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1.

So, let’s review. The best night of my life has just ended in the worst way I could possibly imagine. After secretly crossdressing for years, I finally got the chance to be a girl for a night. And I had fun. Lots of fun. But when the clock struck midnight, my cock returned and I became a rather scrawny guy dressed in sexy, tight-fitting girl’s clothes. So, rather than risk getting spotted by my asshole stepdad and two asshole step-brothers, I snuck in thinking I wouldn’t be noticed. I was wrong.

Blaine, my step brother, is looking at me with this evil grin and all I want to do is throw my hands over my body and cover myself. I want to shriek, but then I’ll just wake everyone and for some reason Blaine hasn’t already gone to wake up his dad and brother, Dolph. This can only mean that he intends to torture me further. 

“What are you wearing?” he asks, mercifully whispering. Even in the dark, it’s clear that he can make out the makeup on my face and girl’s top and shorts I’ve got on. My shorts are so white hot that they look almost luminescent even in the low light, and I’m pretty sure that my bulge is visible. I put a hand in front of my crotch, trying to cover it.

“I’m– I’m. I was out.”

He just stares at me. This is no answer and I know it.

“What are you, gay?”

I don’t think that he’s really all that interested in the intricacies of my sexuality, which has become fluid of late, anyway. Sure, I got to enjoy Molly’s body tonight, but then there was Connor…and Aaron too.

“Yeah,” I say. “I’m gay.”

He takes a big bite of cold drumstick, ripping basted skin from bone with his teeth. I stand frozen while he chews.

“Okay,” he says finally. “What are you gonna do for me?”

“What?” I whisper.

“What are you going to do to keep me from telling everyone about this?”

“Uh…what do you want?” I say, worried about where this is going. “I’ll do your chores.”

It’s dark but I have no trouble making out the shake of his head, my eyes already adjusting to the low light of the kitchen.

“You do that already,” he says with glee. “Pay me.”

“I don’t have any money,” I say. This isn’t strictly true since I do have a little savings built up. Just a little less than a thousand dollars. But I need that money for when I’m out of the house. If I give it away now, I’ll be out on the street even faster than I would have been already. Ever since my mom passed away, my stepdad has had a real hard-on for getting me out of the house, and as of now I’ve got less than three months until I have to fend for myself.

“Okay, so what then?”

I don’t know what makes me say it, but somehow the words tumble from my lips.

“I can get you laid,” I say.

Now he’s intrigued.

“You? How?”

“I have friends. A girl friend. A friend of mine who is a girl.”

“So, what?”

“She’ll go out with you. If I tell her to.”

I can tell that he’s considering it. Greed and horniness are always at war in Blaine’s mind, and it’s not hard to see which one is going to win out.

“You’re lying.”

“I’m not. I don’t want her. But she’s my best friend, and she’ll do it if she knows I really need her to.”

“You would pimp out your best friend?” he asks incredulously.

“Look, you wanna do this or not?” I ask. I really should be asking myself the same question. I know that if Blaine tells his dad about me coming in the door tarted up like a girl, there’s no way I’m staying under his roof for even one more night. But if he says yes…

“What is she, a dog?”

“She’s not a dog.”

“Let me see her picture.”

“I don’t have any pictures of her.”

“Bullshit. You’re lying. You’re gonna find some huge tranny whore with AIDS or some shit to rape my ass.”

“Lovely image. But, no. I’m telling you that she’s hot and female and not disease-ridden and, unbelievable as it sounds, I think that I can convince her to go out with you. You pick her up, take her out, and the rest is up to you.”

Blaine doesn’t say anything, mulling this over.

“You’re sure she’ll put out?”

“If I’m wrong, you can tell the truth about me.” 

He likes the sound of this, I can tell.

“When?”

“Tomorrow night. Meet her at the Stop N’ Go.”

“How will I know who she is?”

“She’ll know you. I’ll tell her the make of your car.”

“And she’s not a whore? Because a girl who would get in a car with a guy she’s never met sounds like a whore to me.”

“What, you’ve got standards now?”

He shrugs.

“Yeah, alright.”

Without another word, I exit the kitchen and carefully remove my strappy sandals before ascending the stairs. Once I’m inside my room, I lock the door as carefully as I can.  I want to scream. I want to cry, or at least throw up a little. Instead, I climb into bed, hit my pillow a few times and then, still a little cross-faded, find that I almost instantly fall asleep.
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I am such a whore. Standing behind the Stop N’ Go (out front would be too obvious) I stand around in a pair of heels waiting for my stupid-ass step brother to show up in his Corolla. Yep, a Corolla. You were imagining a Thunderbird or something. So was I when I first met him. But no. He’s the only macho meathead guy I’ve ever met who at twenty-one actually has a sensible car.

I kinda can’t believe it’s happening. First, I can’t believe that my fairy godmother actually answered the call. After I woke up this morning, I went outside to the wood pile. Nobody was there, at first. But once I called her (quietly, so as not to draw attention from anyone in the house) she appeared. Suddenly she was there, just sitting as if she’d been there the whole time.

“How was last night?” asked my fairy godmother. Same over-done makeup and tutu, same chest hair and beer belly, still inspecting those cuticles just as before.

“I don’t have time to get into it. I need to change again. Just for tonight.”

“Sure, honey. I can make it so you can change back and forth whenever you want.”

“Really? There aren’t, like, magic rules about that kind of thing? You won’t run out of fairy dust, or whatever?”

“If I run out, I just order more,” she says, as if this makes perfect sense and I’m just slow on the uptake.

“Okay, well that would have been nice to know. I wouldn’t even be in this mess if you didn’t turn me back at midnight.”

“Hey, I had to give you a sample, didn’t I? How I was supposed to know that Blaine would be in the kitchen when you got home?”

“Because you’re, like, omniscient or whatever. How else would you even know what happened between me and Blaine?”

“Omniscience isn’t the same as omnipotence. I can’t go around solving all of your problems for you. It wouldn’t be fair to you. Besides, I’d get bored.”

“Fine. Whatever. I don’t care. Just tell me what I need to do to change forms whenever I want.”

“Here’s what you do. Tell yourself, I think I can. I think I can.” 

“I think I can. I think–”

“Oh, hon. I was kidding. Haven’t you ever heard of sarcasm?”

“Will you quit screwing around!? I need real help here. Please.”

“Fine, sorry.”

She pulled out a can of something from inside her bra and tossed it to me.

“Cheez Whiz? What the hell is this?”

“Try it. Just a little dab on your tongue and you’ll be good to go for hours. If you feel it wearing off, have a little more. It’s full-proof.”

“Quit screwing with me.”

“I’m not! What made you suspicious all of a sudden? My god!”

Well, you won’t believe it. But after dark, I took the Cheez Whiz down to the Stop N’ Go and from the second that cheesy gooey junk touched my tongue, I felt my body changing. Breasts rising from my flat chest, hips and ass growing to give curves to my boyish frame. My dick receding into two wet folds of skin between my legs. Not just my body, my clothes changed too. In place of my jeans and ratty t-shirt, I’m now wearing a cocktail dress with a super-short skirt.

One second I’m me, and then the next I’m back to Andi. God, I love being her again. Even if these aren’t exactly the circumstances I’d choose. The thing is, there’s something thrilling about meeting Blaine in the parking lot like this. Thinking of him checking me out, him seeing how high my skirt is hiked up, trying to get a glimpse of my panties, or at least my ass, makes me feel a little hot and wet down there. Not that I like the guy. I know better than anyone what a complete asshole he is. But that’s the way he is to Andrew, his dweeby step brother who he barely knows. He’s had girlfriends before, or at least hookups. He can't be that repulsive to all of them, can he? How would he ever get laid if he was such a total pig? Women have standards. Or at least ones not in my position do.

I can hear a car’s wheel crunching across the pavement and peek around the corner. It’s him. My heart pounds the second I recognize the Corolla. Maybe it’s just nerves, but now it suddenly feels real. I’m actually doing this.

Before last night, I never thought about guys. But this body has a whole new set of needs. And it’s not as if I didn’t enjoy myself. I can’t even pretend I didn’t. It was actually kind of amazing. Not just the sex but the risk. Feeling like a slut is supposed to feel shameful, but it weirdly fills me with a sense of pride, too. Like, I’m the one who dares to do it. Other girls might hesitate, but not me. I have a job to do, and I’m gonna do it if it means getting out of this mess.

With my high heels on, I approach the car. The car is idling but not parked. The window slides down just a crack. He’s saying something inaudible, but I don’t even bother with the banter. Just climb right in.

“Hey,” Blaine says. “Wow, okay. You’re Andy’s friend?”

“Yeah,” I say.

“You…gotta name?”

I can’t say Andi. Too obvious.

“Jessie.”

“I’m Blaine,” he says, offering his hand in a shake.

“Can we just go? I just spent the last hour waiting behind a convenience store and I don’t really feel like getting picked up dressed like this.”

“Damn, you’re not much for small talk, huh?” He puts the car in drive and turns out of the parking lot. He palms the wheel, fumbling for the pack of American Spirits in his cup holder.

“Mind if I smoke?” he asks.

“Yeah, I do,” I say, just trying to annoy him.

“Just one puff then,” he says, sliding one out of his mouth and then lighting it quickly with his zippo. He takes a long pull then tosses the cig out the window.

“You can start a fire like that,” I say. He eyes me like a convict sizing up a new fish, then he looks back at the road like I hadn’t said anything.

“You’re friends with Andy?” he says.

“Yeah.”

“Why?”

“He’s nice.”

“Not to me,” he says. I’m honestly taken aback by this. Blaine thinks I’m the one who isn’t nice to him? Where the hell does he get off saying I’m not nice?

“You like steak?”

“Love it. I think I’ll buy myself one after we’re done.”

“I was asking because I’m offering to buy you one.”

“Pass.”

“Okay, what do you want to do?” he asks.

“Take the turnoff at Mile Marker 188.”

He looks at me again, like a convict who has just realized his new roommate actually wants to let him take what he wants. The next few minutes are spent in luxurious silence. I play with my boobs a little, just to see if I can get him to steer into the lane divider. Not that I actually want him to do that. That would be bad. But it would be funny. Not to me, but someone watching the whole thing. I love having boobs. I wish I wasn’t wearing a bra. Something about exposed nipples under a tight-fitting dress just screams slut. And right now, that’s exactly what I want to do.

He pulls off the interstate and drives onto a little gravel road hunters use when they want to discreetly fuck each other in the ass.

“This is far enough,” I say, pointing to a spot where we can park. He pulls over and kills the engine. “You’re not a cop, are you?” I say, enjoying myself now.

“No,” he says. The usual asshole tone has disappeared from his voice. He says it like he’s a little boy on Christmas morning. I reach over and just as I expected, he’s fully hard already. His cock is pressed against his thigh and I squeeze his head gently between two manicured fingers. I tease him just a little, rubbing the tip of my finger up and down his shaft. I look at him. I don’t think he’s ever done this before. Never got a hand job from some insanely hot chick after zero effort on his part.

I unzip his fly and slide his dick out. He’s big. So, I guess all that swagger wasn’t bullshit after all. I expected him to be tiny, since that’s what they say about cocky guys. But even though he needs to trim his pubes, he’s actually got a pretty good looking cock. Or it looks good to me, anyway. Ever since becoming a girl I have a whole new appreciation for them. As soon as I start cranking on him, he’s starting to wet my hand with tiny dabs of precum. Shit, I’d better get this thing in my mouth fast or else he’ll be splooging on the dashboard in a minute.

I cross my legs, lean over and press my lips to his cock. Giving head in a car is actually more complicated than it looks. There’s the stick shift, which is hard to maneuver your torso over. But I’m so excited I don’t care. I don’t even care that it’s Blaine. We’re not related by blood, or even marriage at this point. I never thought of him as anything more than an asshole I had a put up with. I never imagined he could be a dick I could enjoy.

He starts squirming awkwardly in his seat as soon as I start. He’s struggling to keep from cumming right away; I can tell. He’s hoping that if he thinks of something else he’ll last longer. But nothing doing. I’m going to work this cum out of him as fast I can. I need it. The taste of his precum has me going, and I need more. I start to moan a little, licking the bottom of his shaft.

He squirts in my mouth and I feel a rush of pleasure as the semen leaps across my tongue. I sit up, wiping a dab of cum away with my fingernail.

“Fuck!” he says, smacking the steering wheel.

“Don’t worry about it,” I say flatly. “A lot of guys finish fast. It just means you’ll never satisfy a woman. That’s all.”

He looks at me with this wild look, like he’s going to crack my skull open. Oh, shit. What the hell was I thinking? This guy might actually murder me right here and now.

He stares at me hard. I freeze, trying to look impassive and not worried. After about a minute and a half, he turns the engine back on and we make a U-turn.

I put my hands in my lap, afraid to push my luck by saying something more. I shouldn’t egg him on. It could get violent fast.

“Where do you want me to drop you?” he asks, eyes forward like he’s asking the car and not me in particular.

“Same place,” I say.

“Got another customer tonight?” he asks, smiling mirthlessly. I don’t say anything. After a few minutes, we pull into the Stop N’ Go and I throw the door open, relieved to be back in sight of people. Before I can climb out, he says–

“I want to see you again.”

I hadn’t planned for this. Although, actually it makes sense. Why wouldn’t a guy like Blaine be looking for no-strings-attached sex now that he knows he can get it?

“Next time it’s two-hundred,” I say, hoping to scare him off.

“I fucking knew it!” he says, a note of triumph in his voice. I open the door, taking this as my cue to leave, but grabs my wrist to stop me. Not aggressive. He’s surprisingly gentle.

“I don’t have your number.”

“Talk to Andy. He’ll set it up.”

Blaine just shakes his head, the biggest smile on his face.

“Fucking Andy,” he says more to himself than to me. “I can’t believe it.”

I slide out of the passenger seat and he peels out quick, or at least as quick as possible in a Corolla. I can’t believe I just blew that muscle-bound asshole. And that I made a tentative date to do it again. He probably would pay two hundred for another go. Why not? So, if that’s one way to make money, I wonder what else this body can do?
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“So, what can you tell me about your qualifications?” he asks my tits. Actually, I think the question was directed at me, but since he’s staring at my tits I feel that I should probably give them a chance to speak for themselves. I’m perky and smooth and though I need a lot of support, I’ll never let you down.

“I have good time management skills,” I say. “And very strong interpersonal skills.”

“I see. Excellent. Tell me more,” he says, scribbling down little notes on his pad of paper. For a guy who runs Wild Fillies, the local equivalent of Hooters, Lance is actually surprisingly well-groomed. Handsome, even. I’m shocked. I expected the kind of pot-bellied perv that one expects of this place’s clientele. But he’s clearly got a stairmaster at home and he looks pretty good in a pair of khakis. Good enough that if it came between this job and a blow job on my part, I would seriously think about it.

Being a beautiful girl has some advantages. One of them is that you can walk into a restaurant and expect to get hired on the spot. Which I am. Once we’re done with the initial chitchat, Lance takes out a t-shirt, apron and a pair of hot pink short shorts.

“You’re, what? A size 2?” he asks. I have no idea, so I nod.

“There’s a changing room in the employee lounge. If everything fits, you can get started right away.”

“Today?” I ask.

“Sure. We’ve got the lunch rush from around 11 until 2:30 and Maddie just quit. For personal reasons. She’s having a kid. Her choice to leave. We don’t discriminate against single mothers. Do you have any kids?”

“No,” I say.

“Good. Plenty of the girls here do and it’s a bear to work out scheduling. But, ya know, we don’t discriminate here.”

“Right, good. You shouldn’t.”

“I realize fourteen bucks an hour doesn’t sound like a lot. But I’ve never seen any of the girls who made less than thirty from tips even when it’s slow. You, I don’t foresee any problems with. You’ve got a good attitude. That and your…natural endowments. Sky’s the limit, really. We have girls here walking away with a thousand bucks on a good night. And if you don’t report that income, well. What you do about that is up to you. You are eighteen, right?”

“Yep,” I say. It’s the second time he’s asked me, since apparently asking twice is doing his due diligence. He seems pretty happy to take my word for it. Good thing, too. It might get a little hairy if I actually have to provide some sort of ID that proves who I am.

“Welcome aboard,” he says, extending his hand in a shake. And just like that, I’m a sexy waitress.

I take the skimpy triangle of cloth, my t-shirt, and head to the back room to change. There’s no lock on the door, and I forget to knock. So, when I open the door and see a Latina with a bodacious ass and huge, Hershey-kiss nipples I’m so floored that I stand there, staring.

“Uh, hey. You comin’ in?” she asks. Obviously not shy about her body, she says it casually like she wouldn’t mind all that much if some guy came in and started leering at her. Or some girl who until recently was a guy.

“Sorry,” I say, slowly recovering myself. I duck inside fast, finding myself in a cramped little room that looks like it was once an office but which now holds rows of lockers. The hot girl goes back to dressing herself, pulling a Wild Fillies t-shirt across her torso. No bra, although she does apply a pair of those little pasty things to her nipples to cover them. She ties the loose-fitting tee off just below her midriff. In a flash, I experience a fantasy of me rubbing her, our arms wrapped around each other as we kiss. Oh, god. I’d better stop now before I start drooling. I hope she can’t tell that I’m wet.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m Andi,” I say.

“I’m Maria,” she says. As we talk, I learn that she’s actually Filipina and that she’s got a three-year old. She’s been working at Wild Fillies for a little less than two years now.

“A thousand bucks a night?” she laughs. “Sorry, but I’ve been here for eight months and I’ve never made half that in a night. Hell, I don’t know any way for a girl to make that kind of cash except stripping.”

“What’s the worst part?” I ask.

“About stripping?”

“No, this job.”

“Oh. It’s pretty much what you’d expect. The older guys are alright, but it’s the younger ones I hate. They don’t tip well, don’t talk much. You gotta try and flirt with everybody no matter who walks through the door. The older guys think you actually like them. That’s why they come back. But the younger guys think you like them and they want to do something about it. That’s pretty much the worst part. Just let Lance know if they go too far.”

“It doesn’t bother you?”

“Hell, no. I’m queer anyway. Most of the girls here are.”

“You don’t date guys?”

“I’ve already had my baby. From now on, I’d rather be with girls.”

She gives me a shy little smile. I smile too.

“I’ll see you out there,” she says, kissing her finger and then pressing that finger to my lips. I’m so surprised I don’t even know how to respond, just watch her ass as she sashays out the door. Her skin smells like coconut and I just want to stuff my face in her lap and breathe her in. Jesus, I want to touch myself bad.

Once she’s gone, I strip down to my bra and panties and admire myself in the mirror. I almost give in to the temptation and start playing with myself. But instead I unhook the bra and look over my tits before slipping on the t-shirt and tying it around my midriff like Maria did. I pose in the mirror, lifting my calf in a girlish pose. When I’m done, I go out and start my shift.

Another girl, Angela, shows me the ropes. She’s a sexy blonde with plenty of botox. I figure she’s probably in her mid-thirties and has definitely had a boob job. The work itself isn’t hard. After the lunch rush is over, it’s pretty smooth sailing for the next few hours. I chit chat with the guys. It’s weird how easy it is for me to flirt as a girl. When I was in their shoes, I could never think of anything to say. But now small talk is effortless. All I have to do is seem interested, and the rest just takes care of itself. I know exactly what their dirty minds are thinking about. I know what they want to hear, so I give it to them. Plenty are bad tippers, but by closing time I’ve made well over two hundred bucks. Nothing like Lance promised, but it’s still more than decent for this town. At this rate, I’ll earn enough to move out early. No reason to stay in that house for the rest of the summer. With this body, I can pretty much go anywhere.

After we’ve wiped down all the tables and put the stools up, all us girls get together for a shot. It’s me, Maria, Angela, Stephanie and Tina. I’m surprised how much fun it is just being one of the girls. Stephanie asks if I have a boyfriend, and I say that I’m just playing the field and that I’m not really looking for a relationship at the moment. She tells me she’s got someone for me if I ever change my mind.

After Lance has locked up, Maria catches up to me in the parking lot.

“My girl Sascha dances at this club called Cat’s Meow.”

I know it. Seeing as there are three strip clubs in town, it would be pretty hard not to. 

“You should come,” Maria says. “Just to watch. If that’s all you want to do.”

Obviously, I say yes.
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I’ve never had so much fun at a strip club. Okay, full disclosure, I’ve never actually been to one before. When I said that I knew the Cat’s Meow, I meant that I knew it in the way that I knew the feed store. I’m aware that it’s there and could probably draw a map to it for someone who needed to go there, but who would I have gone with? My jerkass stepdad Darren?

Anyway, I’ve discovered something I would have not guessed before. Girls like strip clubs. These girls do, anyway. As soon as we walk in the door it’s nothing but whooping and drinking. Maria seems to know everyone and the waitress comps us the first round of drinks. It’s a small crowd, with the few men present clearly regulars. There are a couple of guys who seem a little annoyed with the fact that there are girls who are not present for their amusement. But with Maria by my side, I don’t feel the least bit nervous. She’s been sitting so close to me that our hips have been touching all night.

Sascha is tearing up the stage, wearing a pair of bright orange panties, her bra already on the floor. Wow! I’m jealous she can be that flexible. Where can I learn how to twist my pelvis like that?

“So, Andi. You ever been with a girl before?” Stephanie asks me. That’s how these girls talk. It’s all sex talk and straight to the point.

“Um, yeah,” I say. This sets off a cascade of giggles from all three girls. Immediately, I’m flooded with questions.

“We need specifics, girl!” Angela insists. I’m turning bright red. Maybe if they weren’t all asking at once it wouldn’t be so bad, but I feel suddenly self-conscious. My night with Molly was amazing. But if I get into that story, I have to then start telling all about Aaron and Connor. I’m relieved when Maria jumps in.

“Leave her alone. She doesn’t have to tell us if she doesn’t want to.”

“Okay, so just answer me this. Did you enjoy yourself?” Angela asks.

“Oh, yeah!” I say.

“That’s all I needed to know,” Angela says, waving Sascha over to where we’re sitting to the right of the stage. Sascha winks at me as she bends down to accept a five from Angela who gives her a little pat on the ass. Angela whispers in her ear. Sascha nods and steps down from the stage. She comes around to the side where we’re sitting and takes me by the hand.

I’m led into a little room in the back. I’m about to get a lap dance. I must have a huge grin on my face because Sascha gives me a wink.

“Hey, hon. What’s your name?”

“I’m Andi.”

“You’re really pretty, Andi,” she says, gesturing to me to have a seat.

“You too,” I say, captivated by her body. I sit and she starts wiggling her hips, turning around and bending over to show off her perfect ass.

“You can touch me if you want,” she says.

“That’s allowed?” I ask.

“No. But you can do it anyway. That rule is just for guys. With girls it’s different.”

I reach out and touch her thigh. She sighs deeply. Then she turns around and straddles me.

“I love girls,” she says, touching her finger to my lip. I can feel the warmth between my legs spreading inside me. I’m so wet all I want to do is fuck right here and now. The curtain is closed. No one would have to know. But I don’t know if we can keep quiet while we do this.

I press my face to Sacha’s bare chest, pressing her silicone-enhanced breasts together. I lick her cleavage, running my hand down her stomach. She groans, her hips bucking on my lap. Then I take her hands and guide them towards my crotch. She slides a finger between my legs, touching the wetness just below my mound. My heart is pounding as I feel that finger probing closer to my clit. She climbs off me, then bends over. Seeing what she’s doing, I spread my legs and prepare to have my pussy eaten out. 

I’ve never been on the receiving end of this before. Every sensation is completely new, and when she kisses my folds I want to yell with pleasure. Soon her tongue is penetrating me, feeling around inside of me and sending an eruption of pleasure through every nerve ending. She attends to me carefully, building me up so that I’m just about to climax. But then, somehow, she knows when it’s time to slow down to prolong the pleasure. She periodically switches from her mouth to her fingers so that the variety keeps me guessing about what comes next. When I cum, I squirt in her face. I’m amazed at the juices my body is able to produce. She seems pleased.

“You did great,” she says as she wipes her mouth.

“You,” I have to grab a breath. “You did everything.”

“Yeah, but I never could have done it if you weren’t so cute,” she says. “I have to get back on the floor now, okay?”

I nod, finding that my panties are hanging around my ankles. I pull them up and she gives me a quick kiss before returning to the floor. My body is humming by the time I return to my seat. I think Maria knows what just happened back there, but if she does she doesn’t say anything. I spend the rest of the night waiting for Sascha. Other girls come up on stage, and they’re all beautiful, but I keep glancing backstage to see if she’ll reappear. When she does, I’m riveted. I end up slipping her most of my own tips from the evening. She accepts them gratefully, but she doesn’t favor me by returning my stare. As the night progresses, more guys come into the place and pretty soon it’s conspicuous how we’re a bunch of women who tip better than the men.

After several rounds of margaritas, Angela announces that she has to get home.

“Yeah, I should go too,” Maria says. “Andi?”

“Yeah,” I say, my head still swimming from the booze and from the sex in the back room. We divvy up the bill and I realize that I’ve spent almost everything I made working. How do these girls do this and still pay their bills? I think I need a new line of work. And I think I know what it’s gonna be.


5.

Beads of sweat land on my collar as I stuff the leaves in the black plastic bag. After so much glorious time as a girl I can’t believe that I’m back to doing chores as a guy again. Don’t ask what’s keeping me in Darren’s house at this point. Maybe I’m just a glutton for punishment.

At least I’m not the only one raking leaves. Dolph and Blaine are out here too. Apparently they screwed up something major because they almost never actually do the chores their dad assigns them. Something has put the fear of God into them because they’re hustling like mad.

“Hurry up, asshole!” says Dolph. He’s older than Blaine and even though they’re close to the same size, he still feels the need to show Blaine who’s boss.

“What are you busting my balls for?” he asks. “Andy’s holding the bag.”

He shields his eye with his hand, scanning the yard for me.

“Any day now, princess!” he calls when he sees me. Go ahead, you big gorilla. Call me a girl all you want. You’ve got nothing on me. I approach at a leisurely pace with the black bag.

“You should be wearing this thing,” he says, which I take to mean he wants to dump the bag of leaves on my head. I don’t respond at all, just stare blankly. He takes the bag and starts grabbing huge handfuls of leaves and starts stuffing the bag with them. Blaine does the same, both of them now too focused on their task to take any notice of me.

I steal glances at Blaine when he’s not looking, wondering if he’s thinking about the girl that he hooked up with in the car. I’ve waited for some sign, but he’s given no indication that he wants to see her again. It’s weird, but I feel just a little bit insulted. He had fun. I know that much. So, why hasn’t he tried to get in contact again? Does he think I’m not good enough for him? I mean, what the hell?

As I walk back to retrieve the rake and start on the leaves on the northwestern side of the drive, Darren approaches with his mug of coffee.

“Pick up the pace, men!” he barks. I turn my head down like a medieval surf whose landlord has just arrived. The guys do the same. Darren isn’t a big guy. Both his sons are taller than he is. But he oozes masculinity. His arms are taut and he’s got a muscular chest. Anybody who wakes up at five to work out is going to be fit, but he’s got this kind of presence too. This aura that is just a little bit brash and capable of aggression. In other words, a complete tool. So, why am I just standing here holding a rake and staring at him? 

Darren takes a sip, his other hand on his hip. He sees me and nods in a way that lets me know he wants to see me about something.

“Yes, sir?” I ask.

“What’d you get up to last night, son?”

Son. That’s what he calls me? Where does he get off calling me that? I struggle for an answer.

“I went out,” I say, realizing that pretending I was at home no longer makes sense. 

“Friends from school.” 

“Good friends?” he asks.

“I guess so.”

He takes another sip and I’m left to wonder what he’s getting at.

“You don’t think to tell me where you’re going?”

I shrug.

“Well, don’t you think that I deserve some kind of consideration? You are living in my house, boy.”

“Yes, sir.”

“I don’t want you running around without my say-so. I’m responsible for you now.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Christ, boy. Who the hell hit ya? You walk around like a beaten dog. Why don’t you carry yourself like a man for a change?”

I straighten up, feeling like a new recruit getting dressed down by his sergeant.

“No more secrets. And no more getting your brother to cover for you.”

My brother? It takes me a minute before I realize that he’s talking about Blaine.

“You want to go out after dark, you’d better make sure I know where you’ll be. ‘Cause if I find out you’ve snuck out after dark again, we may have to reevaluate our arrangement. You understand me?”

“Yes, sir. But, uh, I have a job.”

“A job?” His tone is incredulous, but I can see his mind working. “That’s fine, Andrew. That’s just fine, boy. What line of work are you in?” he asks, as if we were at the Elk’s Lodge or something. Is that still a thing?

“I, uh, work at the Stop N’ Gas,” I lie. “So, I won’t be around on weekends or on some weekends. It’s not full time, or anything. Sir.”

“Just don’t let it get in the way of the work you need to be doing around here. You don’t see Dolph and Blaine shirking on their responsibilities.”

“No, sir,” I say, knowing that on any ordinary day that’s exactly what I would be seeing.

“Well, alright then. Good talk,” he says. I guess I’ve got his blessing. He walks off and three back-breaking hours later, the light starts to turn orange and the bags of leaves are full. Darren returns, distributes three crisp $20 bills ($4 an hour!) to each of us and I guess we’re supposed to think that we’re fortunate to be getting anything at all. I take the money, because it’s better than nothing and then all three of us return to the house.

I don’t say anything to either tweedle dee or tweedle dumbass as I pull myself up the stairs and collapse on my bed, still covered in dirt and sweat. As I try to recover my strength, I hear a tiny little knock rapping at my door.

Blaine slides his not-insubstantial self inside the room and peers down at me.

“What?” I say.

“Jessie,” he says.

“Who?” I say. He gives me a weird look.

“What the fuck do you mean?” he asks, drawing closer to the bed. “You know who I’m talking about.”

“Oh, yeah. Her. She probably gave you a fake name because she was probably hoping not to see your ugly ass a second time.”

“I’ve got the money. So, set it up.”

“Fine,” I say. Without another word, he’s out the door. Well, I guess there’s my answer. He just needed to pick up a few bucks before he made another meet with ‘Jessie’. I can’t help it, am I smiling? I just want to feel pretty again. Even if it is with him.


6.

Stopping in for a cheery Freezie. I love Stop N’ Go. I realize that the guy who works the counter is staring at my legs through the opening at the back of my skirt, but what the hell? I’m hot, so let him stare. I wonder if other girls ever do what I’m doing. Not with their former step brothers, I mean. But just in general. How common is it for a gal to realize that she’s got assets and just, ya know, decide to utilize them? Not like prostitution. Or at least not like real prostitution. But like what I’m doing. 20%? 30%? Maybe not that high. But I can’t be the only one. It must occur to some of them. It didn’t take me long, so what about a girl who's been that way her whole life?

I pay for the Freezie and exit. Shit, I hope this thing doesn’t make me have to pee soon. I look for the sign of Blaine’s Corolla. When it finally arrives, twenty minutes late (of course) I start walking towards it. The car pulls into a spot facing away from me and I open the passenger side door. A familiar face peers out at me.

“Hi,” he says. Not Blaine. It’s Darren. “Can we talk?”

I want to run. I want to flee, but somehow I’m worried how it will look.

“Relax,” he says. “I’m not trying to abduct you.”

Oh, good. By the rule of abductors, you can only actually snatch someone if you make your intentions clear first. Now I feel much better. But I guess that he’s not a total stranger, even if he isn't someone I completely trust. So, I take a quick look around to see if there’s anyone I might signal for help. Nope. Doesn’t look like it. I slide into the passenger side, careful not to wrinkle my skirt. The cool air on the back of my legs reminds me of how exposed I am.

“I’d like to talk to you about my son,” he says. 

“Andrew?” I blurt out.

“Andrew?” he asks, uncomprehending. “I meant Blaine. Who is Andrew to you?”

“My, uh, friend. He introduced us. Blaine and me, I mean.”

“Uh huh.”

Andrew? What the hell was I thinking saying that? How is speaking at all going to help me right now?

“Well, look. You aren’t going to be seeing Blaine again.”

“Uh, ok.”

“He disobeyed me.”

“Whatever you say,” I say. “It’s not like we were exactly close. You know what I mean?”

He scowls.

“So, I guess you’d do it with just about anyone, wouldn’t you? Anybody with money?”

Seems like a rhetorical question, so I don’t take the bait. Then he says–

“Look in the glove box.”

So, I do it. I open the door slowly, expecting a pistol to come falling out. But, no. Nothing so dramatic. Just a small white envelope with the money inside.

“Is this for me?” I ask. He snorts. “But, why?”

“Consider it severance,” he says.

“Well, thanks.”

“I took his money,” Darren explains. “And I took away his car. He doesn’t deserve them. But I can’t keep them myself, because what kind of example is that to set?”

“I understand,” I say, though this is just a meaningless platitude that people use to get out of uncomfortable situations. “Can I go now?”

“Up to you. I’m not keeping you prisoner, am I?”

I nod thanks, and I’m about to leave. But something stops me.

“You know, Andrew told me about you.”

Darren just stares at me, trying to get a read on what I could possibly mean by remaining in the car like this.

“Well, I think that it would probably be a good idea for you to lighten up on him a little, huh? I mean, he lost his mom.”

“I lost his mom,” Darren says coldly.

“Well, yeah. I guess that’s true. Look, I don’t want to get in the middle of family drama or anything like that.”

“So, why bring it up at all?”

“I don’t know. I didn’t think I’d ever get the chance to say it, and now I have.”

I need to just get out of this car right now. That would be the smart thing to do. Instead, I sit there. The two of us just sit still looking straight ahead. A car pulls into the parking lot, a semi blows past on the highway.

“You lonely?” Darren asks, breaking the silence.

“Seems like that should be my line,” I say. “I’m the– well, you know.”

“I just can’t help but take note of the fact that you’re still here,” he says.

“What do you…what do you miss about her?” I say.

“Who?” Darren asks, turning to me.

“Your wife.”

He doesn’t say anything. Then, I see that he’s about to speak, but he chokes it back. What comes out of his mouth is practically a gurgle.

I reach over and put my hand on his knee. He sighs deeply, like he’s letting out all this suffering he’s been carrying around all this time. I feel for him in a way I never did as a guy. It’s like I never met him, like he’s a stranger that I could actually like.

I slide my fingers up his pants leg and can feel his cock stiffening against his slacks. I touch the head of his cock, pinching it gently with my thumb and forefinger.

Darren starts the engine. He looks over his shoulder to check the way is clear, just as if he were backing out of his own driveway. Then we’re out of the parking lot and turning onto the highway.

“Where?” I ask, surprised at my own voice. It’s made even more high-pitched and girlish by the rush of excitement I feel.

“There’s a hotel at the next exit,” he says.

My heart’s pounding in my chest. I squeeze my thighs together, enjoying the pressure but also worried that he can smell how wet I am. My pussy is frothing already and we haven’t even done anything. My whole body feels hot. Visions of Darren start rushing through my brain. The first time we met, that firm handshake. I see him tearing off my clothes, pawing at me. I want it so bad I want to jump out of the car the second we pull into the motel.

“Wait here,” he says without looking at me. He gets out of the car and heads into the little booking office just off the main building. As soon as he’s gone, I fondle my breasts a little, wanting to touch myself through my clothes. I let out a little involuntary moan but steady myself. I pull the visor down and look at myself in the mirror. My pupils are dilated. I make kissy lips at my reflection. Fuck, I’m hot.

Darren walks back out and doesn’t even turn to look at me as he beelines for a room on the second floor. I give him fifteen seconds head start, then I follow. My heels stamp the asphalt as I go.

Climbing the stairs littered with cigarette butts and empty bottles of Old Style, I join him upstairs. He opens the door for me like a gentleman. I practically float into the room.


7.

From the moment Darren shuts the door, we’re all over each other. Lips meet, tongues touch as we get going. He put his hand to my breast, the other cupping the small of my back and holding me. A real man. I let him lead me over to the bed. He slides his hand up my back leg, fingers probing to touch my pussy. As he reaches up to undo my zipper, I feel the fabric peeling away, revealing warm skin that begs to be touched. I reach behind me and unhook my own bra. He undoes his belt, then realizes that he’s got to take off his shoes first. I assume a reclining position on the bed, looking up at him feeling like I want to wrap my legs around him.

He gets his pants and shoes off, then he goes for his shirt. He’s got to be the most well-built older man I’ve ever seen. Every part of him is muscle and sinew, from his bulging pecs to his finely chiseled abdomen. He climbs onto the bed. I admire his powerful thighs and then my eyes hungrily enjoy the outline of his cock as it fights against his jockey shorts. 

“You wanna fuck me?” I ask in my little girl voice. He nods, drinking me in with his body.

If he only knew the truth…

But what does that matter to me now? My lust is growing. I raise my hips. He grabs my knees and slides them onto his shoulders. Lowering himself, he kisses my belly, drawing invisible circles around my belly button with his nose. As he plants tiny pecks on my breasts, I can feel my nipples getting hard. He takes my left breast in his mouth, suckling me. I sigh, reeling with pleasure. As he takes my other breast in his hand, I slide my fingers down my slim waist and tug at the fabric of my panties.

“Take them off,” I beg. He complies, pulling my panties down. I let them slide off my feet and then spread my legs. The head of his cock touch my outer lips and my neck curves involuntarily. He presses himself inside me and I feel a jolt of pain, accompanied by a flood of pleasure. He sets the pace as I rock with him, letting him deeper and deeper into me. I groan as he pushes himself into me. As he fucks me, gently and then deeper and faster, I stare into his eyes. Love me, my eyes beg. Just keep me close and love me forever. 

Sweat forms on his brow as he thrusts deeper. I can feel every part of cock, the seam rubbing my inner wall. He pumps hard, then his pace slows.

“What’s wrong?” I demand to know.

“I’m getting close,” he says.

“Yeah, so?” I pant, still not understanding.

“You don’t want me to come inside you do you?”

Yes!

“No,” I say. He slides himself out, but I’m not ready to stop yet. He starts to kiss me again, but I stop him.

“Let me suck you off,” I say.

“Now?” he says, smiling. The prospect of licking my own juices off his throbbing cock is getting me hot.

“Yeah,” I say. “Now.”

He rolls off me, and I slide down to kneel down in front of his swollen dick. The fishy aftertaste is more pungent than I’d thought it would be, but I love the slickness of him, the way that he feels on my tongue. I lick a tiny glob of precum from his tip. He’s experienced. The other boys I know wouldn’t have lasted this long. I go to work on him, sucking him and then stuffing him down my throat. When he finally does come, it’s unexpected but so warm and gooey.

I rise and flick my hair back.

“How was it?” I ask, eager for his approval. He runs his thumb down my cheek, stroking my face.

“You were great,” he says. Then, he climbs off the bed and goes to pick his pants off the floor. Leaving so soon? Then, I remember what this actually is. He’s a customer, or something like it. I feel a girlish desire to be wrapped up and held, to feel cared for as I drift off to sleep. But then a moment later, the urge passes and I realize that there’s no way this can go on. Not with Darren. Not ever again.

He’s finished putting on his clothes. He looks at me for a moment, maybe expecting me to say something. Then he says–

“The room’s booked for the whole night. You okay staying here?”

I nod.

“Well,” he says. “Thanks for everything.”

He coughs, clears his throat. Then he walks over to the door and shuts it behind him. As soon as he’s gone, I feel suddenly crestfallen. What the hell did I just do? I feel slutty and gross in a way I never did with the other guys. How could I have fucked him? The man who’s made my life hell. How could I have fallen for…?

I start to cry, suddenly sobbing. I bury my face in the pillow, overcome with shame and still as horny as I was when I walked in the door. I reach down and touch myself, still crying and eager for a release. Once the crying jag passes, I get out of bed and go into the bathroom.

The shower head is the kind that has the removable nozzle. I play with the nob until I’ve got the temperature and flow just right, then I sit down and shoot the warm water up inside myself, using my fingers to fondle my clit. As I bring myself to orgasm, I think of Darren all over again. I need to figure out a way to see him again as a girl. I just have to.
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