had just never let myself be attracted to one before because I had always managed to keep myself aware of my true masculine identity.

Maybe the role playing had been too much for me. Instead of just being Don pretending to be Carrie I had been Don pretending to be Carrie pretending to be my boss’s secretary. That’s a lot of identities to keep track of and perhaps that extra layer made Don kind of fade into the background more than usual.

The fact that Mr. Anders had not only made me feel like a real woman he had made me wish that I was one was even more troubling because I had been daydreaming a little about what it would be like to be Cassie outside of the limited perimeters of my side hustle. My experience with Misty had kind of intensified my curiosity. As I said before I loved the trimmings and trappings of being a woman and I loved the confident and sophisticated aura I exuded as Cassie. She seemed like a lot more interesting and dynamic person than I was so it wasn’t that hard to imagine that she might have a more interesting and dynamic social life if she had the chance.

This of course was an extremely tricky path to go down because it raised existential questions about who I really was and posed all kinds of logistical challenges as well as potential emotional peril. I couldn’t let anyone get too close to Cassie because she wasn’t real. She didn’t have a phone or an apartment of her own and had to turn back into a man during the work week. A certain amount of mystery might be alluring for a while but you couldn’t sustain that for too long. And then there was the question of my side hustle.

Since I could only be Cassie on weekends and evenings, and even then I had to be home on Sunday night so that I could secretly turn back into a man in time to go to work on Monday morning, that didn’t leave a lot of time to both date someone and work as a call girl. Did I really want to give up or cut into my lucrative second job just to find out what it was like to go to dinner and a movie as a woman? And what if I met someone I really liked? How long could I string that out before the questions became too difficult to answer or I tripped up and gave the game away? There was no long range future for Cassie so why get involved with someone emotionally knowing that it was going to be a very short term thing? Being a whore was the ultimate no strings attached, guaranteed sex lifestyle you could have and I made a lot of money off of it too. I could still wear great clothes and have some excitement and still be home by a decent hour.

So after all that logical thinking and pragmatic reasoning I found myself wondering why I was actually still considering the possibility of going out with my boss if he asked me again. I didn’t know. Maybe it was just that cock.


CHAPTER 12:

My second session with Mr. Anders was much like the first. I was naturally playing the role of his personal secretary Ms. Chambers again but the role playing seemed more perfunctory and kind of fell by the wayside as soon as he got me bent over his desk. He just seemed really anxious to fuck me and honestly I was really anxious to be fucked. I had really been anticipating the moment his big beautiful cock slid into my wet box and now it was finally here.

“Oh wow...it feels even better than I thought it would,” I moaned as he gave me the full length of his staff.

“You’ve been thinking about my cock?” asked Anders.

“Well it’s kind of hard not to. It is a damn impressive cock,” I replied.

“That really turns me on because I’ve been thinking a lot about you too,” he said.

Red flag, warning sign, bells ringing...I should have been horrified that I had opened up this line of conversation but instead I was excited by it. I liked the idea that he’d been thinking about me. I was really flattered because I was just a whore and easily replaceable for a rich guy like that.

“You bring out the animal instinct in me,” said my boss. “You drive me wild with desire and I haven’t felt that in years.”

“Are we role playing now Mr. Anders?” I asked between gasps.

“No. And call me Chuck.”

Chuck? Nobody called him Chuck. He was Mr. Anders. I think maybe I heard some executive in an elevator call him Charles, and maybe his mom called him Chuck, but for a humble desk jockey like me that was like being given a seat on the Board of Directors. Good morning Chuck. How’s it hanging Chuck? We missed you at the club the other day Chuck. It just didn’t trip off the tongue naturally yet. Of course most people at this company had presumably never been fucked by Chuck or sucked his cock so that did put me in kind of an elite group.

“Oh my God...oh my God...you’re making me cum so quickly,” I cried.

“You go ahead and cum as much as you want honey. I’m the only one who has to worry about making it last,” said Chuck.

That just triggered something in my brain. One of the things I loved most about being a woman was not having to worry about sustaining an erection. And I knew that multiple orgasms were possible but I wasn’t usually in a situation where that was likely to happen. As a prostitute I was totally focused on making the customer cum but Chuck was encouraging me to seek my own pleasure. He obviously had a lot of confidence in his own stamina, which I thought was very sexy.

As it turned out he had every right to be confident because he fucked me for a long time. I had started out with both feet on the floor but somewhere along the line he had lifted up one of my legs and put it on the desk which changed the angle of his penetration a little and made it a whole new experience.

I was usually kind of a gulper and a heavy breather more than a loud moaner unless I was really turned on or faking it. The sounds I was producing on that desk were definitely not fake and considerably more than just heavy breathing. I don’t think I could have faked those sounds because I didn’t know how I was producing them.

I felt so exposed and I don’t just mean my bare ass. He was doing things to me and I was responding instinctively and I knew that he could tell. It was a bad career move because a magician doesn’t want to reveal his secrets. It was good for a customer’s ego to feel like he had made me feel good but I didn’t want to go too far with that because they might start resenting the fact that they were paying for it. I think on some level most guys know that prostitutes are usually faking it or exaggerating at any rate but they probably know that their wives and girlfriends are doing the same sometimes so it’s a convenient fib that nobody really wants to scrutinize too closely.

Maybe Chuck would just think that I was better at faking it than most people but the way my body shook and convulsed and the sounds I made and the things I said in the throes of passion sure gave a strong impression of a woman in ecstasy.

“Ah...ah...ah...I don’t think I can hold it much longer,” Chuck grunted. “I’m going to cum inside you.”

“Yes, baby, yes! Cum inside me. Please cum inside me,” I moaned.

I didn’t have to ask again because he was quite ready to cum inside me. Chuck kind of growled when he ejaculated, which I thought was cute for some reason, and I just whimpered while he filled my cunt with jizz. As soon as he pulled out I turned around and dropped to my knees so that I could lick his sticky dick. Chuck had other ideas apparently as he pulled me to my feet, put his arms around my waist and kissed me very deeply

“Well it’s next time. How does a late supper sound?” asked Chuck.

“It sounds wonderful,” I said. “Just let me change.”

Yes I had brought a change of clothes along. I hadn’t fully committed to going out with Chuck but I figured it was better to be prepared because I didn’t really want to go out dressed like a slutty secretary. Fortunately on of the perks of being the boss was having your own private bathroom so I popped in there and changed as quickly as I could and did some major damage control on my hair and makeup and didn’t keep Chuck waiting too long.

“Wow,” said Chuck. “Now there’s the woman I saw in that picture.”

“Well you could have had that woman you know but you wanted to be the dirty old man and act your fantasies,” I teased.

“Well I have that woman now and I assume you’re off the clock,” said Chuck.

“I’m breaking a major rule here but yes, this is my free time,” I said.

“Considering the way you’re dressed I should at least compensate by taking you somewhere nice for dinner.”

Not surprisingly Chuck’s idea of a “nice place” was a bit swankier than what I was used to but fortunately I looked fabulous and I thought we made kind of an attractive couple. It may have been a tactical mistake to cross the line from business to personal but at least I was finally getting to find out what it would be like to go on a real date as Cassie.

I loved the beginning part where Chuck was holding doors open for me and taking my arm and helping me sit at the restaurant. And I was good through the ordering part because I could talk about the menu and ask Chuck if he had any recommendations. Once our order had been taken I suddenly felt like I had stepped out onto a high wire with no net under me.

What was I going to talk about? My imaginary childhood where I was a little girl growing up in the suburbs? Politics? Always a tricky subject these days. The weather? Fortunately I was pretty good at getting men to talk and being a great listener, interjecting just enough so that they knew I was hanging on their every word without having to actually contribute anything to the conversation. I imagined a lot of women were probably good at that kind of thing because men weren’t always great conversationalists but they often liked to talk at length about themselves or their interests.

“I’m sorry, I think I’m kind of hogging the conversation,” said Chuck at one point, basically proving my theory.

“Nonsense,” I said as I casually touched his arm. “I find it fascinating. Please go on.”

Was I born to be a woman or something? Sometimes it kind of felt that way. I just did things and said things naturally that seemed to be right for the situation.

I was kind of surprised and impressed that Chuck never brought up my profession. Usually guys wanted to know why I became a hooker and if I liked it or I had to do it for some reason. And sometimes you got the let me take you away from this life thing and sometimes people were just naturally curious. What’s the weirdest thing anyone ever asked you to do? Have you ever turned anything down? Do you do this all the time or just once in a while when you feel like it? Maybe Chuck thought it would be rude to bring it up or he didn’t want to think about that while we were “off the clock” as he put it.

“Okay I know I’m taking a huge leap here but I don’t suppose there’s any chance you’d like to come home with me tonight?” asked Chuck.

“Well what I might like and what I think I should do are sometimes at odds with each other but for the time being I think I’ll stick with what I think I should do and call it a night,” I said.

“Fair enough but I feel like I’m getting to you,” said Chuck

“You got me to have dinner with you and that was a major accomplishment so you should score that as a win in your book,” I said with a smile.

Chuck wanted to drive me home but I told him to take me back to the office where I had my car parked. In reality I had taken a cab so that there was no chance anyone would see Cassie getting out of Don’s car even though I could have just told everyone that I sometimes loaned Cassie my car. Living a double life was sometimes like being a spy and you could never be too careful but I wondered whether I had failed to show caution by stepping out of my carefully crafted role as a high class hooker. Only time would tell.


CHAPTER 13:

“So is it true that Mr. Anders has jumped on the Cassie ass train?” Jerry asked one day when we were both in the break room getting coffee.

“Look man, you know I don’t talk about you or any other client of hers. That’s for your protection as well as mine,” I said.

“I kind of get a kick out of knowing that I’m banging the same bitch my boss is, especially when he’s so much older, but I just hope he doesn’t mess it up trying to hog all the pussy for himself,” said Jerry.

“I don’t think you have to worry about that,” I said, hoping this conversation would end quickly.

“You know how these rich guys are. They find some hot younger chick and set them up in an apartment somewhere so they can have a private fuck pad. They pay the rent and give them spending money and buy them fancy gifts and they get a personal whore on call 24/7. If the chick is really lucky she might end up a trophy wife but the dude will probably just get tired of stuffing the same holes all the time and dump her for a new model,” said Jerry.

“You seem to have given this a lot of thought,” I commented.

“Look, Cassie is wonderful, but she’s like too wonderful to spend all of her time fucking a bunch of losers like us. She’s like movie star hot so it’s just a matter of time before she moves on to bigger and better things. I just want to fuck her brains out as often as I can until that happens.”

“I’ll make sure you get on the schedule,” I said.

“Cool man. Hey, you don’t know any other girls like that do you? I mean like a backup plan or maybe an addition to the roster to add a little variety?” asked Jerry.

“No, I’m afraid it’s kind of a unique situation,” I told him.

“I get it. But let me ask you...do you get to fuck her for free?”

“Oh yeah, anytime I want,” I replied.

“Damn I wish I had your luck.”

I should not have let anything Jerry said get to me but I just couldn’t help it. First off I wondered how Jerry had heard about Chuck being a client. Of course Chuck heard about Cassie from somewhere so maybe it was a bigger topic of office gossip than I thought. Then there was the issue of having to stand there and hear myself being totally sexually objectified like I wasn’t even a person. Obviously I couldn’t blame him for not knowing that I was Cassie but it still seemed like kind of a rude way to talk about someone, even if they were a prostitute.

Of course the real burr in my saddle was his whole monologue about how Chuck would want me all to himself and try to set me up in an apartment and all of that. In made me uncomfortable because it was pretty obvious that Chuck wanted more from me than just screwing by the hour. Jerry was probably full of shit, as he often was, but what if in this case he wasn’t? Was it that much of a stretch to suppose that Chuck might propose being my sugar daddy or something like that? And if Jerry was right about that was he also right that Chuck would get tired of me and I’d be discarded once the novelty wore off? Or maybe Chuck would be so smitten he’d make a proposal of a different kind and want me to be his wife and that was even worse.

Let’s say Chuck wanted me to be his mistress, could I even make that work? I’d have to give up both of my jobs and rely on him to take care of me, which he probably could do with no trouble. There would be no point in keeping my old apartment so I could get a Post Office box to collect Don Branson’s mail. Maybe if I told everybody I got a better job in Japan or something that would explain my rapid departure and why they never saw me around town. I knew I was probably overlooking some key points but when I thought about it the idea wasn’t quite as impossible as I had imagined.

Perhaps one of the key points I had tried not to think about was the fact that I’d be changing my gender and living as a woman full time. Oh yeah, and I would probably be in love with a man. I couldn’t really see making that kind of a drastic lifestyle change without being in love with Chuck. I was doing fine financially and didn’t need a man to take care of me so in a lot of ways I’d be making some sacrifices to be with him...like giving up my cock and balls.

But what if Chuck just wanted to date sometimes with no immediate plans to install me somewhere as his private fuck toy? Then I’d be dealing with the issues I had wrestled with before about how to keep the truth hidden and keep my life as a man going while trying to juggle my career as a hooker with a social life as a woman. And I couldn’t be the attentive listener forever. Eventually Chuck would want some information about me and that was a minefield where one false step could make everything blow up in my face.

It would have been great to be able to just takes things slow and see how it went but this was a chess game that I needed to be several moves ahead on at all times. I had to anticipate the variables and have some kind of a response prepared for whatever twists and turns came my way. That way I would stay out of jail, keep my job, not get my ass kicked and hopefully not ruin my life or anyone else’s.

Hopefully I was up to the challenge.


CHAPTER 14:

Chuck and I had just come back from a lovely dinner where we had enjoyed a little wine and were both feeling pretty good as we came into the bedroom. Now lest you think that you accidentally skipped a few chapters let me explain.

For our third encounter Chuck had made me the proverbial offer I couldn’t refuse. We would go to dinner but instead of going back to his place afterwards we would go to a hotel where I would spend the night with him. All of it would be covered by one incredibly large flat rate sum instead of billing him by the hour. In essence I was working as an escort and not strictly as a call girl. He had basically rented me for the night to do with as he pleased.

I did open up a little more at dinner and dropped a few comments about sports that seemed to surprise and please Chuck. There are millions of female sports fans but men are always shocked when a woman knows something about it, especially if the woman doesn’t seem like a tomboy or an especially butch lesbian.

As soon as we came through the door Chuck had me in his arms and I was quite happy to be there. Chuck was a good kisser and I was looking forward to doing a lot of kissing with him that night.

“You know when you consider the cost of the meal and the wine and the tip, and the valet parking, and another tip, and my prorated salary for the time we were in the restaurant that must have been one very expensive dinner,” I said.

“Worth every penny. Although it was kind of hard to even think about the food when I couldn’t think of anything but you,” said Chuck.

“I guess we could have gotten a doggie bag and you could have snaked on that between erections or something,” I joked.

“Wouldn’t work, I’d still be thinking about you. How else do you expect me to get an erection?”

“Oh I’m sure you have lots of erections that have nothing to do with me,” I said.

“Not lately,” said Chuck. “You’re kind of my primary stimulus.”

“You know we’ve never seen each other naked?” I pointed out. “And I’ve never even seen you without a shirt on.”

“Easily  rectified,” he said as he stripped to the waist.

“Oh come on,” I said. “You’re this big shot in business, you’ve got all this money, you look like one of those Italian movie stars from the 60’s and you’ve got a cock that’s bigger than my forearm. Couldn’t you at least be a bit human and have a little bulge around the middle or something?”

“Would you like it better if I had a bulge around the middle?” he asked.

“Fuck no. You look fine just the way you are. I’m merely pointing out that some men have all the luck and you appear to be one of them.”

“You forgot the most lucky part of all,” said Chuck as he came over and embraced me. “I’m here with you tonight.”

We kissed quite long and passionately and when our lips parted I felt my dress slipping off my body on its own. I hadn’t even noticed that Chuck had unzipped me while we were kissing.

“I better lock my purse up in the hotel safe. You’ve got very nimble fingers,” I said as I stepped the rest of the way out of my dress.

“You have no idea,” said Chuck as his hand slipped into my panties and from there quickly found my snatch.

My dress hadn’t allowed me to wear a bra so we were both topless but he still had his pants on while I was down to my panties and stockings but we were at least working our way towards nudity. It was kind of a big deal because I virtually never had sex as a woman without at least my shoes on. A lot of times if I was just giving a BJ I never took anything off. Actually going to bed with a man and spending the entire night was going to be a major first for me.

We weren’t totally naked by the time we hit the bed because he still had one sock kind of clinging to the end of his foot and my panties were about halfway down my legs but it was pretty darn close. Whatever that sock was concealing wasn’t going to be a deal breaker for me.

Nothing about Chuck had seemed like a deal breaker so far. He actually seemed too good to be true. Of course a lot of men had said that about me and unfortunately they were right. I wasn’t true. I wasn’t just not what I appeared to be I wasn’t real at all. But damn if I didn’t feel real rolling around that bed with Chuck. I was so horny I started humping his leg like a dog.

Suddenly Chuck rolled me on my back and pounced on my upper torso. He had my arms pinned down with his knees and his cock was sort of swaying in front of my face.

“I know I’m paying for this and I’m perfectly fine with that,” he said. “But we both know that you really, really want this.”

I tried to struggle and break free but it was pointless. I was pegged to that mattress. Chuck moved his cock a little closer so that I was almost touching my lips.

“You really want this don’t you?” he said.

I stuck my tongue out trying to reach the top of his dick but he pulled it back just enough to keep me from making contact.

“You really want this don’t you?” he repeated.

“Yes I really want this. I want this so bad,” I said softly.

“Good. That will make tonight so much more enjoyable for both of us,” said Chuck before making another sudden move that found him on his back and me sitting on top of him.

I didn’t hesitate for a second and just got myself mounted on his dick and started riding before he could pull some other wrestling move and have my legs behind my head or something...which had definite possibilities of its own but I wanted action right there and then.

It seemed a little unfair that Chuck had made me admit that even though this was technically a job for me that I was also doing it for my own pleasure. But there was nothing wrong with enjoying your work. I’m sure a lot of rock stars love playing music and would still be playing music in their garage if they weren’t famous. If someone wants to pay you a bunch of money to do what you love why wouldn’t you take it?

“You’re sneaky,” I teased. “You unzip my dress without me knowing it and you use your big cock as bait to lure me into confessing my lust for you.”

“All’s fair in love and war they say,” Chuck replied.

“And which is this?” I asked.

“Perhaps we’ll find out as the night progresses.”


CHAPTER 15:

I rode him fast and I rode him slow. I let him do the thrusting and I filled myself with his cock completely and rubbed my pelvis against his. Sometimes he grabbed my tits and sometimes I grabbed my tits and sometimes my tits just bounced freely. We probably could have made an instructional video on all the different things you could do in the cowgirl position. I felt so free and unfettered being naked and on top and not feeling the need to keep an eye on the time.

The fact that I was getting so much joy from being with a man was something that I had hoped to never experience. If being with men had been dreadful or repulsive I would have stopped being a prostitute immediately so I was glad that it was pleasant enough to do to not make my work total hell. For a lot of men there was probably no amount of money that would have made them suck another man’s dick but I had come up with a price and I could live with it.

I certainly had never felt motivated enough to off a man his money back, although I had kind of felt that way with Misty, but I wasn’t sure that I was going to want to keep Chuck’s cash. He was a superb lover and we seemed to click as a couple in a way that I don’t think I had ever experienced before. The guy even timed it so that when I started to cum he joined me within seconds and I experienced a simultaneous orgasm for the first time in my life.

When he seemed to be done I climbed off and went seeking any spare cum that might still be drained from his balls or licked off his dick and then I squeezed up next to him very tight. So tight in fact that I found myself slowly rubbing my crotch against his leg again.

“Are you in heat or something?” he joked.

“I think I must be,” I said with a laugh. “Either that or there’s just something about your leg I really like.”

“Feel free to rub your pussy on any part of my body you like,” he said.

We just lay there cuddling in silence for a while and it was a very beautiful feeling. There was just nothing wrong with having a guy make you feel that good regardless of what body you were in or had been in or would be in again in the morning.

“What are you thinking about right now?” I asked.

“Tacos,” he replied.

“See, I told you we should have gotten a doggie bag. You should order room service if you’re hungry,” I suggested.

“I’m just teasing you. I was actually thinking about how your eyes kind of sparkle.”

“Well if you’re trying to find out whether I wear contacts or not I don’t so those sparkly eyes are all mine.”

“You’re a very unusual woman, and I mean that in the best way possible. I’ve been trying to figure out what it is about you that’s so different and I think I’ve finally figured out your secret,” said Chuck.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, a little nervously.

“I think you’re from another planet. The eyes gave you away. They got everything perfectly human about you but your eyes are too bright and sparkly,” he said as he looked deeply into my eyes and I felt like I was about to cry. “Hey, I meant it as a compliment but you look like you’re about to burst into tears.”

“It’s a girl thing...you wouldn’t understand,” I said.

“You’re probably right about that because no matter how well I think I know a woman they’re always full of surprises.”

Oh yes my darling Chuck they are always full of surprises I thought. But most of them probably don’t have a surprise penis that you would see if my pill suddenly just wore off for some reason. You would probably be surprised to know that I was really a man, and a man who worked for you, and the man who had made it possible for us to be together like this. Being an alien from outer space seems like a much less difficult surprise to spring on you but alas I am only a human my darling Chuck...and I’m falling very much in love with you.


CHAPTER 16:

I knew I was in a jam. The more time I spent in that romantic setting having great sex and witty pillow talk the deeper the hook was going to sink into me. It seemed like the only sensible thing to do was to tell him to keep his money, put my clothes back on, and get the hell out of there but I knew that wasn’t going to happen. I mean...that cock! I wasn’t going to walk away from that when we had the room booked for the whole night. I just wasn’t that strong.

Of course if I told him the truth I’d probably be bounced out on my ear, if not thrown off the balcony, so that would at least alleviate me of the burden of having to flee but I didn’t really like those options.

Finally I decided to just have the best time possible. The damage was already done. The odds of my life just going back to normal seemed pretty slim so something big was probably brewing. Maybe it would be great and maybe it would be terrible but at least I’d have this one awesome night with this awesome man and there was no reason to spoil it by being a moody bitch.

We had more great sex that night, and a little more in the morning and then it was time to go. I tried to give all the money back to Chuck but he refused to take it.

“Look honey it’s enough that you offered to give it back,” said Chuck. “I made the deal in good faith and you honored the bargain. I’m just incredibly happy to know that there’s something more between us than just a business transaction. I would have paid ten times that amount to have found that out.”

“If I had known that you could have just given me the money and I could have told you,” I joked.

“That wouldn’t have been nearly as fun and I’m not sure you totally knew before last night. I was hoping but I wasn’t entirely sure,” said Chuck. “So when will I see you again?”

“My darling that is a complicated question that I can’t answer right now,” I said with a heavy sigh.

“But you want to see me again, right?”

“More than anything.”

“Then we’ll just have to make that happen when we can. Here’s my private phone number in case you want to contact me directly without going through Don,” said Chuck as he handed me a card.

I couldn’t help but chuckle at that because it was obviously impossible for me to do anything that Don didn’t know about.

“Did I say something funny?” asked Chuck with a quizzical look on his face.

“It’s a girl thing...you wouldn’t understand.”

If I had learned nothing else that night I certainly learned what a handy phrase that was. You could break it out in damn near any situation and it would stop a guy dead in his tracks as if you had just mentioned PMS or tampons. There were some mysteries about women that men knew better than to pry into.

It was painfully hard to pry myself away from Chuck but I knew I had a lot of deep thinking to do and the longer I hung around with him the more likely it was that I would just pull out his cock and start sucking again.


CHAPTER 17:

I was kind of screwed, although actually I wasn’t getting screwed at all at the moment. I just couldn’t bring myself to go back to servicing clients while I tried to grapple with my dilemma. The excuse was that Cassie had taken a much deserved vacation and would hopefully be back soon but there were a lot of disappointed men in the office I can tell you that.

When Chuck called me into his office and asked if I had been in touch with Cassie lately I told him the same story about her being on vacation and that I expected to hear from her when she got back. The look of sadness on his face was heartbreaking and I just wanted to throw my arms around him and hug him but that would have been really weird so I just assured him that I’d let him know as soon as I heard anything from her.

It was so frustrating because we were working in the same building everyday. I didn’t see him all that often but I knew he was there. Sitting in that chair where he had titty fucked me. Sitting behind that desk he had bent me over. All I had to do was pop a pill and we’d be off to dinner and then a hotel or his house or probably anywhere in the world I said I wanted to go. It would all be so easy to just cave into my desires but the one variable I hadn’t figured on was that if I fell in love with him I couldn’t keep deceiving him, not because I was afraid I would be caught but because I couldn’t bear the thought of lying to him.

“I told you Anders would probably hog her all to himself,” said Jerry one afternoon when he dropped by my desk for no apparent reason.

“I told you, she’s on vacation,” I said.

“Yeah, well unless you get a postcard from Aruba or something don’t bet on that buddy. Women are devious and don’t be surprised if you find out that you’ve been cut out of the loop.”

“You may be right,” I said with a shrug. “But it was fun while it lasted wasn’t it?”

“Fuck yeah,” said Jerry. “I may never get to fuck a woman like that again as long as I live but I’ll always remember those times that I had her.”

In a strange way I felt really glad to hear that and I hoped that more guys felt that way. I had gotten into this for purely selfish reasons but I didn’t want anybody to have bad feelings over it and I certainly never meant to hurt anybody by it.

Finally after about a week of going around and around in circles I finally decided that I just had to end it. I had to end it with Chuck because I couldn’t tell him the truth and I didn’t want to lie to him anymore, and I had to end my call girl service because I just wasn’t into it anymore. I would just tell the guys that Cassie met some rich guy on vacation and married him so she wouldn’t be coming back. Then I’d just try to live my old life and hopefully in time this would all be a distant memory.

I went into Chuck’s office and told him that Cassie wanted to meet him for coffee that Saturday afternoon and gave him the address of the place. He told me to tell her that he’d be there and I was quite sure that he would. His whole face lit up when I mentioned her name and although he probably wasn’t getting the date he was hoping for at least he was getting a chance to see her again.

As I changed into Cassie for what I figured was probably the last time I felt very sad. It had been a really amazing experience being that woman and it was hard to imagine never being her again.

When I got to the coffee shop Chuck was already there waiting for me, even though I had arrived a little early. It was probably better that way because I didn’t have to sit around feeling awful for very long.

“You look beautiful as ever,” said Chuck once I sat down. “I trust that your vacation was…”

“Look I have to be rude here and cut you off. There’s no easy way to say this so I’m just going to say it. I can’t see you anymore,” I said.

“Is your mind totally made up or can I make a pitch here? Some people tell me I’m a pretty good negotiator,” said Chuck.

“No I think dragging it out will just make it worse,” I said.

“Is it your job?” asked Chuck. “Because I can understand if you’re worried about your financial security because I can help with that. I can take care of you or I can get you a job at my company if you want to be more independent.”

“You know I’ve fucked at least half the men in that office so that wouldn’t be a very comfortable situation.”

“I’ve got plenty of contacts. I could get you a job somewhere else,” Chuck suggested.

“It’s not the money.”

“Is there somebody else? A husband? Kids maybe, because I’m fine with that if there is. Well, the kids part not so much the husband,” said Chuck.

“No there’s no husband and there’s no kids,” I said beginning to wish I could just make myself invisible and walk out of there.

“Is it Don? I know you have a business relationship with him but sometimes when people work together they also have a personal relationship.”

“No it’s not Don it’s...oh fuck it...I can’t do this anymore. Yes it’s Don but not at all in the way you’re thinking,” I said.

“Does this have something to do with your business relationship with him?”

“No Chuck it has nothing to do with my business relationship with him. The problem is I am him,” I said.

“I...don’t understand,” said Chuck looking at me strangely.

“And why should you?” I said as I set a bottle of pills on the table. “That’s how I become Cassie. And when I go home I’ll take another one of those pills and become Don again and that will be the end of Cassie.”

Chuck looked at me for a long time and then he chuckled and then he just burst out laughing.

“You certainly had me fooled,” said Chuck.

“I didn’t want to fool you, not after I fell in love with you,” I said. “That’s why I knew I had to end this before it got way out of control,” I said.

“Wow...that’s actually a relief,” said Chuck. “I was so worried on the way over here because this is the kind of setting one chooses to break up with someone and when you confirmed that my heart just hit the floor. But now that I know that there’s no insurmountable obstacle keeping us apart this giant weight has been lifted from my back,” said Chuck.

“Maybe you didn’t hear the part about me being a man and all,” I pointed out.

“Who cares what it took to bring us together? The point is that we are together and we are in love and everything else is just working out the logistics,” said Chuck.

“Well if I didn’t love you before I sure as hell love you now and I think maybe you’re the one who’s actually the alien because most human men would have taken a swing by now.”


CHAPTER 18:

Chuck took me back to his kick ass apartment near the top of a swanky building with a breathtaking view of the city and I immediately flung myself to my knees and reached for his zipper.

“No, no, no,” Chuck scolded. “No cock until we talk about some things.”

“I could suck while you talk,” I suggested.

“That would be a distraction and we need to be thinking clearly.”

“Okay,” I said a little sadly as I got up from my knees.

“Well let’s start with some of the basics,” said Chuck once we were seated in the living room. “I would prefer that you not be a prostitute anymore.”

“I already gave that up once I fell in love with you,” I said.

“And I’d also prefer that you legally change your gender and live as a woman from now on.”

“I’d prefer that too but I don’t have any idea what’s involved in that or even where to start,” I said.

“Leave that to me and my lawyers,” said Chuck. “We’ll see that all the proper steps get followed.”

“Okay.”

“Now let’s talk about finances. I assume that your motivation to become a call girl was at least in part to make money.”

“Entirely,” I interjected.

“And knowing what I know about your sexual appeal and prowess I would guess that it was a fairly lucrative enterprise,” Chuck continued.

“Very lucrative,” I interjected again.

“So I’m asking you to give up a lucrative revenue stream…”

“And my penis.”

“And your penis.”

“You know I wouldn’t mind doing this in bed while we did some gentle fucking,” I volunteered. “That way we could both talk and be relaxed at the same time.”

“No young lady we’re going to sit here and hash this out before anyone does any fucking,” Chuck scolded me again. “Now let’s talk about your job. You said you’d be uncomfortable coming back to work because of…”

“The fact that I’ve fucked at least half of the men in that office.”

“Ah...yes...for that reason. So it appears that by asking you to give up prostitution and give up…”

“My penis.”

“Your penis, I’m asking you to give up your entire source of income which is obviously not fair without adequate compensation,” said Chuck.

“Okay.”

“Now is there some non-prostitution related business that interests you that I could help you get established in?” asked Chuck.

“I don’t know off the top of my head. I’d have to think about that. And you know I usually do my best thinking right after having an orgasm,” I said. “It sort of clears my head and let’s me focus.”

“You usually yell something like ‘yes daddy make me your bitch’ when you have an orgasm,” Chuck pointed out.

“Well that’s clear headed thinking. I’m focused on you making me your bitch,” I said. “Today I’d be focusing on fiscal matters.”

“I realize that these are all pretty dramatic changes and that they’re happening very quickly so I think perhaps the best course of action for the time being is to have you move into my apartment and let me take care of you and pamper you and spoil you shamelessly…”

“And fuck me,” I added.

“And of course fuck you…”

“Very hard and very often.”

“That goes without saying. So my suggestion is that you move in with me while you mull over your potential career options and once the legalities are taken care of we can move on to discussing a more permanent arrangement like marriage for example,” said Chuck.

“Okay,” I said. “Can we fuck now?”

“Yes we can fuck now so get that hot little ass of yours into the bedroom so daddy can officially make you his bitch for good!”


CHAPTER 19:

I had been living in kind of a haze ever since Chuck had started laughing at the coffee shop. It was like I was on some really powerful drug where I was aware of what was happening but it didn’t quite seem real.

I’d been so prepared to be sad that suddenly being euphoric had caught me completely off guard. I was going to be a woman forever and I was completely happy about that. When the option was put on the table I didn’t need time to think about it. I knew it was the right thing to do but didn’t really think that it would ever be possible. I’d never thought about the just let your rich boyfriend and his lawyers handle it because I assumed that if Chuck knew I wasn’t really a woman that would be the end of us. I guess no matter how hard you try you can’t really foresee every possible thing that could happen in life.

And I was in love with a man. Hooray! Who cares if I always thought I would marry a woman? It turned out to be a man that won my heart. So what? I didn’t love him just because he was a man and I didn’t stop loving him when I wasn’t a woman. This man/woman configuration we were going to have seemed like the best fit for everyone but I would have been open to other options if it meant keeping the one I loved in my life.

Did I want a job? I wasn’t sure. Maybe I’d get addicted to being spoiled or maybe I’d become bored eventually and want some new challenge to occupy my time. I’d always been business minded and career-oriented, which is why I had done by side hustle to begin with. Maybe I’d come up with something new that wasn’t quite so...controversial.

Would I marry Chuck if he formally proposed? Duh. I know that’s not a very sophisticated response but come on. You’d marry him too if you had the chance, you know you would. And have I ever mentioned that cock?

I bounced into the bedroom, ripped off my clothes and jumped on the bed. I tried to get on all fours but Chuck was right behind me and he wrestled me onto my back. Then he shoved my legs open and started licking my snatch, like I needed any foreplay at that point. Having my pussy licked was fantastic but I needed my man balls deep in my cunt.

It came as no surprise to me that Chuck was a good bean licker. He just seemed to be good at everything. I was whimpering and pleading with him to fuck me, despite how good the tongue bath felt, but he wouldn’t let up until he had me very close to the edge. Finally he let me roll over and get my ass up and then he was kind of crouched over my butt, standing on the bed, humping me like a cave man.

“Oh God baby yes! Do it to me! Do me like an animal! I’m still in heat!” I squealed.

It’s a girl thing. You wouldn’t understand...well...some of you would understand perfectly. It was that moment when planets collide inside you and you think you see the face of God although you’re just looking at the wall or a pillow or the ceiling or something.

“Yes my significant other make me your lawfully wedded wife with community property rights according to the laws of this state and in the eyes of God and men!” I cried just to mess with him.

“Don’t make me laugh, I’m trying to fuck you very seriously here,” said Chuck.

“I’m sorry daddy, I’m just being a silly bitch,” I replied in a girlish tone.

“I think we need to kick this up a notch,” said Chuck.

Apparently he literally meant that because the next notch up was my asshole and that’s where his cock suddenly appeared. I was positively loopy at that point and I think I said some crazy shit but I don’t really remember. We were rocking that bed so hard I thought it was going to collapse but it managed to stay intact all the way though the gigantic blast of jizz that eventually filled my anus and seeped out like gas when you top off the tank too much.

Then we were in each other’s arms and I realized that this was now my bed and my bedroom and my apartment...and my man, all because I read some article about some guy taking gender changing pills to be a prostitute and thought it sounded like an interesting side hustle. I hope that guy had as much success with his business as I had. Of course he just wrote an article about his experience and I wrote a whole book which should tell you something.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

This one started when I was thinking about doing a TG spin on the Billy Wilder classic movie The Apartment. In the movie a guy tries to climb the corporate ladder by letting his boss and other important men in the company use his bachelor pad for extramarital affairs but he falls in love with one of the women his bosses are sleeping with.

That was the jumping off point but as so often happens the story had a life of its own and so it became something very different. I might go back sometime and have another stab at making a parody of The Apartment but for the moment this will hopefully serve to satiate anyone’s desire for a corporate sex story with a TG romance.


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


NEW VIDEOS!

I’ve been having some fun making a few short 3D animated videos using the 3DXChat game. I also discovered a cool video site that I really like called Hypnotube that is packed with sissy hypno and other TG videos. You can find my new videos there at:

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-beach-house-by-stacey-zackerly-43647.html

https://hypnotube.com/video/the-club-by-stacey-zackerly-42938.html
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