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CHAPTER 1:

Gambling was the first domino to fall. After years of basically being confined to places like Las Vegas and Atlantic City, or at a horse track, everybody was selling lottery tickets these days and casinos seemed as prevalent as  a Starbucks coffee shop. Then came marijuana. Long demonized with Reefer Madness scare tactics the stuff had first gained some degree of legal status for its alleged medical properties. It wasn't long after that that full legalization for recreational purposes started to be approved. It was inevitable, I suppose, that prostitution would follow next. There was just too much profit to be made by taxing the shit out of people's vices, especially for things they were going to do anyway whether it was legal or not.

As a 21-year-old male college student the idea didn't mean much to me at first. There had always been a lot of available women around on campus so I didn't see myself as a guy who needed to pay for sex. Of course I had always paid for sex, one way or the other. Whether I was buying a girl drinks or going out on a date or giving someone gifts I was always paying for it. That's how I was raised. The man pays for everything. It just didn't seem quite as clinical and cold as leaving cash on the bed table.

Then one of my friends, Pete Wilkerson, convinced me to go with him to a new brothel that had recently opened up in response to the legalization of the trade. I have to say that it was a pretty mind-blowing experience. The girls were hot and they'd do anything you wanted...for a price, which actually seemed pretty fair. There was no coaxing and pleading for a blowjob and if you'd always wanted to try anal there were plenty of tight little assholes ready to be pounced on.

It also left the rest of your evening free to drink and play video games or whatever. If you enjoyed being with a certain girl you could ask for her again next time, or try something entirely new if you were in the mood to be different. No strings attached. No awkward should I call her again situations. It was uncomplicated.

So it made a convert out of me. Not that I had any intention of not dating normally anymore, but I knew that relief was just a short drive away anytime I wanted it. And the girls certainly seemed happy enough. It was a bright and cheerful place and didn't feel tawdry or creepy. It was sort of like sneaking into a sorority house after hours or something. You knew there was a delight behind every door.

I had come from a fairly rural community, that also happened to be a college town, but I didn't go to school there, despite the close proximity to home, basically because I didn't want to be a fucking farmer and there were better schools for my interests elsewhere.

I had just finished my junior year and was going home for the summer. My father had died a few years ago and my mother lived alone in this big old rambling house that had been there since before the Civil War. I knew that she must be pretty lonely and was anxious to go see her. When the opportunity came up for me to switch to an earlier flight I decided to grab it and surprise my mom by showing up before I was expected.

As it turned out I was the one who got the bigger surprise.


CHAPTER 2:

"Oh, yes...oh, yes sweetie...that feels so fucking good!"

The speaker was my mother and I was just an unwitting spectator. I didn't let her know that I was coming early and just quietly let myself in the house, hoping to catch her in the kitchen or something. Instead I had caught her in the parlor, buck naked, and bouncing up and down on some guy's dick.

Now my mother is quite an attractive woman for her age, and had she been anybody other than my mother I might have been pretty turned on by what I was witnessing, but she was my mother and I was kind of in shock.

"David! Oh, my God! What are you doing here?"

"I live here...I think," I answered kind of numbly.

My mother tried to cover her boobs with her hands, but they were pretty big and hard to cover. She remained seated on her gentleman caller's lap.

"I thought you weren't coming until Friday," she gasped.

"I wasn't, but I got a chance to catch an earlier flight. I thought I'd come home and surprise you. So...surprise."

"David, why don't you go up to your room and unpack your things. We can talk about this later," my mom suggested as calmly as she could.

"Sure," I said with a shrug as I headed for the stairs. "Oh...nice to meet you."

"Likewise," said the man with his cock up my mother's snatch.

I was blown away. I guess I knew that mother dated other men once my dad died, but it had never been quite this obvious before. I certainly never pictured her being quite so brazen and open about it. She had grown up in the South and been raised to be an old-school southern belle in many ways. I rarely even saw my mother and father kissing on the lips. I guess I sort of assumed that if she ever did anything it would be missionary position, under the covers, in a dark room.

It was a hard image to get out of my head, no matter how hard I tried not to think about it. I'd heard plenty of jokes over the years about my mom being a MILF or a cougar or something, but I knew that she wasn't anything like that at all. Or so I thought. I didn't get a great look at the guy but he did seem like he might be a little young for her.

Not too long after I starting putting my things away there was a knock at the door and my mother entered wearing a very nice silk bathrobe that I had never seen before. She had straightened her hair but obviously not taken the time to get dressed.

"Hey, sorry about that," I said lamely. "I didn't mean to scare your date away."

"Oh, he was just leaving anyway," said my mom, which seemed kind of strange considering what they were just doing a few minutes ago.

"So how long have you been seeing him?" I asked, trying to make some sort of conversation.

"I usually see him for about an hour or so," she replied casually. "Sometimes a little more, sometimes a little less. Depends on how quick he finishes."

I couldn't quite comprehend what she was saying. It sounded so cold and sordid. Why was my mom dating some asshole who just popped by to get his rocks off and then disappear?

"Look honey, I was planning to tell you this summer because I think you need to know some things. I certainly never planned for you to find out this way, but now that you have we might as well get it out in the open."

"What have I found out?" I asked with genuine bewilderment.

"This may be hard to listen to but I'm a prostitute and that man was a customer."


CHAPTER 3:

My family drama isn't really the focus of this story so I'll summarize the best I can. Apparently my father was a big fucking fraud. We had always lived a very comfortable life and money never seemed to be a problem. When I was choosing a school to go to I was pretty much free to pick and choose anyplace I wanted. But when my dad died it turned out that there wasn't really any money at all. He had cashed in his life insurance policy, mortgaged the house to the hilt, and taken on all kinds of additional debt to cover his horrible investment schemes, the support of his various mistresses, and his rather large gambling addiction.

Somehow my mother had managed to carry on as if nothing had really changed. I didn't know how she did it, but my mother was a very resourceful woman, and I figured my dad had left her well-fixed with a trust fund or something. To my utter dismay I found that my mom had been turning tricks while I was away at college to try and make ends meet. She had sold anything of real value that she had, aside from the house, and was whittling down some of the debt, but now it was starting to all cave in around her.

It was pretty hard to discover that your late, lamented , father was a philandering asshole with a gambling problem who didn't give a shit about his family, and that your mother was a whore. My perfect world sort of crumbled right before my eyes.

I couldn't blame my mom at all. She did what she thought she had to do. She had married incredibly young, presumably because she got pregnant with me, and had never been required to go out into the world and learn a skill. She had been taught to be charming and popular with the boys, a skill she was apparently now putting to financial gain.

We had hugged, and cried, and I had assured her that I wasn't judgmental, and that I would drop out of school and get a job at once, which brought her to tears again as she insisted that she wouldn't allow that, especially since I was so close to graduation.

After a lot of careful thought and deep soul searching I finally came up with my inspired, but slightly insane plan that I hoped might be the solution to my family's money troubles.

"I've decided. I'm going to help you with the business, mom," I announced firmly.

"I don't see exactly what you could do," she said, sounding understandably confused.

"There's this drug I learned about in college..."

"Oh, my God. You aren't doing drugs are you?"

"No, no, it's not like that. There's this sex change drug that makes a person turn into a member of the opposite sex until they take the drug again. I've never tried it but I was at a party once and I saw it work. I don't know how it does what it does but the results are incredible."

"I'm still not following you," said my mother as she sort of furrowed her brows.

"I'm going to take this drug and do what you've been doing," I stated flatly. "With two of us working we should double our income."

"You've got to be kidding."

"No, I'm totally serious. I talked to the guy who took the drug and he said it doesn't just change your body it changes your mind too. You barely even think about who you really are. You just become this new person. And apparently it really kicks your sex drive into high gear and makes your inhibitions go away. He actually told me that it was the greatest experience of his life. I was almost tempted to try it just to see what he was talking about, but I never did. But I know where to get the stuff and I'm ready, willing, and able to use it if it helps save the house."

"No son of mine is going to be a hooker," my mom protested.

"And he won't be. It'll just be this girl who's staying with you for the summer. I'm willing to try it at any rate. What have we got to lose? If I hate it I'll get some other kind of a job and we'll figure it out. Let's see what happens. It might not turn out to be all that bad."

There had been some more debate but my mind was made up. Prostitution wasn't illegal anymore and didn't have quite the same social stigma it once had, and we couldn't get arrested for it, so it basically boiled down to whether or not this drug would do the same thing to me that it appeared to have done to the guy at that party. I felt quite secure in my manhood and didn't worry too much about the implications of servicing other men. It was just a summer job. An unconventional one, but still just a job.

It took me a couple of days to round up a decent supply of the stuff but I figured I'd better have some on hand if this thing worked out. If I couldn't turn female I couldn't earn so I wanted to be prepared.

The first time I took the drug it was the weirdest damn thing I had ever felt. It was sort of like being ill because I got both a fever and chills at the same time, but it all passed quite quickly and then I was someone else. I was a rather pretty young woman with a nice rack. Everything felt different, but not as strange as I thought it might. I just kind of naturally fell into a sexy walk and I wasn't shy in the least about showing off my naked body to my mother, who was naturally curious about what was going to actually happen.

"My goodness! You're adorable," my mother gushed as she checked me out from all sides with a discerning eye for feminine beauty.

She knew exactly what kind of makeup I needed to accentuate my features and what sort of clothes would look good on me. I was some very promising clay for her to sculpt and mold into the ideal sexpot, and I think she was really enjoying herself. It probably reminded her of her own childhood when her mother pampered her and tried to teach her the proper ladylike way of doing things.

We weren't the same size, and my bosom wasn't quite as ample, but she still managed to dress me up in a number of different things from her closet, which was surprisingly fun for me as well as her. The guy hadn't been kidding. It wasn't like I had amnesia and didn't know who I really was, but that memory was kind of buried away somewhere in the back of my mind. If I didn't think about it too hard I could just think of myself as this girl, as if it was normal and I had always been this way.

"You've got a lot to learn and you've got to learn it quickly, young lady. Now what shall we call you?" said my mother as he looked at me carefully. "Priscilla? No, that's too formal. Sandra? Maybe."

"How about Scarlett, like Scarlett O'Hara?" I suggested. "I do have reddish hair."

I knew that my mother absolutely loved Gone With the Wind, and she took to the name immediately. I wasn't the southern belle she was, but I had watched her all of my life and she was definitely my role model now.

"We're going to the store and get you some suitable under things, and then you're going to get a crash course in how to please a man," my mom announced.

I had no idea what she had in mind but I was ready for anything, and buying some sexy lingerie sounded like a blast.


CHAPTER 4:

"Isn't she just priceless?" said my mom proudly as I came down the stairs in my sheer black lace camisole and matching panties.

I didn't even know what the fuck a camisole was before, but it looked very sexy and it felt pretty amazing against my bare skin underneath. I was presented to a strapping, well-built, farmhand named Turner, who was about 28 I would guess, and apparently a regular client of my mom's. He was being treated to a free evening of fun in exchange for letting me practice my technique on him, whatever that might be.

"Wow," said Turner as his jaw kind of dropped.

I think I might have blushed, although I had no idea what that really felt like. I had that mixture of slight embarrassment at the compliment, mixed with extreme satisfaction that I was getting exactly the result I had been trying to get.

"Why don't we make Turner a little more comfortable by helping him out of his clothes, sugar," said my mom, slipping into the slightly southern accent that she used sometimes when she was trying to be especially charming.

She was also dressed in lingerie, and had on this corset thing that made her bosom look even more impressive than it already was. As Scarlett it didn't really bother me to see her like that. I knew she was still my mom, but that was also kind of pushed to the back on my brain.

My mother took off Turner's shirt and I pulled off his pants. That required me to get on the floor, since I had to take off his boots first, and when his boxers came down and his cock popped up it was definitely the moment of truth for me. I was counting heavily on the idea that like the guy at the party I would become some sort of cock-crazed little slut and be totally into the idea of having sex with a man. As it turned out, I was.

"Why don't you stroke him, darling," my mother suggested. "That's it, nice and slow. Firm, but not too much. You should get him a little lubricated."

I don't know what Turner was thinking but I'm guessing that he was thinking that he was a pretty lucky son of a bitch. He had two scantily clad women hanging all over him and one of them was about to put her mouth on his dick.

I kind of licked his pecker and kissed it all over and then went back to stroking him in between. The natural lubrication I was supplying with my mouth did seem to be doing the trick.

"That's it sweetie. Isn't he a big boy? Such a fine stalk," my mother cooed.

Turner was a big boy, and not just his cock. He worked at one of the local farms and spent a lot of time outdoors in the sun, probably with his shirt off, lifting heavy bales of hay or something like that. At least that's what I assumed based on his rather tan and muscular physique.

I knew from my own experiences with prostitutes that getting head was by far the most popular thing that guys wanted to do so I had entered into this project with the full understanding that I would no doubt have to attempt to give a man a blowjob. I'm not sure that I had really planned on it being the very first thing that I did, but I'm guessing that my mother figured that I needed to be thrown into the deep end of the pool. I was either going to sink or swim so it was better to find out now before going any further with this crazy experiment.

So I took the plunge. My lips parted and I lowered my head so that the tip of his dick was kind of nested on my tongue and encased in my mouth. Then I started to move my head back and forth a little so that I was working about three inches of his prick or so. Meanwhile I continued to run my hand up and down his shaft in kind of a corkscrew pattern.

Somewhere along the line I looked up and saw that Turner had pulled my mom's tits out of her corset and he was squeezing them and sucking on her nipples while I was down below sucking on his big cock. I don't know which I should have been more appalled by; the sight of my mother having her tits fondled by some man I didn't know, or the fact that the same man's penis was in my mouth. For some reason I wasn't really appalled by either. I was too fascinated by what I was doing and the strange way it was making me feel.

I was going down on a guy...and liking it! I was starting to get really curious about what it would feel like to have that thing in my pussy. Fortunately I didn't have too long to wait to find out.

"Why don't you get on Turner's lap and let him see how pretty your breasts are my dear," my mother suggested.

He had probably already gotten a pretty good idea of what my breasts looked like through the very sheer material of my camisole, but I pulled it off and swung myself over his lap so that his dick was kind of resting against the crack of my butt.

"Do you like them?" I found myself saying as I cupped my boobs and lifted them for his inspection.

"Oh, yeah, honey! They're mighty fine. Both of you ladies have some fine titties," said Turner.

He played with mine for a while and then I felt my mother kind of lifting me up from the bottom and positioning Turner's erection so that it was lined up with my slit.

"Now lower yourself down very slowly," my mother whispered. "It might hurt a tiny bit at the start but that will pass. Just let yourself down at your own pace."

I held my breath and did as she told me. There was a brief moment where I thought that I was doing it wrong because he didn't just slide in as easily as I had expected but a moment later he began to disappear inside of me. My mom was still holding his shaft and I slid all the way down until I felt her hand. She pulled it away and I just sat there for a moment wondering what in the world was happening to me.

"Now just go up and down, honey," my mother said very sweetly. "That's it. Just like that. Now you know what it feels like to be a woman."

That was true. Surely it wasn't the only defining feature of womanhood, but it sure was one of them. I suppose out of natural curiosity I had always wondered what a woman felt when a man fucked her, but I never thought about it all that much. I was usually pretty busy thinking about how good I felt doing the fucking. As I began to ride Turner's cock a little harder and faster I was amazed at how good I was feeling. Good physically. Good mentally. Jus good in general. This was all for a good cause. Turner seemed like a good guy. There was just so much goodness all around.

"Goodness," I blurted out, as if articulating my thoughts. "This is...this is so...this is so...good!"

I wasn't expecting to be enjoying this, I was only hoping to tolerate it. I was doing it for the money. I was prostituting myself. I was a whore. And somehow that only made me more excited. It felt so dirty and wicked. I wasn't me, I was someone else, so I was free to do and feel whatever I wanted. This was all working out for the best. Wasn't it?

Before Turner could finish inside me my mother wanted to take the opportunity to give me some more pointers about blowjobs so I watched as she got down on the floor between his legs, where I had been at the start. Then she very patiently explained a lot of things to me and demonstrated all sorts of little tricks and secrets that could enhance a man's pleasure. The woman sure knew her business I had to admit. Why in the hell had my dad ever thought it necessary to sleep with other women?

Then it was my turn to try some of the things she had shown me and before too long I received my baptism of fire as Turner let loose with a pretty large load of cum in my mouth. I didn't quite know what to do with it so I just swallowed hard and gulped it all down, the way a good whore should.

After Turner had left my mother looked at me with the kind of proud expression I would have expected to see for bringing home a perfect report card or graduating from high school or something.

"You're a very brave girl, and you learn so fast," she said as she put her arm around my waist.

"Well, I've got a great teacher," I replied, not quite realizing how fucking weird it was to say that to my mom.

"This can be the end of it and our little secret," she said.

"No. I can do this. I want to do this. I really do."

And strange as it seems...I really did.


CHAPTER 5:

When I turned back into myself later that evening I had a kind of fuzzy recollection of the things that had just happened. Sort of like when you drink too much and wake up in a strange bed. Things kind of come back to you in bits and pieces. Don't get me wrong, I knew what I had done, but it almost seemed like I had been a witness to it rather than a participant. It was a pretty good way to feel probably for a straight guy who liked to think of himself as fairly masculine. Scarlett had done some pretty naughty things that were definitely not masculine at all, the slutty little bitch.

What really did seem to stick in my mind was the way my mom was so incredibly cool with what I was doing. She didn't seem like the same woman I knew, but then again, everything I thought I knew about my family had been turned on its ear. My mom may have turned to prostitution out of financial desperation, but she was obviously a very sexual woman. She knew shit that blew my mind. Where did she learn all of that anyway?

I knew that she had dropped out of school to raise her family, and that she didn't have any business training or experience of any kind, but it still seemed like kind of a strange thing to take on as your first job. How did she know where to find the men or what to charge or any of that? I was actually pretty impressed that she had gotten this business off the ground, seemingly completely on her own. It made me more determined than ever not to let her down.

My bedroom was remade to make it more suitable for romantic encounters. It shouldn't look like a messy guy's bedroom. We cleaned it up and moved some furniture around and added some feminine touches. It didn't really look like my old bedroom anymore, but it definitely looked more like an appropriate place to entertain gentleman callers.

That was what my mom usually seemed to refer to the customers as. They weren't Johns or tricks or even clients, they were gentleman callers. It was such a polite way of putting it.

At first she was basically relying on her regulars to have a renewed interest now that there was another, younger, girl in the mix. I was just a girl named Scarlett staying there for the summer. I was never introduced as her daughter or anything like that. It was a big house, and there were a lot of rooms, so nobody probably thought it was strange that she was renting one of them out, or whatever they imagined the relationship between us to be.

Some of those "gentleman callers" were strangers to me, but some were people I had known for years, like Mr. Rafferty, the local barber who had been cutting my hair since I was a kid, or Mr. Johnson, my old Scout Master. They didn't know they were fucking me, naturally, but I sure knew them.

I never would have guessed that they were men who would visit prostitutes, or that they would have fucked my mother, but I guess they were just men like any other. They had urges they felt a need to satisfy. And maybe they'd been lusting after my mother for years, for all I knew. Every time I was dropped off at a Scout meeting Mr. Johnson might have been leering at my mom's ass or something. I never noticed. I was just a kid. Now it was my ass he was leering at as I was bent over my bed with his cock nailing my pussy.

"What a sweet little thing you are," Mr. Johnson grunted. "What's a nice girl like you doing in a place like this?"

"Getting my brains drilled out by a big strong man who obviously knows what he's doing," I replied, adopting a bit of my mother's southern drawl just for show.

"That's right, honey. I'm going to give you everything you can handle and then some!"

My old Scout Master had some decent stamina for a man of his age. I guess all those nature hikes had done him some good. There was certainly nothing special about the way he fucked but he at least lasted long enough to get my juices flowing.

When he finished he seemed very pleased, as all of my gentlemen callers had so far. It looked like I was a natural whore. I knew how to banter with the customers and flatter their egos. It was all straight out of the playbook of the prostitutes back at that bordello near my college. Men just wanted to feel strong and powerful and it was my job to help them feel that way.

Things seemed to be going well but it seemed pretty obvious to me that even with the two of us putting out as often as possible it really wasn't enough. We had plenty of rooms. It suddenly struck me that we weren't maximizing our full potential here. I figured there must be plenty of people I knew who would be interested in a summer job that was a little unique and very enjoyable.

All I had to do was figure out how to recruit them.


CHAPTER 6:

"This is crazy."

"I'm telling you Bob, you're going to get your mind blown."

"Yeah, that's not what I'm worried about getting blown."

Bob was a very good friend of mine since childhood. We had done everything together, until I went away to the fancy university out of state and he went to the local college, as so many of my old friends and schoolmates had done. He was delighted to hear that I was home for the summer, but somewhat shocked when I told him what I had been doing...and what I wanted him to do with me.

"Trust me Bob, you're going to make good money. We're just taking a fair cut of the profits. You'd be amazed what people will pay for sex. But in all honesty this is about way more than just making some cash. I know it's hard to believe, but this is really an amazing experience. You've just got to try it to know what I mean," I explained as I helped Bob settle into his room.

He had agreed, in the theory, to go along with my radical proposition, but it was pretty obvious that he had a lot of reservations. Still, he had known me forever and never saw the slightest sign of anything gay or effeminate about me. We had both been on the high school football team. If I said that turning into a woman and turning tricks with men wasn't gay, and was actually a lot of fun, it was hard for him to totally discount it.

We had already installed another guy, named Jake, who was from my college. He was actually the guy who I had talked to at the party where I was introduced to the drug. It took a little effort to track him down, but apparently he was so impressed by that first experience that he had been dabbling with the stuff ever since, just for the fun of it. When I pitched the idea of him spending the summer in a brothel, working as a hooker, he actually jumped at it enthusiastically.

There was a local ordinance that said that three or more women working in the same house as prostitutes constituted a bordello, and therefore required a special permit. I had spared my mother the embarrassment of having to go to City Hall and request the form so I went as Scarlett, in a fairly revealing outfit. I figured it wouldn't hurt to try and drum up a little business while I was there. Word that a bunch of college girls were setting up a whorehouse near town was bound to get around pretty quick and we needed all the business we could get.

I wanted to get enough girls that my mother wouldn't have to actually be with the men anymore, and could just be the Madame of the house, but we weren't quite there yet. You may wonder why I hadn't been recruiting actual women but my logic was pretty simple. I knew what the drug did to me, and I was guessing that it would do the same to pretty much any man. It made you horny, wild, and uninhibited. I didn't know where to recruit experienced prostitutes, and just asking girls I had dated or something wasn't a very appealing idea, so it seemed like a stroke of genius to populate my cathouse with specially crafted pussy.

There was also the practical consideration that none of these "girls" would get knocked up or have to miss work because it was that time of the month. Jake, who had a lot more experience with the drug than I did, had assured me that you'd have to stay on the pill constantly for several months without a break before your body would start to adapt to the change and then, theoretically, you might actually begin to have full reproductive activity.

Plus there was the whole split identity thing. There wasn't a lot of guilt or shame when you didn't really think of yourself as the person you were before you took the pill. And once this was done we'd just go on with our lives with no stigma to deal with. Nobody would ever know what we had done as women, since we wouldn't be women in the future. No fear that somebody would recognize us or that it would haunt us down the line. We didn't really exist so we could do whatever the hell we wanted with no long term consequences.

I was no expert on sex as a woman yet but I knew enough by now to give my mom a break and train the new girls myself. I was going to have Jake, who was going by the female name Candy, practice on Bob, then have Bob change into Bobbi Jo, his female moniker, and practice on Jake. I would be Scarlett the whole time since I would want to be able to jump in and demonstrate things if I needed to.

I was in my working clothes when I went to fetch Bob and I thought his eyes were going to bug out of his head. He had yet to see me as Scarlett and it appeared that he liked what he saw.

"See," I said as I gave a little twirl. "You'd never believe that this was me."

"I'm not sure I believe it now," he replied.

"You'll be just like this too, but first we need your cock, so follow me downstairs."

We went into the parlor and waited for Candy to make her big arrival. She was also dressed in sexy lingerie, which I knew would help get her in the mood. Nothing makes you feel more feminine than frilly under things and I wanted her to embrace that femininity as quickly as possible.

As she came down the stairs she stumbled for a moment, her shoes not at all familiar to her yet, but just laughed it off and finished the journey unscathed.

"My, doesn't Candy look pretty," I said cheerfully.

"Yeah, good enough to eat," said Bob.

"Well, that's her job," I replied.

Candy actually giggled and I knew I had a real winner. Jake already knew of the wonders of this drug and how incredible it could be to turn female. I also knew that he'd be attractive, because I'd seen him as a girl before, and knew that he was quite capable of entertaining a man, or even a group of men.

I really didn't have to do or say much of anything to Candy. She knew what she was doing and she seemed anxious to do it. Even so I went through the basic drill my mother had taken me through and we used naked Bob as our crash test dummy.

I had seen Bob naked plenty of times as a kid; skinny dipping at the pond, or showering in the locker room after a football game, but I hadn't seen him this way in a few years, and certainly had never seen him erect before. He was a pretty fine specimen of a man. It almost seemed a shame to turn that body into a woman, but that was what he was here for.

For no good reason at all I jumped in a couple of times and took Candy's place servicing Bob's cock. I guess I was trying to show them some of the techniques my mom had shown me, but I was also feeling really horny and wanted a piece of that action.

When Candy finished Bob off it was time for them to switch, and it was with some sadness that I watched them going up the stairs, knowing that Bob would be coming back down as Bobbi Jo. As it turned out Jake wasn't bad looking in the buff either, and Bob was completely unrecognizable as a woman, so we got through the training session just fine.

Bobbi Jo needed a lot more instruction and practice, but that made sense. Candy had been doing this for a while now but it was all new to Bobbi Jo. As I watched her struggling a little to get Jake's cock down her throat I thought of how funny it would be if the football team could see us now. Two of their star players parading around in stockings and garter belts while they discussed the finer points of giving head. Life could be so strange and take so many odd twists and turns that you never saw coming.

It took another one later that night.


CHAPTER 7:

I heard my door opening very quietly and from the light in the hall could make out the shape of a man standing in the doorway. He closed the door behind him just as silently and crept over to my bed. I suppose he thought I was asleep so he seemed very startled when I turned on the lamp next to my bed. It was Bob.

"What the hell are you doing sneaking around my room in the middle of the night?" I asked.

"I want you to take this," he said, holding up a pill that I recognized immediately.

"What for? What are you talking about?"

"You know what for. I saw the way you were looking at me tonight. You couldn't take your eyes off my cock. And you kept jumping in when you didn't have to. That other guy..."

"Candy."

"Yeah, Candy, was doing just fine without you."

"So why aren't you in Jake's room right now?" I inquired.

"I'm not interested in fucking Candy. I want to fuck you. I want to fuck you so bad it's making my insides hurt. Take the pill and let me show you what I can do as a man."

"Bob, I don't know if that's such a good idea. You're here to be a woman and to fuck other men. It seems like kind of a shaky start to the enterprise."

"Look, I won't deny that the drug did funny things to my brain. Things that I didn't believe were possible. I'm going to stay here and do my job the best I possibly can, because I made a promise to you. But we're not on the clock now and it seems like we should be free to do whatever we want."

He had a point there, and I was certainly kind of excited by this whole clandestine meeting thing, but it was Bob, and I was David, and this couldn't be justified as trying to make money to save my house. Of course if I took that pill he was offering I would be Scarlett in just a moment and then I'd get to see Bob's beautiful body again and have it all to myself.

I won't say he forced it into my mouth, but I didn't reach out and take it either. I just didn't stop him when he placed it on my tongue. I swallowed it down and waited for the change to happen. As soon as it did Bob took off the robe he had been wearing and revealed his nakedness to me. I quickly removed my pajamas and threw back the covers so that he could join me. A moment later Bob's lips were on mine and we embraced tightly as we kissed. It felt good to be in his arms. Good to be making love as a woman purely for the pleasure of it, and not the profit.

When he got between my legs and prepared to enter me I looked up at him and locked eyes on his gaze.

"You know, there's a very good chance that if we go through with this things will never be quite the same with us," I cautioned him.

"I know," he replied. "They're going to be so much better."

Then he entered me and I didn't know what to think. I could understand Bob being horny, but he had already gotten his rocks off earlier with Candy. And he had gotten his dick inside me as well. Maybe that whole sexually charged experience had just gotten him so turned on that he still needed some more relief. Or maybe the fact that he had been fucked as Bobbi Jo was making him feel the need to reassert his manhood.

He was definitely reasserting it in a big way, as far as I could tell. His cock was filling me so completely and it felt wonderful. Our bodies were moving as one, and for the first time I was feeling something more than just the physical sparks of sexual intercourse. When I serviced men for pay there was almost always some pleasure in it. Sometimes more than others, but it was always just a game to me. I told them whatever I thought they wanted to hear, and pretended like they were the best fuck in the world. I still had very limited experience having sex as a woman but I could tell that what was happening to me now was something very different than I had known before.

"I didn't know you would grow up to be such a good lover," I said with a smile.

"I didn't know you would grow up to be such a beautiful woman," he grinned back at me.

It was probably okay for Scarlett to have a little fun in her off hours I told myself. She worked hard, she deserved it.

"Goodness!" I suddenly blurted out. "I think...I think...I think I'm going to have an orgasm!"

"Of course you are , baby. I plan to give you lots of orgasm from now on. As many as you can handle," he replied.

"Oh...oh...oh, God...yes...yes...yessssssssssss," I moaned as quietly as I could, not wanting to call attention to my room.

"That's my girl. I knew you wanted my big cock the moment I saw it," he whispered as he leaned in tight and flicked his tongue against my ear.

"I've seen your dick plenty of times before, silly. I'd just never seen it that hard."

"I'll bet you liked seeing it that way, didn't you?"

"Well...yeah. What's not to like?" I replied.

"Well honey, you can show me how much you like it anytime you want."

It definitely sounded like Bob was planning for this to be more than a one-time thing. Maybe that wouldn't be so bad. The men who came here were only interested in getting their rocks off and didn't spend much time worrying about my needs or desires. Bob had already made me cum for the first time in my short life as a woman, and it sounded like he was anxious to do it again.

Near the end we started to really rock the bed and I wondered if anyone could hear it, but we were too far gone to worry about it by that point. I had my arms around his neck and I was staring into his eyes as we both frantically shoved our bodies together, faster and faster, until I felt Bob suddenly tense up a moment before he erupted inside me.

Then he just kind of lay on top of me, both of us trying to catch our breath. I was tempted to ask him to stay but I thought it was probably best if he went back to his room. I wasn't sure that I wanted anybody to know what we had done. It was probably no big deal, but I didn't want it to become a distraction. I had never in a million years imagined that I would ever take one of those pills just so that I could get laid for my own enjoyment, but Jake obviously had done that numerous times so maybe it was really inevitable that I would want to try it too.

I popped another pill, turned back into David, and put my pajamas on again. Everything seemed to go back to normal, except that my mind kept drifting off to the thought that Bob was just down the hall from me and that he might sneak into my bed again sometime soon. That was a pleasant thing to think about as I finally drifted off to sleep.


CHAPTER 8:

Now that we were officially in business as a legal and registered whorehouse I had some flyers printed up and the three of us gals dressed up like...well...whores, and went around putting them up wherever we thought men were likely to gather. Not surprisingly Mr. Rafferty was quite happy to let us advertise in his barbershop.

"Well now sweet thing, I think I might be able to make it out to the house this weekend," he said, no doubt staring at my ass as I put the flyer on his wall.

"You better not just be teasing me Joe," I said. "I'll be expecting you now."

"Oh, I'll be there honey, you can count on it."

"I will baby. Can't wait to see you again," I said as I blew him a kiss and sashayed out the door with my hips swiveling to and fro.

The addition of other girls was definitely boosting business. My mom still had some regular customers that called for her, and she didn't seem to mind taking care of them at all, but the younger snatch was definitely a big draw.

Sometimes a guy would come for one of us specifically, and might even wait if we were  occupied, but other times we would all parade down the stairs in our underwear and line up for an inspection. Then the man, or men, would look us over and choose which one he wanted to fuck.

If there was a guy waiting for someone and one of us was free I made sure that he got plenty of attention as he waited. We would sit in his lap and let him feel us up a little through our clothes. I made the mistake once of rubbing a guy's crotch and he shot his wad in his pants and took off without us getting any money.

I recruited a couple of new "girls" and things were really starting to hop. It was good to have variety because every man has a different taste and different fantasies. When Larry/Fantasia joined us she brought along some bondage gear, like handcuffs and ball gags and whatnot, and she became our resident BDSM specialist. I wasn't sure how that was going to go over but it actually turned out to be quite a hit and Fantasia developed a very steady clientele.

Usually men wanted to tie her up and spank her, or whatever it was that men did with that stuff, but she also had this complete dominatrix outfit that she wore with guys who wanted to be the submissive one. It was really a hot getup with black leather and studs all over and boots that came up to her thighs. She let me try it on one time and I wondered what Bob would do if I slipped into his room some night in that costume and tried to whip his ass with a riding crop. I didn't do it, but it always made me laugh to think about it.

Bob was slipping into my room with regularity these days and a lot of nights I didn't bother changing back into David after I finished work, knowing that Bob would probably be joining me in my bed. In fact, sometimes I didn't bother changing back into David for a few days at a time. It was my home and if I wanted to wander around it as Scarlett who cares?

My mom was kind of a den mother to all of us, whether we were in our male bodies or our female ones, and I think she rather enjoyed the role. She was always baking something for us and making sure that we stayed healthy but she was all business when we were working. She didn't tolerate any kind of sloppiness and made sure that we always looked fresh, even if it was midnight on a Saturday and we had been fucking all night long. Even our rooms had to pass her inspection.

One evening some boys from the local college rolled in, slightly tipsy, and Bobbi Jo was terrified. She knew two of them; one of them quite well.

"I can't do this," she whispered to me as we stood in line.

"Yes you can," I whispered back. "They don't know who you are and they never will. To Bobbi Jo it's just another cock."

One of the guys went off with Candy but the other two seemed to be zeroing in on me and Bobbi Jo.

"Are you boys good friends?" I asked, laying on my fake drawl.

"Roommates," one of them replied.

"Well maybe you want to try something a little special 'cause I sure do like the idea of being the meat in your big sandwich."

That took care of the problem as I went upstairs with the both of them and let Bobbi Jo off the hook. I had never been with two men at once but I was game.

Once in my room I had the boys strip for me and then I got down between them and started to stroke their shafts simultaneously. I figured I could get them off pretty quick by jerking one while I sucked the other in turns but they were lasting a lot longer than I expected and had some ideas of their own.

"How much for both of us to fuck you at the same time?" one of the guys asked.

I hadn't planned on this but I quoted a price that I figured would probably sound too high but they didn't flinch. There really wasn't anything I could do at that point except get on the bed with them and let them have what they paid for.

I had done anal plenty of times by now, but never while I had a cock in my pussy at the same time. Blowjobs and ass fucking were definitely the most requested activities, because they were the hardest to get in real life. Older men seemed to favor regular sex, and often seemed to enjoy the companionship as much as the fucking, but the younger guys had a lot of porn fantasies and wanted to act out what they saw in those videos.

One of the guys got on his back and I climbed on top of him, sliding onto his dick and then leaning forward to give his roommate a shot at my asshole. The ass man got down on one knee between his buddy's legs and sort of propped the other leg up next to me. Then he stuck it in that tiny hole and we sort of came to life like one of those old kiddy rides where you put a coin in and the horse goes up and down.

My tits were hanging in the bottom guy's face so he grabbed them and started squeezing and sucking. It was hard to keep one or the other cock from slipping out but we managed to get back on track if one of them did jump the rails for a moment.

"God damn! I told you fucking a whore was the best," said the guy below me.

"Damn right about that!" said his pal. "But I think we're giving this little bitch all she can handle."

Most of the men I had been with were very respectful, polite even, but once in a while you got someone who kind of wanted to play rough. Prostitution may have been legal but that didn't mean that it made being a whore a respectable profession. To some men I guess a prostitute wasn't even a person as much as a collection of holes to be stuffed.

Being a man I could see how that might be a reaction to the frustration that went along with trying to get laid all the time. Sex had certainly always been at the forefront of my mind whenever I was male but girls often played hard to get, or made you really work for sex. That's why I had always enjoyed my trips to a brothel. There was no anxiety about whether your were going to get your dick wet and you didn't have to sit through some boring chick flick that you had to pretend to like.

The guy behind me grabbed my hair and started tugging on it. I had discovered that if a man pulls it closer to the scalp it didn't hurt very much, but this guy was just kind of yanking it and it was a little painful. It wasn't the most comfortable fuck I'd ever had but it was pretty intense and thrilling in its own way.

They seemed to be lasting an incredibly long time and I began to wonder whether they had popped a pill of their own before coming here. Erection pills were probably a Godsend to men who had trouble getting it up, but sometimes virile young men took them to create sustained hard ons that could last quite a while. That was an occupational hazard and something you just had to deal with. A man could rent me by the hour, but most of them paid for a specific sex act and once they had cum that was the end of it. These boys had paid to double-team me and there was no finish line until they had both popped.

The longer we went the more I kind of fell into a trance. Cocks pounding at my ass and pussy, nipples being tweaked, hair being pulled. I really was the meat in their sandwich. Yet somehow I didn't really mind. We were all joined in some weird kind of carnal pretzel. But I was doing it for Bob. I was taking one for the team, or two actually. In a way that made it seem kind of noble to me, not that I was suffering or anything. I had definitely gotten off already and the dirtiness of it was a rush.

It seemed like I really liked being dirty. I liked wearing clothes that showed off my body so that I could flaunt it. I liked kinky new things that I hadn't tried. I was very interested in having Fantasia teach me some things about BDSM. As a man I had never been very sexually adventurous. My trips to the legal brothel were about as wild as I had gotten. I'd been to some parties at school, like the one where I met Jake/Candy. I wouldn't say it was a total orgy, but there was definitely a lot of public sex going on.

The funny thing was I never even thought about taking a turn with Candy at that party, even though she was very cute and obviously up for anything. I just kind of stood off to the side and watched everything. I think maybe I was a little freaked out by the idea that I had just seen Jake turn into a woman, and probably a little shy about whipping my dick out in front of a bunch of other guys.

Now that I didn't have a dick I felt absolutely no shyness about being naked, or partially naked, around a group of any size. I probably would have walked around in the nude putting up flyers if I thought I could get away with it.

By the time my tag team partners finally both finished up with me I was kind of a wreck. I had climaxed more than once and my hair was completely disheveled. I found it a little difficult to walk as soon as I stepped off the bed, which just made the boys laugh at my expense.

"We fucked the bitch so hard she can't walk straight," one of them chuckled.

"You sure did you big studs," I said as cheerfully as I could. "Now y'all remember to tell your friends what a good time you had out here. And I expect to see you boys back again soon."

I knew that I should get back on the line as soon as possible, but I really needed a little time to recover and straighten myself up. Fuck it, I thought. I was technically the business manager and a co-owner of the company. If I wanted to take an unscheduled break I was damn well going to do it. I needed it.


CHAPTER 9:

I was kind of surprised, and a little disappointed, when Bob didn't come to my room that night. After what I had done for him I thought he would be especially anxious to show his appreciation, but I was pretty thrashed and a good night's sleep was welcome.

In the morning I was still Scarlett, as I seemed to be more and more these days, and Bob seemed kind of sullen for some reason so I went over to cheer him up after breakfast.

"I guess you owe me buddy for getting you off the hook like that," I joked.

"I can't believe you went with those guys. Two of them no less," Bob shot back.

"What do you mean?"

"I can't stand the thought of those assholes pawing you all over."

"Well, you seemed pretty apprehensive about being with them yourself so I thought I was doing you a favor," I replied.

"Did you suck their cocks?" Bob demanded.

"For a while."

"And did they both fuck you?"

"Eventually."

"One at a time or both together?"

"Both together. One in the ass and one in the pussy if that we your next question," I shot back.

"Jesus," Bob moaned.

"What's the problem? I fuck men everyday  of the week...and so do you for that matter. This is a whorehouse. We're all whores. We fuck for money. We can't be turning down business just because someone we know walks in. We grew up around here, we're bound to see people we know all the time."

"I know, and I hate that."

"That's why I tried to let you off the hook."

"Not for me. I hate the idea that any man is touching you like that. It's just worse if it's someone I might see at school. Might have to listen to him brag about the pretty little whore he stuffed over the summer. I'd probably punch him right in the nose."

"Well, I appreciate that you'd fight for my honor, but I think that's kind of a losing cause by this time," I said with a laugh, trying to lighten the mood. "Those other men don't mean anything."

"So you didn't cum while they were fucking you?" he asked hopefully.

"Of course not silly," I lied.

That seemed to make him feel a little better but the green-eyed monster of jealousy had definitely reared its ugly head. It was kind of sweet that Bob felt jealous and protective of me, like I was his girlfriend or something, but it was also kind of ridiculous since I was just a pill away from becoming a man again myself.

Certainly his visits to my bedroom had been regular enough that it was obviously more than just a drunken fling or something, but how much more could it really be? I honestly had no idea whether there was any other after-hours sex going on in the house, but it certainly wouldn't surprise me to find out that there was. You had a lot of attractive, horny, young people living under the same roof, being surrounded by sexuality all the time. Any combination of copulating might be going on.

Bob's attitude was a little hard for me to figure out. He knew that Scarlett was just a fabrication created by a pill. And he knew that the only reason I became Scarlett was to whore myself out to whatever man had the money to buy my services. Not to mention that Bob was doing the same thing. How could he object to me having sex with other men when he was doing so himself?

I tried not to dwell on it or get too upset. Hopefully it was just the unfortunate incident of seeing someone from school that had made him kind of crazy. Maybe he'd slip into somebody else's room some night and take out his frustration at the way I had "cheated" on him. I sort of wished that he would. Maybe he'd realize that it was all just good fun and couldn't have any deep meaning attached to it. There was a lot of pussy in this house and I wouldn't blame him at all if he wanted to sample some of it. Or so I thought.


CHAPTER 10:

"You did what?" I practically screeched.

"I fucked your mother," Bob replied coolly.

"What the hell are you talking about?"

"You of all people should know what fucking means."

"Oh, that's a cheap shot coming from a fellow whore."

"I figured you wouldn't mind. It's all just meaningless sex after all."

"How did that even happen?" I demanded to know.

"Pretty much the same way it happened with you the first time we fucked. I slipped into her room and offered myself up. The only real difference was that I didn't have to bring a pill with me. Your mother is a real woman. And quite a woman at that. She knows how to do things that rock your world."

I couldn't believe my ears. If he did it then it was kind of cruel to throw it in my face like this, and if he didn't do it then it was kind of a cruel thing to make up just to hurt me. The one thing I didn't want to do was go off in a rage. I thought about yelling him and kicking him out, and I thought about sobbing uncontrollably, but in the end I kept my cool.

"Well, my mother is a very attractive woman, and I'm sure you're right about her skills in bed. You're both consenting adults so it's really none of my business what you do. I just wish that if you were going to tell me about it that you hadn't chosen to make it sound like you did it just to burn me for some reason," I said before I calmly turned and walked away.

That mother fucker! Literally! Now I knew why that expression was such an insult. If it had been anyone else under other circumstances I would never deny my mother the pleasure. Why shouldn't she have the same kind of fun that I was having? She just didn't need to have it with the same guy I was fucking, or for such a shitty revenge motivation.

I found that when I was Scarlett I tended to be more emotional than David, but also more mature and able to handle those emotions. I had grown up being pretty spoiled and had everything taken care of for me, but when the sad truth about our finances was revealed I had really stepped up and tried to be professional about everything. I had come home, just a college kid planning on a lazy vacation, but suddenly I had been turned into a business entrepreneur. I was dealing with budgets, and payroll, and promotions. I felt like I had done a lot of growing up in a hurry.

The one thing I definitely hadn't counted on was the idea that as Scarlett I might become involved in some sort of a romantic situation, and I certainly never imagined that it would be with my old pal Bob of all people. Of course I cared about Bob, and I felt things with him that I didn't feel with other men, but that was only natural. As David I didn't crave sex with women at all these days, but Bob obviously did, and I could understand that. He must be having more difficulty dealing with his loss of masculinity than I was.

I had remained outwardly calm but that didn't mean that I wasn't feeling some jealousy on the inside. I had come to terms with the fact that my mother had sex with a lot of men but I never thought that Bob would be one of them. Of course our relationship had always been a secret so there was no reason for my mother to know that Bob was anything to me other than an old friend.

I didn't fire Bob and I didn't bring it up with my mother but things were kind of icy for a while. There was a new guy/girl named Mark/Felicia and I did kind of go out of my way of using him in a training session that lasted quite longer than usual. I had him take me in about every position possible and probably played up my enjoyment a bit, although he was a pretty good-looking and well-hung young man and I wasn't entirely faking. I knew that Bob would know about it and that he'd probably fume, but that seemed like the least I could do to pay him back for being so mean.

Then he retaliated by fucking Candy, rather loudly, who was in the room next to me. They were banging up against the wall that he knew was by my bed, and saying a lot of shit that he knew I could hear. I just put a pillow over my head and tried to drown it out but they made quite a racket.

Finally the fuck wars ended when Bob and I decided to call a truce and try to talk things out like adults.

"I'm sorry," said Bob. "I just can't help having feelings for you."

"Well I have feelings for you too, but I don't see what that has to do with fucking my mother?" I replied.

"It's just so hard to be with you in your bed at night and know that I have to sneak off afterwards like we're doing something wrong. And it's so hard to see you laughing and joking with men as you head up those stairs, knowing that they're going to be banging you in the same bed we're going to be in later making love. I'm crazy about you Scarlett. You must know that. I guess I was just trying to make you see how it felt to be jealous."

"But why? I thought I was doing you a favor by taking both of those guys so that you wouldn't have to be with any of them," I pointed out.

"And it was a favor. When I realized that I wasn't going to have to be with them I felt so much relief...until you started up the stairs with them and all I could see was them sticking their cocks in you over and over."

"Baby, you succeeded. You made me feel jealous. But to what end? What do you want from me? You know who I really am and you know what I do for a living when I'm Scarlett. The only reason I ever took that pill was to become a prostitute. If you really can't handle the idea of me being with other men that's a pretty big problem. Maybe you should just quit," I suggested.

"That's not at all what I want," he replied sounding a little desperate.

"Then what do you want?" I asked.

"I want to know if you have feelings for me."

"Of course I do."

"Then I want to be your boyfriend. Openly. I want to be able to kiss you in front of other people and spend the night in your bed. I would be proud to have the world know that you were my girl, even if you are a prostitute."

"Like you," I reminded him.

"Yes, like me. But not quite like you. The pill works well enough that I can get through the job without freaking out, and sometimes it's even kind of enjoyable, but I never forget who I am and I don't think I'd ever be comfortable being Bobbi Jo one second longer than I absolutely had to. You've obviously embraced being Scarlett, and I'm really glad you have. I hope that I might have had something to do with that. You're a great guy as a man, but you're something spectacular as a woman. You're so strong and smart and really have your shit together. And you're the most compassionate and giving lover I've ever had. I know I have to share your body with other men, but I don't want to share your heart."

This time my emotions ran away with me and all I could think of was hugging and kissing Bob for the longest time. If Bob wanted us to be open about our relationship that didn't seem like such a big deal. We had no rules about employees dating each other. At this point I figured it could just run its course. When the summer was over we'd be going back to different colleges and the whole thing would fizzle out, as so many summer romances do. Then presumably we'd just go back to being male friends like we always had been and all of this would just be a pleasant but fading memory.

"Come to my room tonight lover and you won't have to sneak out, I promise you," I whispered in his ear.

He had tugged at my heartstrings. What can I say? A woman can only resist so much romance for so long.


CHAPTER 11:

"Come and get it sugar," I said in my best belle voice.

I had been lying on top of my bed naked waiting for him to arrive. Now ordinarily I might have gotten all dressed up in some sexy lingerie, but that's what I wore to work every night so I just wanted to be bare and available for him to pounce on as quickly as he liked. As he slipped off his robe with a huge smile I got on all fours and wiggled my ass.

"What are you doing?" he said with a laugh.

"Waiting for my boyfriend to get over here and stake his claim," I replied.

"That I can do," he said as he jumped on the bed behind me.

And that's what he did.

One thing I definitely knew about men was that they pretty much all loved to give it to you from behind. If you want to make a man feel like a man offer yourself up doggy style. Not that I was doing it entirely for his pleasure, as I loved the position too, but if you want a man to feel like he's claiming your sweet little snatch just get on your hands and knees and let him have at it like the animal he is.

As soon as I felt his strong hands on my hips and his hard tool in my gash I knew that it was the right decision to patch things up with Bob. It had all started over such a silly thing, really, but lover's quarrels often do I guess. And that's what we were, no matter what name we gave it. We had been lovers for some time now. There was no reason to hide that. If I was going to ever have a boyfriend in my life I couldn't think of anyone I'd rather have than Bob.

It was silly but somehow I felt kind of different at the moment, although Bob had certainly taken me from behind before. They say make up sex is the best, and maybe that was part of it, but I felt like there was something else going on as well. Bob really had touched my heart today, probably more than all of the sweet nothings whispered into my ear during sex combined. I could feel his longing and the ache he must have inside, and he was fucking me now like a man who was trying to get all of that out of his system.

I loved Bob, but that was a tricky thing to say. I had loved Bob as David, in a purely platonic and brotherly sort of way. When a girl says it about the guy who's fucking her all the time it kind of takes on an entirely different meaning.

"Oh, God baby I was so afraid that I was going to lose you," Bob moaned from behind me.

"You're never going to lose me. We'll always be friends," I told him reassuringly.

"You know what I mean. I didn't want to lose you as my woman."

There it was. Bob was staking his claim indeed. I was his woman. My pussy now belonged to him, even though I did rent it out quite often. Well, it was definitely another new experience for me, and I had been having a lot of those lately.

It was a little hard not to notice that Bob was right that I definitely seemed to embrace being female way more than he did, but I had never really attached any significance to that before. I had so much more to do with running the whole business that I often needed to be female more than the other girls, and since Bob had started this thing of sneaking into my bedroom it was just more convenient not to be switching back and forth all the time. I hadn't really thought of it as embracing my womanhood more than he did, but I suppose it did kind of look that way, since I was always the woman to his man when we had sex. The first time it happened I think I imagined us switching it up so that we'd both get to bang a hot chick, but somehow that just never even came up in the conversation.

Then I thought about what Jake had said about possibly developing reproductive capabilities if I stayed on the pill for too long without a break and tried to remember when I had last been David. It surely couldn't have been long enough to cause that kind of trouble, but I figured I should probably do a male pit stop pretty soon just to be safe.

Bob was really giving it to me hard by this point and my head was down on the mattress. I was panting like a dog, which I guess is appropriate given the name of the position, and sort of whimpering like one too. Yes, I did have orgasms during my work sometimes, but it was Bob that brought me off all the time. I absolutely adored the way he fucked me, whether hard and fast, or slow and sweet, or anything in between. I had to admit that it was better than any sex I'd ever had with a girl, but it just seemed so much easier to play the female role.

The idea that I was now Bob's woman, even if it was just for the rest of the summer, just seemed fun and playfully romantic. I wasn't really grasping the symbolism of that. I was a man. Bob knew that I was a man. But Bob obviously didn't think that I was so much of a man that I'd object to being his woman. He had said it right out that I liked being a woman more than he did, and he was probably right. So what? I liked chocolate shakes more than he did but that didn't mean that I wanted to become one.

When Bob put his seed in me, after a long romp on top of the mattress, I felt warm and fuzzy and full of happiness. I didn't like fighting with Bob. Fucking was so much nicer. And a while later we fucked again before finally calling it a night and curling up in each other's arms. It felt really good to have him there in my bed all night for a change. I felt very safe and secure.

Once the cat was out of the bag word got around pretty quickly that we were an item, and my mother came to see me at once.

"I had absolutely no idea that you were involved with that boy in any way," my mother insisted quite apologetically. "I mean I've known him since you were both children. It never once crossed my mind that you might have hooked up with him in a romantic way."

"I know. It never crossed my mind until it happened," I said with a chuckle.

"If you want him fired we can send him packing at once."

"No, it's all working fine. We kissed and made up and cleared the air about some things. I know it's kind of dumb to get emotionally involved with someone when it can't possibly end well, but at least I know that it is going to end when the summer does. We'll be going in different directions, and I'll be a different person from then on. But that's how relationships often are. You go in hoping for the best and then things happen and people change and whatever. You pick up the pieces and move on."

"Well, that's very wise and mature of you honey, but it's not always as easy as it sounds," said my mom as she put an arm around my shoulder. "You just follow your heart, sweetie. Things might turn out in a way that you never expected.

That sure seemed likely to me at this point. So many unexpected things had happened to me in such a short period of time. So many surprises. Some good, some not so good, but on the whole everything had been pretty terrific so far. And I had a boyfriend. Will wonders never cease?


CHAPTER 12:

We were up to ten girls now, which pretty much maxed us out, as far as rooms went, unless we changed some of the other rooms in the house to bedrooms or had people double up, which we didn't want to do because the girl's bedroom was also her workplace. Ten was a good number. It gave us a lot of variety and decreased the amount of down time, unless a customer was determined to wait for a specific girl. With so much quality tail on display most men were perfectly happy to pick an alternative, even if they had come here expecting to be with someone in particular.

I was really on a roll, coming up with all kinds of promotions and gimmicks. We had the Panty Auction, for example, where we sold off used underwear to the highest bidder. I was actually kind of shocked at how much a man was willing to pay for my old panties, but I guess it was kind of a trophy or something.

Another one of my inspired ideas was the Naughty Hay Ride. I found some guy who had an old wagon and a horse to pull it. Then I filled it with hay, and several very hot girls, all dressed in their farmer's daughter best, and then customers would pay to hop in back with the girls and do what they pleased for as long as the ride lasted. I even managed to barter the wagon, hay, and horse, as well as the driver, in exchange for various sexual favors. It proved to be a rousing success, although a couple of girls did complain a bit about having to pull hay out of their ass. It was just another occupational hazard, I figured.

And things were going great with Bob. We didn't sleep together every night, sometimes we really just needed sleep after a really long day, but we managed to get away and go on a few real dates. There hadn't been any more flare ups over me sleeping with other men, and I think maybe he just needed the reassurance that I was his girl and that sex with him actually meant something to me, which it certainly did. More and more all the time it seemed.

It was especially weird to walk around town as a male and female couple. We had so many shared experiences, but as two guys, yet those memories were still very clear in both of our minds.

One evening we even drove out to the old swimming hole where we used to skinny dip and took a walk along the bank.

"God, I can't believe we really got naked out here in broad daylight," said Bob.

"I know. It always seemed like such an incredibly wicked thing to be doing," I said with a laugh. "My, we've come a long way since then."

"Remember how we were always trying to scheme up a way to get some girls to do it with us?"

"Oh, yeah. We came close a couple of times, as I recall, but the girls always chickened out at the last minute, or went in with their bathing suits on and wouldn't take them off."

"So tell me the truth," said Bob, suddenly turning serious. "Did you ever have any gay thoughts about me when you saw me naked?"

"No, of course not. Why would I? I didn't think about your penis one way or the other."

"But you think about it now, don't you?"

"Boy, is your ego ever fragile," I said with a laugh. "Yes, dear, I think about your penis quite a lot."

"That's good," he said happily as we continued our stroll around the pond.

"Hey, you know how we were talking about never getting any girls to skinny dip with us? Why don't we rectify that right here and now?" I suddenly suggested.

We both just grinned at each other and starting peeling off our clothes. When we were both naked we just ran like idiots and starting splashing around in the water like we used to do as kids.

"What was that one girl's name? The one we almost got to do it? Mary Lou something?" said Bob while we were just kind of wading around in the water.

"Mary Lou Bickleford. How could you forget that last name?" I teased.

"She had a sweet little rack as I recall."

"I think you're romanticizing the past. We were pretty young and I doubt that she was much further along than maybe a training bra."

"But we would have killed to see even that, or a little glimpse of her bush."

"True. Nudity seemed like sex to us even when we didn't really have much of an idea what sex really was. It was just something naughty and forbidden, and that made it exciting," I said. "I guess that still does."

We swam and splashed and played a little longer and then inspiration struck me. There was a little rock outcropping that kind of hung out over the pond. The water was fairly deep around it so it had served as a makeshift diving board. I had Bob go sit on the edge of the rock while I stayed in the water and grabbed his cock.

"Close your eyes and think about Mary Lou Bickleford, or whatever girl you really wanted to see naked in this pond. Then pretend that she's giving you your first blowjob."

Bob closed his eyes and I had him hard in a matter of moments. Then I proceeded to suck his cock right there out in the open, although it was dark now and there was nobody around, so it wasn't really all that daring.

It was kind of different giving head while I was standing straight up, but the water felt good, and the warm air felt good, and Bob's cock felt good. It was the way summer evenings should always be.

When I finished him he made me sit on the rock and spread my legs while he licked my pussy. It was a very pleasant surprise and he had me creaming all over that rock before we were through.

It was as we were getting out of the water that we realized that we didn't have any towels. The evening was still warm, but we probably didn't want to hang around waiting to just dry off naturally.

"Let's drive back in the nude," I suggested. "That's something we never did as kids."

"What if I get pulled over by the cops or something?" Bob asked.

"Well, the Chief of Police is a steady customer, so I don't think we'll have too much trouble," I said with a laugh.

We drove back buck naked, which wasn't really a big deal, but it was kind of fun and silly. We had definitely been in a nostalgic mood, reminiscing about our childhood, so it seemed like the kind of juvenile prank we might have pulled, if we were old enough to drive.

"So who did you think about when I was blowing you?" I asked as we headed for home.

"You," he replied.

"Dummy, you were supposed to think about some childhood crush," I reminded him.

"Well, I sort of did. I tried to picture what you would have looked like as a teenage girl and pretended that we were going steady," said Bob.

I got kind of a lump in my throat and didn't say anything right away. I had kind of been having the same fantasies. I tried to picture myself back in the old days, but as a girl, not a boy. How different life might have been if that were true. I liked the idea that Bob and I might have been a couple, even if we never did Scouts together or played on the same football team. We still would have gone to school together and known each other and...who knows? Maybe I would have been a cheerleader or something and we would have been a popular couple. Maybe we would have lost our virginity together after the prom or something like that. It could have all been so very, very different.

"I wish I could have been your steady back then," I said softly when I finally spoke again. "That might have been very wonderful."

"Well, you're my steady now, and that's wonderful enough for me. I don't think Mary Lou Bickleford would have sucked my cock even if we had gotten her to get naked with us."

"Well, I'd like to think that if I were in her place I would have done it," I said with a laugh.

"I guess that wouldn't shock me, but I'm just happy you want to do it now."

I don't think he meant it that way but I took him literally and repositioned myself in my seat so that I could get across his lap and blow him again as he drove. I'll bet Mary Lou Bickleford never gave a guy head while naked in a moving car, I thought a little smugly, as I tried to get Bob to cum again before we got back to the house.


CHAPTER 13:

Now that Bob and I were dating openly I had even less incentive to turn male than before, but I made sure to do it quickly once-in-a-while, just to be on the safe side. It was funny but people in town were getting to know me as Scarlett now, even though I had known many of them since childhood, which of course they had no way of knowing. I was becoming pretty well known and when Bob and I came into town together someone always told him what a lucky dog he was, or how I was definitely a keeper. I wondered what they would think if they knew I was really the little boy they used to pay to mow their lawn or that guy named David who sat next to them in 4th grade.

While most of the people I encountered were very pleasant and didn't treat me like some kind of social outcast that's not to say that we were universally loved and accepted. There was a night where one of the local churches organized a protest and marched around in front of our gate with signs condemning us for corrupting the morals of the community and promising us all a trip to hell when we died.

There was even a news crew there covering the event, and my mom was interviewed on camera. I thought she made a very fine speech about freedom, and capitalism, and the right of a woman to control her body. Of course the fact that she chose to wear a very low-cut top probably meant that a lot of people weren't really paying all that much attention to what she was saying and fantasizing about this wonderful place where sexy women with big tits fought for American values. We got a great boost from that protest and I sent the church a very nice letter thanking them for all the free publicity. That put a stop to the protests.

The hay ride had been such a success that we started making a regular feature several times a week. I took a turn in the back and quickly discovered that the girl's complaints about the hay were actually really justified so I made sure that we put down some blankets back there on top of the hay. It might not be as old fashioned that way, but when you're on your back in a moving wagon getting your brains fucked out you really don't need all that hay crap creeping up inside you and scratching your legs.

One day I found some old carnival attractions collecting dust in a junk yard and bought them for a song. That's how we came up with the Naked Dunking Booth. A totally nude girl sat on a little platform suspended over a tank of water. Guys paid money to throw softballs at a target that if you hit just right would activate a mechanism that would dump the girl into the pool with a great splash.

If you dunked her once you got to towel her off when she got out. If you dunked her twice you also got a kiss and you could cop a feel of her boobs. If you dunked her three times you got a hand job in the little changing tent behind the booth, and if you dunked her four times you got a coupon for a free BJ. I'm not saying that the game was rigged, but not too many guys ever got past one or two dunks, not that they didn't keep paying to try again.

I liked the idea of expanding my sexy carnival, and what I really wanted was a Tunnel of Love ride where every boat had a sexy girl waiting in it and you could do whatever you could do for the duration of the ride. I don't know how feasible that idea really was but I enjoyed brainstorming and trying to find new ways to make our property the go-to destination for sexy, but almost wholesome fun.

I think my mother probably would have preferred a more elegant, refined, and discrete atmosphere but I wanted a place that was fun and wacky and easy going. I figured the big cities could have their sophisticated sex clubs with flashing lights and loud music and girls dancing in cages. Out here these were God-fearing people who had been raised on fire and brimstone. They needed to be eased into the idea that paying for sex was no different than paying for groceries or putting gas in your car.

I wanted to get prostitution out in the fresh air and sunshine. A place that felt like you were going to the County Fair with the girl next door, except that you were guaranteed to get laid before you went home.

Of course the house was still the main attraction, and everything was ultimately designed to get you to go upstairs with someone, but I had a vision. We had a lot of land that wasn't usually being used for much of anything aside from parking. Why not add some more attractions and make it a regular thing instead of something we just tried once in a while?

What really pleased me was how much people seemed to enjoy our fun-loving attitude and sense of humor. It helped take away some of the trepidation a lot of men felt about going to a whorehouse. I'd seen guys chicken out on our front porch, or not even get out of their car. That was lost revenue. Those were customers who had come here wanting to have sex but they never even got to look at the available girls. If I could get them to loosen up a bit and see what a non-threatening environment this really was then hopefully they'd become regular customers.

When this whole thing started I figured that I would basically just do what my mom had been doing and screw the same guys she had been screwing, relying entirely on word of mouth to bring in a few more customers. I didn't know anything about running a business or marketing and all of that sort of thing but once I was forced to learn about it everything just sort of clicked into place for me. I was a business administration major, but I'd never had any clear cut plan for my life aside from getting my degree and sending out resumes to various companies hoping to land some kind of a position somewhere.

Sitting in a classroom everything seemed kind of abstract and distant. Once I started to actually try and run a business it all made more sense to me. Of course I also found that a lot of what I had been taught was kind of generic and theoretical and not always practical in real world situations. There was nothing like experience to teach you, and I was learning so many new things all the time. And I loved it. I loved taking on that responsibility and the challenges that went with it. Not that I hadn't had any missteps, but when something I tried worked out well it was an amazing rush. It showed me that I had a real instinct for this.

The only problem was that the summer was going by all too fast and soon it would be time for me to go back to school, and presumably Bob and the others would be doing likewise, and this would all be over. Then my mom would probably have to go back to boning her usual gentlemen callers to generate enough of an income to live on and everything would sort of be back to square one.

We certainly had made enough money so far to chip away at the debt, and most importantly it looked like the house was going to be safe, but I hated the thought of letting this all slip away after working so hard to get it rolling.

And I really hated the thought of not being Scarlett anymore. That feisty little hooker had accomplished more in two and a half months than David had in his whole life so far. When I was in that body I felt like I could conquer the world, or at least my little corner of it. Sure, I had used my sexuality to my advantage sometimes. Men were easily distracted by an attractive woman leaning on their desk just enough to give them a decent glimpse of their cleavage, and I didn't hesitate to trade sexual favors for things I needed for the business. They didn't teach that in school but it sure did the trick sometimes and it really helped the bottom line when you didn't have to lay out a lot of cash for everything.

Then there was Bob. I was sure that he wasn't going to be heartbroken walking away from his duties as Bobbi Jo the prostitute, but how could we just shake hands and part as friends now? Even though he had been the one who pressed for the relationship I had a feeling that our romantic breakup would hit me harder than him. He was still a good-looking and personable young man. He'd go back to school and meet some other woman easily enough. The same might be said for me as David, but I wasn't really sure that I could go back to that very easily.

I loved Bob and I loved being his girlfriend. Most shocking of all to accept was the fact that I really loved being a woman so much. I seemed to just do it better. I loved all of the different sides of my nature that came out when I was female. I could be soft and feminine in my lover's arms, but I was also his boss. I could whore myself out to any tractor salesman who passed through town, but I was still a devoted girlfriend. And I could seem like nothing more than a series of holes for men to stick their dicks in, but I was still running a successful business and getting invited to luncheons at the Chamber of Commerce.

Bob could find solace in the arms of another woman, but I couldn't really picture myself being with a woman again...unless it was some kind of a lesbian thing.


CHAPTER 14:

One night I had a really weird dream. I was Scarlett, and I had discovered that I was pregnant, and Bob was freaking out because we didn't know whether he was the father or whether it was some random customer. It sort of recycled our whole jealousy argument, but with a twist. My mom was pissed off at Bob for knocking me up, and Bob was pissed off because he was afraid that he wasn't the one who knocked me up, and I was just trying to figure out how long I could still work as a prostitute until I started to show too much.

Somehow there was all this chaos swirling around me but I was the most calm person of all, like I was in the eye of the hurricane. I just kept touching my stomach and thinking how strange it would be to be responsible for another human life. One that I had brought into the world.

I think I sort of got pissed off near the end of the dream because it seemed like everyone was just trying to cast blame on someone else and I was just trying to deal with it one step at a time. If Bob wanted to marry me that was fine. If he wanted to wait and make sure that he was the father before marrying me, that was fine. If he didn't want to marry me at all, that was fine. I was a woman, and I was strong and self-reliant, and I was going to be a mother, and I could handle it all.

When I woke up I was naturally relieved to find that I wasn't pregnant, but for a moment I sort of wondered what would have happened if I had just stayed on the that pill the whole summer without changing back in between. Would three months have been enough for my cycles to kick in? Jake hadn't been too specific about that, and I certainly hadn't pressed him for more information. All that the girls and I needed to know was that they needed to go back to being male periodically to reset the whole thing.

I wondered how I would know that things had changed. Would I just start having periods? Would I have some sort of "female intuition" that would tell me that my body was different inside now? Or would I just suddenly find out that I was going to have a baby, like in the dream?

When I said that I was relieved to wake up and realize that I wasn't pregnant that wasn't the whole story. Sure, that was the first thing that came to my mind, but there were these other little thoughts kind of nagging at the back of my brain. If I just stopped changing back into David eventually I would presumably develop those reproductive capabilities. And if I did become pregnant, which was certainly a possibility if I didn't start using birth control pills or something, then I would be essentially forced to remain female. Nobody could blame me or call me gay for switching teams. No court was going to force me to terminate that birth just so that I could walk around with a dick hanging between my legs. Then I'd be Scarlett for the rest of my life.

Now the key thing about that part of the story is not that I had any intention of getting myself knocked up as an excuse to remain female, but that I had finally admitted to myself that being female is what I really wanted.

What I didn't want was for the summer to end, Bob to leave, this business to all fade away, or to stop being a prostitute. Not that turning tricks was all fun and games. Sometimes it was pretty cool, but other times you had to lie there while some fat, sweaty, bald guy kind of crushed your pelvis while he tried to keep his stubby little dick hard. Fortunately that wasn't usually the case. Even if a guy wasn't terribly good looking, or was much older than the sort of man I would want to date, it could be a pleasure to help him get off if he was pleasant.

It was actually the younger guys, like the dudes from Bob's college, who tended to be kind of jerks. They had a porn's eye view of the world and not much respect for women in general, and even less for whores. But I had to admit that sometimes the sex was pretty good even if the man was a total asshole. You really couldn't label everyone easily.

I liked the job because I was good at it, and it was helping my greater business plan grow, and because there was something a little different about every experience. You would think that after having given so many blowjobs that I'd be totally jaded, and of course there were times where I was kind of just going through the motions, but what wife hasn't said that after a few years of marriage?

Some of these guys were very interesting and had stories to tell. I guess a whore is kind of like a bartender in that way. I was someone men could unburden their souls to before they unburdened their pent up sexual desires. I had to handle each of them a little differently. They were all there to get their rocks off ultimately, but they traveled their own path to get there.

There were sad guys who had just broken up with their girlfriend, and happy guys who were celebrating something with a wild night on the town. There were scared virgins who had never gotten laid and cocky bastards who acted like I should be paying them for the privilege of sucking their cocks. Widowers who hadn't been with another woman in 30 years and married men who cheated all the time.

They usually wanted something more than a hole to ejaculate in. They wanted a sympathetic ear, or a cheerleader to boost their ego, or a sweet girl to hold their hand and guide them, or a dirty little bitch who could do things that regular women couldn't or wouldn't do. I heard confessions and lies and excuses galore and it was my job to figure out quickly what they wanted to hear in return. I actually thought that if I was planning to remain a hooker for some time that I'd probably want to take some psychology classes.

Of course remaining a hooker past the summer would mean not going back to school right away and I wasn't sure how my mom would feel about that. I was so close to graduating that it would be a shame to drop it all now, but skipping a semester might not be the end of the world. The break might do me some good, and I was certainly getting plenty of real life experience running this place. That could only help me in the long run.

I wondered if any of the girls would want to stay on. Most of them were like me and in college and just on summer vacation. I had a vested interest in this place but it was just a job to them. An unusual, fun, and lucrative job, but they were all men, after all, and only doing this on a temporary basis. I figured most of them would probably be pretty anxious to get back to their real lives and real gender.

Then there was Bob. He wasn't crazy about the whole prostitute thing anyway so I was sure he would want to go back to being himself all the time. He'd probably be going back to school too, but if I was here his college wouldn't be too far away to still get together sometimes. That was assuming that he didn't find some cute coed who could offer him a genuine female experience for as long as their relationship lasted, and who probably wouldn't be turning tricks for a living.

I decided to run the idea of prolonging my stay as a woman past my mom to see what her reaction was. Financially it was obviously in our best interest to keep what we had going and even build upon it, but we had already accomplished our basic goals, and then some. I had a feeling that my mother would probably like to wash her hands of this whole sordid prostitution thing and never look back. It wasn't like it was her dream to run a whorehouse. It was just an act of desperation to try and undo some of the damage that my father had done. It was probably crazy to even entertain the idea of keeping the place going but I had so much of my heart and soul invested in it that it was hard to just imagine it going away so soon.


CHAPTER 15:

"You know, I've been thinking...there's still so much more we could do to build up this place, and I really don't see that delaying my education will be any big deal, and I've got all kinds of promotional ideas that we could implement going forward so..."

"So you're planning on staying here for a while and keeping the whorehouse running," said my mom, finishing my sentence.

"Well, yeah. That's what I was thinking. Toying with the idea anyway. Kicking it around in my head."

"That sounds like a wonderful idea, if it's something you really want to do and not just because you're worried about me," my mother said.

"No, it's definitely something that I really want to do, not that I'm not still concerned about you or the family finances. We've made great progress but there's still a mountain to climb to get totally debt free."

"And you're just the woman to climb that mountain."

"You're taking this surprisingly well," I said suspiciously. "I thought you would think that I was wasting my education and degrading myself by wanting to remain a prostitute longer than I had to."

"I don't see anything degrading about that at all. I'm a prostitute as well, remember," my mother pointed out.

"Yeah, but only out of sheer desperation. It's not like the idea would have ever popped into your head if dad hadn't left everything in such a mess."

"Well now, that's not necessarily true. I'm going to tell you something, honey, that I never thought I'd have to tell you but now I think you're ready to hear the whole story," she began.

I had already discovered so many skeletons in our family closet that it seemed hard to imagine that anything she said now would shock me.

"I wasn't the first woman in our family to entertain gentlemen callers," my mother began slowly. "In fact, we actually come from a long line of prostitutes. Some female member of the family has been doing this for as long as America's been a country, and probably even before that. My mother wasn't a whore, but my Aunt Hattie was, and I was groomed by her from an early age to know all about charm and how to please a man. I might have followed in her footsteps but then I met your father and had you and I thought that I would never join the long line of Wentworth women who spread their legs for money."

"Holy crap," I said, shaking my head.

"There was Julia Wentworth-Buckley who worked as both a prostitute and a Confederate spy during the Civil War. I have her journal, if you ever care to read it. It's quite a spicy tale I can assure you."

"I'd love to read it," I said enthusiastically.

"Sometimes it skipped a generation or was carried on by some distant branch of the family, but for us prostitution has always been an honorable way of life, even when it wasn't legal. Not that society always saw it that way but many of your ancestors actually rose to great prominence despite their occupation. It's even rumored that Delia Wentworth was a particular favorite of President Andrew Jackson, although you won't find that in the history books."

"I'm actually kind of speechless," I said.

"When my only child turned out to be male I thought I'd never bring this up. It wasn't a tradition that you would be able to carry on, and I had forsaken the life, despite my initial training, so it sort of seemed like maybe the whole thing was going to die out at last. But then I turned to the one thing that I knew that I could be very good at, and you surprised me by suggesting that you do it too, and now we're sitting on a gold mine. So I guess what I'm trying to tell you is that I'm not that surprised that you've embraced this world so freely and so well. Prostitution is in our blood."

"Wow, I guess that kind of explains some things," I said, trying to let all of this soak in. "I thought I was just going to pitch in and take some of the workload off your shoulders, but then I got so caught up in the whole thing. It did feel so natural to me to be a whore once I was in this body and I couldn't really think of anything else I'd rather do more. At least for the time being."

"Yes, my darling, you do seem to be a natural. You didn't have much time to learn but you picked up everything so quickly, and you've had so many wonderful ideas that I never would have thought of. I really am so proud of you. If you want to carry on with this and continue to build on what you've started I think that would be just marvelous," said my mother, almost getting a little weepy.

The thought of going back to college as David and sitting through a bunch of boring lectures trying to get a piece of paper that would lead me to some job that probably wouldn't pay anywhere near as well as the one I had now, and certainly wouldn't be as exciting, just didn't thrill me. When I first got the idea to help my mom I figured I could stick it out, no matter how bad it was, since it would only be for three months. Now I couldn't imagine wanting to walk away from this place for anything.

"That's good," I said, "because I've got some ideas for a Back-to-School Special, and a Haunted Whorehouse for Halloween, and of course we have to do something spectacular for Christmas."

"Just don't forget about your personal life, honey. You've got a fine young man who I think really loves you. If you ever decide that you want to settle down your partnership share in the business will still provide you with a good deal of money, even if you aren't personally whoring anymore."

"I think that any man that I was going to settle down with would have to accept who I am and what I do for a living," I replied.

"Yes honey, but you're a woman now. If you ever do settle down you might want to start a family someday," my mom pointed our rather delicately.

It was funny but when she said that I was a woman now it didn't strike me as odd. I hadn't said a word about even contemplating the idea of remaining female indefinitely, I had only suggested that I might do so for another semester or something. Yet she was talking about settling down, and even suggesting that I might want to get pregnant someday, as if it was the most natural thing in the world.

Was any of that even possible? Yes, I knew that remaining on the drug would eventually give me the ability to have children, but could I really just stay this way forever? Would it ever wear off? And what were the legal ramifications? Right now I was using my real name and Social Security number for tax purposes, but there were bound to be all kinds of complications regarding a non-scientifically recognized form of gender change. Well, that's what lawyers were for, and a couple of those were very good clients of mine. I might be able to barter a little legal help for something they might want more than money. God, I was always thinking like a whore these days! But then again I was a Wentworth woman so apparently we'd all been thinking like that for a very long time.

I actually laughed when I thought of how totally wrong I had been about so many things. My family history was so much more dramatic and colorful than I ever imagined. Turning into a woman and becoming a prostitute hadn't been a terrible sacrifice that I had to suffer through. My mother wasn't shocked that I wanted to remain female she acted like she had known it all the time. And my old childhood buddy Bob was now my boyfriend. Bob. How did Bob fit into this scenario? It looked like Bob was the next big chat that I needed to have.


CHAPTER 16:

"Honey...do you love me?" I asked Bob as we were getting ready for bed.

"Of course I do. Don't you love me?"

"Yes, I do. But it's kind of something that we've always avoided really talking about. I just think that now might be a good time to get everything out in the open."

"Fine with me. I could talk about loving you all night long," he said as he climbed in bed next to me and gave me a kiss.

"I don't mean just loving me that way," I gently scolded him. "I mean, you know...as a woman, if I really were a woman, and you were thinking about the future."

"And I didn't mean that I just wanted to make love to you, although I really do. You're driving me wild with desire right now," said Bob as he started to kiss my neck.

"I'm serious here," I said as I gently pushed him back on his side of the bed.

"So am I. Seriously horny," he replied as he tried to kiss me again.

"Men," I sighed heavily. "Do you ever stop thinking with your prick?"

"If we did this place would go out of business so you better be thankful that men are such horny beasts," Bob said with a chuckle.

"I'm not going back to school. Well, not right away at any rate. I'm keeping the place open because it's too good a business venture to walk away from right now, and because I enjoy what I'm doing too much. And...I really like the person I am right now. I know you're not interested in being a working girl anymore, or a girl of any kind, and I know that you're planning to start school again pretty soon, but if by any chance you wanted to stay here on the payroll I'm sure we could find work for such a strong and strapping young man such as yourself. There's all kinds of work that needs to be done that doesn't involve anyone putting their dick inside you," I blurted out in one long stream.

"That sounds like a very good idea. It would be crazy to shut this place down just when it's starting to take off. And I gladly accept your job offer...as long as the room and board situation stays the same despite my changing job description," said Bob with a grin.

"Really? You'd do that for me?"

"Hopefully I'd be doing it for both of us. Sure, I wouldn't be that far away if I went back to college, but I wouldn't have you as a roommate either. And honestly, going to college to learn about farming when you've grown up on a farm seems kind of redundant. Honestly I'd much rather work here, even if I wasn't sleeping with my boss," said Bob.

"I am your boss, aren't I?" I said, having never really thought about that too much.

"When I'm on the clock, but not in this bed, honey," said Bob has he pulled off my nightgown and began to caress my bosom.

"No, not in this bed. You're my man and I like you to be manly and do manly things to me."

"Is this manly enough for you?" he asked as he swung over me and got his cock between my legs.

"It's a good start," I replied just before he entered me.

Sometimes it was hard to tell when I was thinking like a whore or just thinking like a woman. It must be kind of strange for Bob to think of me as his boss, I figured. Not so much because I was a woman but because we had known each other as friends for so long. There was always a great deal of equality between us, and I'm sure there still was, but there was no harm in letting the man assert his manhood. That usually led to some very spirited intercourse so we both benefited from that.

"How do you feel about children?" I suddenly asked.

"What, are you pregnant?" he said as he stopped thrusting inside me and put a hand on my stomach.

"No, of course not. I couldn't get pregnant even if I wanted to...at least not yet. You know that."

"Well that's a hell of a question to ask a man when he has his cock in your pussy," Bob teased.

"I just meant that if someday...way down the line...it was actually possible, and we were still together, and the timing seemed right..."

"Yes, I like children and I'd be honored to be the father of yours. Now can I please go back to fucking you? All this pregnancy talk is not helping me keep my focus."

"You may resume fucking," I said with a laugh.

I don't really know what made me blurt all of that stuff out, especially in the middle of fornicating, but I guess I was just trying to convince myself that I really could be a woman like any other one. I certainly wasn't in any hurry to start a family but if I really stayed female forever that was something I would probably want to seriously consider and it wasn't totally crazy, under the circumstances, to think that Bob might be part of that process.

It would probably happen just like this. We'd go to bed together as usual, and Bob would put his cock in me, and we'd bump and grind together until he ejaculated. It would be just like all of the sex we had all of the time and we wouldn't know until later that we had created a life together. Then my stomach would swell up and my boobs would get bigger and my whole life would change forever.

My mom was younger than I was now when she had me. That must have been kind of scary. I couldn't imagine being a mother that young, but she had done a pretty terrific job of it, as far as I was concerned. I hoped that I could do as well if and when the time came.

And what if I had a girl? I'd probably have the same talk I had with my mother about the Wentworth women and the family tradition. She might follow in our footsteps or be horrified by the thought and want no part of it. Until I discovered that my mom was turning tricks, and started doing it myself right alongside her, I probably would have thought that a whorehouse was no place to have a family, but everybody here was like family to me now.

It was silly to be worrying about things that were so far in the future, especially when what I was doing in the here and now was so damn pleasant. Fortunately Bob fucked me back into focus and all I could think about was how much I loved him and how good he was making me feel.


CHAPTER 17:

I was kind of surprised at how many of the girls wanted to stay on when they heard that we wouldn't be closing down at the end of summer. Jake had already decided before I did that he wanted to remain Candy permanently and had stopped turning back a while ago. Of course that meant that fairly soon she'd have to start taking a pill of a different kind to make sure that she didn't get knocked up, but she was a very mature and responsible young lady, despite the kind of frivolous bimbo name she had chosen for herself. I knew I didn't really have to worry about her too much.

Some of the girls had already made other arrangements, and it would be sad to see them go, but I knew by now that I could get others. So far I had only recruited men who were willing to take the pill and change into women while working, but I started to consider branching out and hiring actual women. Since prostitution was legal now I could use the same employment resources as any other business, and I thought that we offered a rather attractive opportunity and a friendly work environment.

I found a company that rented large outdoor pools for parties and events and decided to throw an End of Summer Pool Party. There would be one area with the pool where you could buy admission and eat and drink and swim or sunbathe with a lot of cute girls in bikinis, at the start anyway, and if you wanted to take one of those bathing beauties upstairs and have your way with her you could pay the regular fees.

I always liked the idea of having some kind of mixer where customers and the girls could socialize a bit beforehand. I think it made a lot of men feel more comfortable to be in a situation where they flirted a little before choosing who to fuck. And if someone wanted to just come and hang out at the pool with a lot of eye candy on display we still got their money.

I had never worn a bikini before, although I had plenty of bikini cut underwear. The only swimming I had ever done as a woman had been with Bob at the old water hole, but we were both naked there. It was kind of fun to go pick something out for the party, and several of the girls went with me so that made it even more enjoyable as we all tried to find the absolute hottest swimsuit available.

We had a DJ to keep the tunes flowing, but not so loud that nobody could converse. I was banking on the idea that guys would want to chat it up with the bikini babes so I didn't want people to have to shout over the beats, like you often had to do at a noisy club. I told all the girls to just act like you were at a regular party, and if a guy shows interest in you make him feel like he's winning you over before you suggest that you both go up to your room, and don't be too pushy about it. If he doesn't choose you he'll choose somebody else and there will be plenty of guys to go around for everyone before the party was over.

As I strutted around in my new bikini, and saw what a rousing success the party seemed to be turning out to be, I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride, mixed with a little sadness because I knew that some of my gals would be leaving soon. Some I knew better than others, but I liked all of them so much and hated to see anyone go.

The logistics of the ebb and flow was a little difficult to get just right and I made a mental note to work on that. Sometimes the pool was crowded with girls, which was great for the party aspect, but not the ultimate goal, and sometimes so many girls were working upstairs that the ratio of males to females at the pool was uncomfortably lopsided. Fortunately my mom pitched in and came down to the pool in a very stunning bikini of her own that I didn't even know she had. If I could still have that body at her age I'd be a very happy woman I thought. Hopefully it was genetic.

My mom was always a hit with older men, who felt more comfortable being with someone a bit closer to their age, and much younger guys who saw her as the ultimate MILF fantasy, which I suppose she really was.

I tried not to think too much about the fact that Bob had fucked her, especially since she might turn out to be his mother-in-law someday, but the idea of my mom fucking a lot of other men didn't freak me out anymore in the slightest. It was just the family business. A little different than running a hardware store or a restaurant, but just as legal and just as important to the community. We created jobs, we brought in much needed tax revenue, and we stimulated the local economy in a variety of ways. Community involvement was something I wanted to focus on more. I wanted to be able to donate new uniforms for the high school band, or sponsor a Little League team. There would probably always be some stick-in-the-muds who would object to anything we did and try to organize protests against us but in time people would hopefully come to think of us as just another business in town.

Swimsuits were definitely optional at the party, and as the day wore on more and more clothing came off. If things seemed to be flagging a little I organized some pool games, like volleyball or water polo where the men could keep themselves occupied with a little manly competition without needing too many girls around. If I did something like this in the future I would probably want to bring on some additional temporary help, but there was no way I could have perfectly guessed how this would turn out. It just wasn't something they had taught me in school.

While I certainly made myself available for sex I tried to keep myself free much of the time to supervise the activity. I did a lot of dancing and swimming and flirting and sometimes I'd end up taking a guy to my room to fuck my brains out or have his dick sucked, but sometimes I was able to politely redirect them to another girl. It was tricky sometimes trying to wear so many hats, especially when you weren't wearing anything else at all and there were a bunch of horny men who wanted to stick their cocks in you.

Once, when things were lagging a bit and the crowd had thinned out considerably for the time being, I managed to stretch out in a recliner next to my mom. It was nice to take a little break and have a mother/daughter moment.

"You know I always wanted to have a pool," I said.

"We should consider putting one in," my mother suggested.

"That can be pretty expensive. I'm not sure it would be the best use of our resources just yet."

"It might be nice for the girls. Especially when the weather is hot like this," my mom pointed out. "And then you could throw these parties whenever you wanted to."

"Yeah, and maybe have a hot tub in a gazebo or something where people could fuck without having to leave the pool area. If the thing was enclosed that could be an option almost any time of the year without using the pool at all."

"I love watching the way your brain works. A little seed of an idea starts you thinking and planning looking to the future," said mom.

"Yeah, ideas just seem to tumble out of me...the way my boobs kept tumbling out of that bikini top. I finally just gave up and took it off."

"Well you have a lovely bosom, my dear. You don't need to hide it under anything."

"We've kind of got something here, haven't we?" I said as I looked around.

"Yes we do. And most importantly we've got each other," said my mom as she reached over and took my hand.

That was a really happy moment that I knew I would always treasure.


CHAPTER 18:

There were times where I would just wander around my old childhood home and be filled with memories of my boyhood. The places where we'd play hide-and-seek, or the old barn where I stole my first kiss with a girl named Peggy. A lot of those memories involved Bob, which was really hard to even fathom now, given what we had become. If we'd known back then that someday the place would be full of naked girls all the time I'm sure we would have had some pretty vivid fantasies. I'm also sure that none of them would have involved me picturing myself as one of those girls.

That first kiss wasn't really all that long ago, but it seemed like ages to me now. How did that boy ever grow up to be what I had become? I tried to think back to see if I could recall any hint that I might have shown some sign of feeling feminine urges but I honestly couldn't think of anything. My mother never dressed me in girly clothes, and I didn't have any hobbies or activities that would have seemed unusual for a boy. I always found girls attractive, and didn't hesitate to show it once I had worked up the nerve to give Peggy a good smack on the lips.

Yet somehow it seemed hard to believe that I ever had any doubts or reservations at all about becoming a woman. I loved it. I loved it all. Of course I hadn't had my first period yet, but I wasn't scared of that or anything else. I wanted to experience everything that other women experienced, the good and the bad.

There was a time, when I went away to college in a bigger town, that I figured that once I graduated I would want to take a job with some large corporation and go live in a big city. I had no intention of ever coming back home for more than a visit. I saw the old house and all the land as just real estate that I would probably inherit someday and sell off to some developer.

Now I could picture myself living here for the rest of my life and raising my children here. There could be three generations of my family living under that roof at the same time. I found that I didn't need to go off to the big city to make something of myself. I could do just fine right here, where my roots were, and where I had discovered something incredibly wonderful about myself.

I was so glad that I had come home early and caught my mother getting banged for money in the parlor. I had even thought about blowing off the trip entirely and staying on campus for the summer. Fortunately everything happened just the way it did. Maybe it was just random chance, or maybe it really was my destiny to be a Wentworth woman and sell my body, even though I never imagined that I'd be any sort of a woman at all. However it happened I knew that I was where I belonged and doing what I should be doing. It may be clichéd to say it but I guess there really is no place like home.


AUTHOR'S NOTES:

I know, I know, I know...for anyone shaking their head at my romanticized version of prostitution I totally realize that the reality, in many cases, is far more dark and unpleasant. Human trafficking is a real problem, and there is nothing remotely sexy about that. But on the other hand I've never seen any reason why prostitution had to be such a grimy thing, except that by keeping it illegal it allowed it to be run by horrible people. Someday it will be legal in America and companies like Hilton and Marriott will want to open brothels and sex resorts. That was my inspiration. To speculate on how one might run a whorehouse in a world where such a thing was legal and open.

I have no idea whether hay rides, and pool parties, and carnival attractions would actually work in a bordello, but if I ran the zoo that's the kind of crazy thing I'd probably want to try.
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