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PART ONE



CHAPTER ONE


I REMEMBER THE job interview well. I sat on a chair in reception between Josh Radnor, a 6ft 4in captain of the football team and Billy Smith, a 6ft 6in starting centre for the Cheetahs. At 5ft 6in I felt out of my league. In fact, it felt like I was in a bad porn movie. ‘The Frat Boys take the Twink’, seemed like an appropriate title.

“Shane Gold, Mr Sparks will see you now,” said the receptionist.

I followed her down the hall to the end office. Brian Sparks took one look at me and offered me the job on the spot. I couldn’t believe it.

Brian told me later why he chose me for the job.

“I need someone small and flexible to pull wires through roofs and under buildings,” he said. “The last thing I need is a big lump of an Apprentice.”

So, at eighteen I had secured my first job and made the grand sum of $150 per week. But it was a start.

Brian was a thirty-something tradie. Part of the old school, he had apprenticed in his father’s business at fourteen. He had sandy blonde hair, stood around 5ft 10in and was stocky, but due to natural body shape rather than the food he ate. His hands were like sandpaper to touch, worn and tough. And his fingers were the size of sausages, still he was skilled with any tools he used. He had piercing blue eyes and didn’t wear glasses, even though he was approaching 40 years old.

The first job I worked on was for a regular client of Sparks Electrical. Bella’s Bordello was an inner-city brothel that catered to almost any taste. Bella’s was the biggest establishment of its type in town and occupied almost half a block of old terrace houses. With sixteen rooms, the menu included everything from female to male and most options in between. Most nationalities were catered for and almost any kink could be arranged. Bella’s was legendary for deflowering half the boys in town.

I’ll never forget my first day working at Bella’s Bordello. Even by day, the place was a beacon in the old town. Painted brightly in cream with a black trim, the establishment was huge but quite up market. I think its low profile helped keep it under the radar. But perhaps, the power mongers of the town were clients. With no front door, everyone came in by the tradesman’s entrance. When you did, you were immediately transported into another world.

Bella’s Bordello was owned and managed by Madam X. Yep, that is what everyone called her. She was a middle-aged woman who had worked her way through the business and bought it twenty years ago from her previous boss. Bella’s had thrived under Madam X and expanded to double its size. It was still located in the same inner-city location. They kept buying up their neighbours’ buildings when they became available.

While Bella’s offered outcalls, over ninety per cent of business walked through the door. With a massive car park next door and a discreet rear entrance, business thrived. The only drawback for Madam X, was the cost of maintaining five old terrace houses, each with several sets of lights and bathrooms. There was also a stunning reception and common room area. Without smart management, the costs could have been crippling.

Madam X had a smart approach for her service providers. Each of the business owners swapped their time, for time in Bella’s. Depending on the service provided, a ratio was used to establish credit in an account for use in the brothel. Sparks Electrical worked on a ratio of four, so for four hours of electrician labour, Brian received an hour of Bella’s services. Any parts were paid for by cash.

Upon entering Bella’s Madam X greeted Brian like a long-lost friend. She hugged him and placed a kiss on each cheek.

Madam X was still an attractive woman, even though she was my mother’s age. In her day she must have been popular. Her chestnut brown hair was tied up on top of her head with fancy hair pins. Her makeup was subtle but highlighted her voluptuous lips and dark erotic eyes. Her ample bosom was lightly held by a tie on her cotton dress.

“Brian, darling,” she stated. “I’m so glad you could fit us in so quickly.”

“I had to move a few things around,” Brian responded. “But I couldn’t leave half your business in the dark, now, could I?”

“Well, I know you’ve been doing everything you can to keep the old girl going,” she said. “But I feel we may have to bite the bullet and get this fixed once and for all.”

“So, who is this charming young man,” Madam X asked looking to me. “I love your hair honey. I’d kill to have such long and thick locks as yours.”

Not only was I quite short but I was slim. In fact, you could say I was slight of build, almost feminine. But what I lacked in height and muscle, I made up for with long brown hair that reached halfway down my back. I carried a hat and lacquer band with me so I could tie it up if needed. But I preferred to wear it out as much as possible. It was my mane.

Madam X walked us to the third and fourth building to assess the damage. Brian isolated the power while I brought in his tools and a ladder. Once the ladder was setup, he climbed into the roof with his torch. I heard bumping and tapping while I watched the manhole. Brian cussed a bit and at one stage seemed to be shoeing away some animals living in the roof. When Brian reappeared, he was dusty and sweaty.

“I think, we’ve run out of options,” Brian said looking at Madam X. “What the rats haven’t destroyed, the possums have pissed all over. There’s been a major short which could’ve started a fire. You’ve been pretty lucky to get this far.”

“So, you think it’ll need the full rewire you suggested last year?” she replied.

“Yes, I’d be too worried about a fire destroying the establishment if we left it,” Brian responded.

“So, when can you start,” she asked. “I’m down by eight rooms and it’s getting towards end of season and virgin cleansing time.”

“Let me make a few calls and I’ll aim to start once I can order the materials,” he said. “How’s tomorrow suit?”

They shook hands then Brian and I packed up and left.


CHAPTER TWO


SPARKS ELECTRICAL WAS a well-run business. Brian was smart enough to keep his costs down. He employed two apprentices and subcontractors to supplement his hands-on work. When we arrived back at Bella’s the following morning, everyone seemed to know and like him. Before long, I was described as Brian’s new plaything. I’m not sure why but tried to keep my head down to impress Brian enough to keep my job.

After we setup, I followed Brian around to make sure he had everything he needed to do the job. When it called for a second set of hands, I was it. When it called for someone to run wires through tight spaces, again it was me. Part gopher, part squirrel and the guy who got the food or drinks. Still I couldn’t complain. I got to learn on the job, got paid and checked out the inner workings of a brothel. Triple score.

Although working in two standalone buildings, which we sealed off from the working business, I headed back into the working side on a regular basis. The clients were scarce during the morning as were the employees. Apart from Madam X, who was always there, only a couple of girls worked. Around lunchtime, the team built up to around eight. Mid-afternoon through ’til knockoff the place was packed.

One of the employees who Brian knew particularly well was Natasha. Tall and lean with flaming long red hair, she had deep honey brown eyes. She always dressed in black leather which suited her incredibly well. With a skin-tight leather bustier, a tiny leather skirt that flowed as she moved and thigh high black leather boots, she was a knockout and extremely popular with the clients. I noticed she also had a few female clients, which surprised me.

During breaks, I was allowed to sit in the staff break room at the rear of the building. I heard some interesting stories, but nothing seemed to shock Brian. He took everything in his stride while I had trouble concealing a permanent half chubby. Still I enjoyed the work and the people were more than friendly. I got sick of hearing about how beautiful my hair was, though. I can’t remember how many times I had hands running through my hair and holding it out about my face.

The building only had one entry and exit. I had to wander through the common room, where the clients chose their service provider, every time I went back to the truck. I stayed invisible with my head down, as I’d been instructed not to make eye contact. Both the clients and staff were out of bounds for me in the common room.

Around the size of a small church, the common room was the focus of Bella’s. It had a bar at one end, around a half dozen two-person tables with bar stools, a run of oversized couches and a pool table. The lighting was like you’d imagine a Las Vegas casino. Neither day nor night light. Just a consistently dull light that lets you forget the notion of time.

Everything in the common room was plush. From the scarlet couches to the burgundy leather bar stools, to the patterned wallpaper and dark stained wood trims, it was all opulent. Hell, even the pool table had burgundy felt. A one-inch marine shag pile carpet finished the room off. It looked like the quintessential bordello.

I must admit when I walked through the common room, I checked out the girls. There was something for everyone, and I had limited experience in this arena. I discovered I had a soft spot for Asian girls and Latino girls, but if Natasha was anywhere around, my eye would be drawn to her. She moved with such confidence; her beauty was unequalled.

A couple of times, I noticed the clients getting a little frisky in the common room. Whenever that happened, Madam X would be on it like a shot. The client would have their credit card debited and they would disappear into one of the rooms. She ran a tight ship and every one of her staff knew and obliged with her rules completely.

One day during the first week, Brian asked me to check the power in one of the vacant rooms. Embarrassingly, I opened the wrong door by mistake without knocking and walked in to see one of the girls with an artificial cock strapped to her, ploughing a guy from behind. That vision stayed with me for the next few days and luckily, they were so into the action they didn’t notice me enter or exit. Still, it took all types, I thought.

I found myself getting obsessed with Natasha. I planed my breaks to spend time with her in the break room. I would sit close to her whenever she was there and chatting to her was so easy. I would let her play with my hair, which she would braid or put in pigtails. The moment she touched me I would go hard and stayed that way until well after she had left. Any excuse to get close to her was a worthwhile excuse.

“So, tell me about your girlfriend,” Natasha asked while she platted my hair.

“I’m currently single,” I replied trying to avoid the line of discussion.

“So, you’ve had girlfriends before?” she asked.

“Not exactly,” I replied.

“Oh, so you’re gay?” she said. “That’s cool.”

“No, I’m not gay,” I replied. “I’ve not met the right girl yet.”

“Oh, so you’re a virgin? Well, we’ll have to fix that then, won’t we?” she said with a cheeky smile. “We specialise in virgin conversion therapy.”

I could tell I was in trouble. I’d been playing with fire and was about to get burnt.

By the end of the first week, we’d made steady progress on the first of the two buildings. I was sort of sad we were almost finished. It had been an interesting first job for a scrawny little virgin like me. I’d never gotten so much female attention in my life. Even without tasting the fruit, I started to understand the allure of Bella’s.


CHAPTER THREE


“MORNING BOYS,” NATASHA said when we walked in for the last day on the first building. “I’ve been planning your VCT Shane. I’ve got five possibles for you already, including one of each variety.”

As much as I wanted to say hi to Natasha, I didn’t acknowledge her comment and followed Brian to the work site. This day was a critical one. That left little time for me to fawn over Natasha and little time for her to continue with the virgin line of discussion.

As we finished up, Madam X came to see Brian. He ran her through the work, showed her she now had an additional four rooms to use and they finalised payment, well payment in kind. I couldn’t quite hear the arrangement, but I did hear my name spoken a couple of times. I was curious to see what that was all about, but Brian approached me once Madam X left.

”Well, it appears you’ve made quite the impression on the client young Shane,” he said. “So, in appreciation for your efforts, I’m going to give you this.”

Brian handed across a sealed envelope with the Bella’s Bordello logo emblazoned on the front.

“Well, open it up,” he said. “I bet you have an idea what is inside.”

I opened the envelope and immediately smelt a waft of flowery perfume. I read the bright pink card inside.

“Welcome Shane to Bella’s VIP Club. A credit account has been opened in your name to the value of four hours of services as to your choosing. You may use the services all at once or in blocks as small as one hour per session. You can log into bellasbordello.com at any time to see your VIP balance. Just enter your name and the password Madam X the first time you log in. We hope to enjoy a long and fruitful association with you.”

“Welcome to the big leagues, sunshine,” Brian said with a smirk.

“Is this for real?” I asked. “Do I really have four hours of client time to spend here?”

“Sure is real,” Brian responded. “But if you decide not to use it, you can always transfer the hours across to me.”

“Oh no, I’ll use them,” I said.

“Well the offer’s always there,” Brian responded with a smile.

“So, who are you gonna use them on?” Brian asked cheekily. “They have girls, guys and gurls.”

“That’s for me to know and you to find out,” I replied.

“So, guys it is then,” Brian said with a cheeky smile.

Brian didn’t know I would select Natasha. I kept it a secret that I fancied her.

“So, go ahead, go book some time with your favourite,” Brian instructed. “And let’s get this thing finished.”

I wandered out to reception and had a chat to Madam X. She suggested a two-hour session would be needed, to make sure I wasn’t rushed. She booked the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room, which apparently was the favourite of the VIPs. I was putty in her hands at this stage.

“So, who do you want to see?” she asked. “At that time most people are available. It depends on which way you lean.”

“I’m pretty straight up and down,” I replied with a smile. “So, I’d like to spend my time with Natasha.”

After looking up and straight into my eyes, Madam X booked a two-hour session with Natasha for the following night. I booked early as I knew how popular she was, and didn’t want her to be anything other than ‘on game’. On the way back through, I walked past Natasha.

“You won’t be able to call me virgin for much longer,” I said with a smile.

“So, who did you pick?” she replied. “I hope I won the sweep.”

I didn’t reply but saw her walk over to reception as I walked off.

The workday went quickly. We had a lot of work to do, but it was testing and fixing things. At the end of the day Madam X came to see Brian for the final handover. I saw them chatting and again I heard my name mentioned. When Madam X left Brian walked across.

“So, you’re seeing Natasha?” he said. “Aren’t you the dark horse?”

I wasn’t sure what he meant but was more than happy with my selection.

I assumed the joke referenced me being about to lose my virgin status. But Brian and the staff sure were happy about my selection. For the rest of the day I was called the ‘dark horse’ and every time a new staff member arrived, I got the feeling they were chatting about me and my impending session. But I was stoked and over the moon about finally being able to spend some one-on-one time with Natasha. Yeah, I was worried about how I’d perform, but you couldn’t expect too much from a virgin, I rationalised.

We cleaned up our tools as the peak Friday night crowd came in. Brian suggested we had a beer in the common room, which I gladly accepted. He mentioned we needed to come back in for a couple of hours the next day to fix a couple of issues in the common room. I knew some weekend work would be required.

“It’s a good thing your VCT is on a Saturday night,” he said laughing. “Else I’d be worried you wouldn’t be able to walk by Monday.”


CHAPTER FOUR


BACK AT BELLA’S Bordello the following morning, I got very excited at the thought of spending time with Natasha. We were well underway with the repairs to the common room when I saw her arrive. She walked up to me and planted a warm kiss on my lips.

“Don’t wear yourself out stud,” she said smirking. “You’ll need all the energy you can muster later today.”

I didn’t know how to respond and went a deep shade of red.

I noticed Natasha had left the door to the changing room open a touch making it hard for me to focus on the work at hand. She was right in my line of sight and knew how to tease. She started by changing out of her workout clothes and stood for a few minutes in only her knickers. With her back to me, she knew it was tantalising but not giving too much away. I accidentally put my screwdriver in the wrong spot and got thrown back off the ladder.

“Let that be a lesson to you Shane,” Brian said. “Electricity is an unforgiving master.”

Natasha by now had showered and had her knickers and bra on. I found it impossible not to watch her. She pulled out her stockings and slowly pulled them up over her satiny skin. First one leg, then the second leg. It was like a reverse striptease and already I was as hard as a rock. She pulled out her thigh high black leather boots and slid them on. Once on, she stood, and the five-inch platform heels bumped her arse out at just the perfect angle. Next she pulled up her leather mini and did a little dance to make it flounce outward. Finally, she added the black leather bustier before adding a choker to finish the outfit. Once fully dressed, Natasha smiled at me, sent me an air kiss and closed the door.

As soon as work was finished, I scooted off home to prepare for the night ahead. After taking a long bath to rid me of the stench of my overalls, I pulled out all stops and washed and blow dried my lovely locks. I had to use my secret weapon to impress her. After putting on my Calvin Klein boxers, I added black straight leg jeans and a bright blue flowered short sleeve shirt. I pulled out my cowboy boots and was ready for action. It was almost time to go, so I quickly sculled a beer for courage.

Arriving at Bella’s as a VIP was an experience in itself. Instead of being ignored, everyone from Madam X to the male staff flirted with me. If I wasn’t being softly touched or stroked, I was being aggressively pinched.

“Welcome to the common room,” Madam X said. “Feel free to get a drink, sit at a bar or at a table and I’ll let Natasha know you are here.”

I ordered a beer before taking in the view from the client perspective.

Five minutes later Natasha walked out. I knew what was underneath, but she wore a black silk robe over the top of her clothing. She smiled as she walked towards me like a panther about to attack her prey. One gaze into those honey brown eyes and I knew I’d made a decision I would remember for a lifetime.

“Let’s go and sit somewhere more private hon,” she suggested. “Bring your drink and follow me.”

I was unable to speak by this stage. So, I grabbed her hand and watched her arse bounce as she led me to a quiet corner of the common room. We sat in a corner seat and she crossed her legs to lock me in position the minute I sat down. Still I wasn’t complaining.

We chatted for a while. Not like the break room chat, but she led me down a path of sensual and sex-laden dialogue.

“So, what would you like me to do with you tonight?” she started. “Any special requests?”

“I would like the full VCT treatment,” I replied after struggling to think of anything to say.

“Oh, that’s right, I forgot you were a virgin,” she laughed. “Well then. Is there anything you don’t want me to do?”

I struggled to get a word out of my mouth.

“I’m happy to do pretty much anything you think I would like,” I finally said.

“Well that might push the two-hour timing, but I’m sure Madam X won’t mind for a VIP like you,” she replied.

Natasha had moved her hand onto my leg and worked her way up my thigh. Her touch was firm but not in a way that left bruises. As she reached the top of my thigh, she grazed the head of my full erection. I felt a wave of excitement run up my spine. She started to massage my cock as she leaned in and placed her luscious lips against mine. I felt her tongue gently pry open my lips and explore the roof of my mouth.

I felt that I was close to coming at any moment, but she had barely laid a hand on me. I studied her glorious curves and focused at the necklace hanging between her perfectly proportioned bosoms. Natasha released my hair from the ponytail and ran her long slender red painted fingertips through it like a comb. She turned her hand and gently stroked my face. She kissed me deeply.

“Let’s go to the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room,” Natasha whispered.

As we left the common room, I felt all eyes had turned to me. Was I wearing a virgin conversion therapy t-shirt? I saw the staff smile and send me love as Natasha led me to the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room.


PART TWO



CHAPTER FIVE


THE ‘MOULIN ROUGE’ room was as grand and opulent as it sounded. A gracious four poster bed sat in the corner opposite the door. A small two-person cafe style table and chairs sat between the bed and the door. A massive space, it had been constructed by tearing down the wall between two normal sized bedrooms. It had high ceilings, around sixteen foot and there was a generous en-suite opposite the bed. The patterned wallpaper displaying nude dancing girls, red shag pile carpet and a mini chandelier finished the room off perfectly.

As soon as Natasha closed the door, she turned to me and gently pushed her body against mine, pinning me to the back of the door. I felt her bosoms against my chin as she leant down and kissed me. It sent waves of electricity through me. Not like when I touched the live wire the day before, but within my body and into my heart. I looked into her dark honey eyes and felt our souls connect.

I wasn’t sure what to do with my hands, so I let my arms hang loose. With Natasha now kissing my neck, I could feel the silky sensation of her sheer stockings against my palms. As she undid my shirt and worked down my chest, I felt the magic of her doe soft leather against my arms. The warmth of her body had transformed her all leather outfit into a sensual soft and warm second skin. Wafts of her floral scent drifted into my nostrils as I stood like a deer in headlights.

While kissing my mouth, neck and ears, I felt Natasha’s hand work its way down to my belt. In a second the belt was on the floor and my jeans were sitting around my ankles. Natasha’s mouth action was heavenly. She explored every inch of my dry mouth as her strong, slender tongue danced with mine. Her full pouty lips moved to my ears where she nibbled on my ear lobes before sliding her tongue inside and kissing my ears.

Natasha slid her slender hand into my boxers, and I could see her brightly painted red nails tease and stroke my shaft. I was already fully hard, but somehow the sensation increased as the tip of my penis turned glowing purple. After tickling my balls, she started to massage my cock, slowly at first but with an ever-increasing pace. Another person had never touched me before, and I could not believe the excitement I was feeling.

What Natasha did next, blew my mind. While massaging my cock, she rubbed her silk covered legs and warm soft leather clad hips against my cock. It sent shivers up and down my body until I felt like I was ready to blow. Sensing my excitement had heightened, Natasha dropped to her knees and placed her cavernous mouth over my cock as I let go my first load of come. She swallowed the lot then stood up and kissed me. I tasted the sweetness of my come on her breath. Wow, how amazing is this? And we haven’t even made it past the door.

Natasha turned and led me to the little table. I sat down and she poured me a glass of whisky.

“I hope you enjoyed your first treat?” she asked coyly. “You’ve signed up for the banquet, so I need to keep your strength up.”

She sat next to me and put her feet up on my thighs. The warm softness of her thigh high boots against my legs gave me tingles. Natasha reached up and ran her fingers through my hair. She moved her foot to gently rest across my cock which immediately sprang back to life.

“Looks like you’re ready for round two,” she said seductively.

After finishing my drink, I followed Natasha to the massive four poster bed. Her arse mesmerised me, but I noticed an array of sex toys on the bedside table as I jumped up to join her. I had never seen anything like them before, but there seemed to be something for everyone and in every colour of the rainbow.

“How about we try a sixty-nine now?” she asked.

Not understanding what that was, I nodded and got ready for the next exciting activity.

Natasha lay me on the bed with my head resting on a pillow.

“Now, you are about to become a real man,” she said with a smile. “This will be just as fun for me as it will be for you. Just do what I do and in a few minutes we’ll both be in ecstasy.”

She climbed on top of me and turned around, so I felt her legs against my long hair. I saw right up her leather skirt and had a full view of her lacy black panties. I felt her start to gently stroke my penis and run her tongue around the head. She kissed the tip and placed a series of soft and tender kisses along my shaft.

“Now your turn,” she said.

I reached my hand carefully to touch her panties. She had come prepared as there were a couple of clasps holding the panties together. I carefully undid one clasp, then the other. It was like opening a present on Christmas morning. As I undid the second clasp the panties fell away onto my face. I felt her perfume enter my nose and my mouth. It gave me a new mini-high.

I threw the panties to the side and sat there looking at a flaccid penis. I blinked to do a double take, but it was still there. It wasn’t a cock like mine, it was well manicured with a small heart shape of pubic hair behind it. But it was a cock, just the same.

“Put it in your mouth and suck it,” she said. “Nothing will ever compare to your first head job.”


CHAPTER SIX


NATASHA WAS BOBBING up and down on my cock and I was having trouble trying to focus on anything else. I watched her cock jiggle back and forward as she bobbed. It was small and sweet and feminine looking. She was uncut which made her cock appear less intimidating to me. I found myself staring and frozen.

“Start sucking,” she said. “I want us both to come at the same time.”

Not wanting to disappoint Natasha, I reached out and gently touched her cock. It was soft and warm to touch, so much softer than my own.

I massaged her member until it became erect. It didn’t take more than a few seconds. I closed my eyes and moved my head forward, taking her full five inches into my mouth. Natasha started to move her body in rhythm with her head bobbing, in effect fucking my mouth.

Natasha slowed her action on my cock in order to hold back my orgasm and ploughed my face vigorously. Her cock felt so massive in my mouth, but I managed to open my throat and let it in. A moment later, I felt an explosion of warm fluid hit the back of my throat as my load shot.

Pinned to the bed, I had little option but to swallow Natasha’s come. She did the same for me before spinning around and kissing me deeply. Our fluids merged in our mouths helped by two tongues dancing. It was my first taste of come and I couldn’t see why the girls complained. It was warm and salty sweet but not unpleasant at all.

We lay in each other’s arms kissing for a few minutes while we cooled down. Natasha looked like an angel with beads of sweat sliding down her forehead and onto her plump lips. I looked into her honey brown eyes and could swear I could see her soul. She was right, I’d never forget my first head job.

“Round two complete,” she said. “But we’ve still got so much more to come.”

For the first time, I asked Natasha about being trans. She told me how she grew up in the country and had always felt the odd one out. Feeling a closer affinity with her sisters than brothers, she had moved to the city as soon as school was finished. But unknown to her parents, she had been given testosterone blockers by her favourite auntie. Ever since arriving in the city, she had lived as a female full time.

“While I didn’t know you were trans, I’ve always had a curiosity,” I said. “I think your body is more feminine than anyone working here. And I love how you dress so sexy.”

“Well with your slight frame and glorious locks, I bet you could easily pass for a girl,” she replied.

I must have turned a shade of red, because Natasha suddenly made a proposal.

“I’ll prove it to you,” she said. “You book another two-hour session for next week, and you’ll see what I see.”

How did I get myself into this situation? But I was powerless to resist Natasha and must admit I had always been curious.

After the chat, Natasha slid her hand back onto my cock and started to massage it.

“Ready for round three?” she asked.

I smiled but had no idea what else was possible. Natasha reached over to the side table and grabbed a black t-shaped item and some liquid.

“This is a butt plug,” she said. “Don’t worry, we’ll work you up to a man sized one over time. But this one will stimulate you while you fuck me and start to stretch your anus for receiving.”

Without any further notice, I felt a lubed finger inside me and that was replaced with the black butt plug. I had to admit it felt a little weird to have something inside my arse. But again, it wasn’t unpleasant in any way. Just different. Natasha worked the butt plug in and out and started moving it from side to side. With each movement she sent a jolt of pleasure through me.

“See, it’s pretty enjoyable right?” she said.

I had to admit I didn’t want her to remove it just yet.

With my back on the bed, Natasha continued to massage my member. The butt plug seemed to heighten her cock stimulation and my head was joyously spinning. She got me good and hard again and wiped a clump of lube onto my cock and her arse, before proceeding to mount me. Her arse took over stimulating my member as I felt the tensing and releasing of her anal muscles. She bounced up and down and with each stroke her arse rebounded against my pelvis.

“I’m gonna come,” I screamed aloud.

She reached sown and grabbed my nipples before increasing the pace until I orgasmed again. In that moment I felt so connected to Natasha and I didn’t want it to end. The top of my cock started feeling warm as my come pooled in her rear entrance. I reached around her and held her tight, not wanting this feeling to finish.

There was no doubt in my mind the VCT had taken a boy and made him a man. My time was quickly running out, so we chatted about our next session. In preparation, Natalie gave me a list of things to do during the week which included shaving down my whole body and painting my nails. She also gave me a pair of four-inch high heels to practice wearing and I was to wear the butt plug every night.

Now I was intrigued by what our next session would bring. I felt I was about to have another life changing experience with Natasha.


CHAPTER SEVEN


AS MY SECOND client visit to Bella’s approached, my excitement level grew. I enjoyed the butt plug so much I wore it day and night. My hair had successfully been removed except for a landing strip above my cock. I decided a heart shape probably wasn’t needed but wanted to embrace the opportunity to see how feminine I could appear. I waited until the Friday night to add a touch of hot red nail polish to my slender fingers.

Natasha had spoken to me during the week and suggested I visit her at home to get prepared for our next session. I was a little nervous about being seen in public, but she assured me I’d be as passable as her. While I found that hard to believe, I was happy to spend some ‘off the clock’ one-on-one time with her.

Natasha’s apartment was a short walk from Bella’s. It was modern looking and decorated tastefully. When I arrived, Natasha greeted me with a glass of champagne and a deep soulful kiss.

“I’m so glad you’ve decided to explore your feminine side Shane,” she said inviting me into her bedroom. “Now I’ve got some basics for you to wear, but first take off those horrid boy clothes and let’s see what we have to work with.”

Once stripped naked, Natasha did a thorough inspection of my hair removal.

“You’ve missed a bit at the back,” she said. “But don’t worry we’ll catch it in the shower.”

She steered me to the bathroom and told me to yell out when I was done.

I showered, shampooed and conditioned before using Natasha’s razor to finish off the stray hairs.

While I was in the bathroom, Natasha had laid out some clothes for me to wear. She had picked out a gorgeous bra and panty set, a pair of yoga pants and a girl’s t-shirt with sports windcheater. All of which were pink.

“Be sure to use my powder and perfume before you get dressed,” she asked. “We need you to smell as sweet as you look.”

Dressed in Natasha’s clothes, I looked in the mirror and had to do a double take. Even without makeup and with my hair in a ponytail, I looked pretty cute, or so I thought.

“First we’ll do your hair,” she suggested.

Using a hair drier and straightener, Natasha went to work on my luscious locks. I smelt burning, but she assured me it was perfectly normal. I watched transfixed as Natasha turned my unkempt boy hair into silky soft girl hair. When straightened, my hair almost reached my backside.

“Now for the makeup,” Natasha said. “I think you’ll look sexy with smoky eyes and rose bitten lips.”

To see Natasha get excited throughout the transformation, was a treat in itself. Finally, she was done and turned me to the mirror to show off her skills.

What I saw was a beautiful young girl staring back at me, every bit as hot as Natasha. I was staggered by the transformation.

“I told you not to worry about passing,” she said. “You’re a total babe. Let’s hit the Bordello?”

Once at Bella’s, Natasha showed me the back-way in. It opened straight into the changing room, which is why Brian and I didn’t know about it. She had laid out a lace corset, silk stockings and thigh high boots with a five-inch heel for me to wear. I found myself semi-hard just thinking about wearing the outfit. Natasha dressed before helping me get ready.

“Are you ready for the night of your life?” she asked.

“Sure am,” I replied.

Natasha grabbed me by the hand and led me into a common room full of clients and staff. There must have been fifty people in the room and every one of them looked at Natasha and me the second we walked in, hand in hand.

“Don’t worry, no-one will ever know it’s you,” she whispered into my ear.

I was hoping she was right.

We sat in a quiet corner of the common room and Natasha ordered us drinks.

“Something to calm the nerves,” she said.

“I could use that,” I replied.

“You need to think like a girl,” she said. “And that means speaking more softly and higher pitched. You’ll get the idea.”

Natasha put her hand on my thighs and leaned in to kiss me. I could tell she was getting frisky but couldn’t stop looking into her honey brown eyes. I couldn’t believe how much trouble she had gone to. I felt many of the eyes of the clients trained on us, watching our every move. Madam X delivered the drinks.

“So, who’s your girlfriend Natasha?” Madam X asked. “Does she want a job? I’ve had three requests for the two of you. What should I tell the punters?”

Natasha turned to me.

“How would you like to have a threesome?” she whispered. “I think you’re ready for it, but I don’t want to force you. I understand it’s your session. But you’ll earn $600 for the hour, tax free.”

I looked at her and could tell she was serious. Bloody hell, I thought, that’s a month’s pay.

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you through it,” she added.

I looked her in the eye and nodded.

“Shayna and I would love to spend an hour with Mr Bridges,” she said turning back to Madam X.

“Bottoms up, Shayna,” Natasha said.

We walked hand in hand across to Mr Bridges and sat with him for a few minutes. Natasha did most of the talking, when she wasn’t kissing me or stroking my thigh. I couldn’t believe I was about to partake in a threesome with a tranny and a guy, all while dressed as a hot young girl. What an experience my first job with Brian had provided.


PART THREE



CHAPTER EIGHT


NATASHA LED MR Bridges, in one hand, and me, in the other hand, to the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room. We had the room booked anyway, and it was large enough to comfortable accommodate a threesome. Walking across the common room every eye was fixed on us. I felt so sexy being with Natasha, but the desire in Mr Bridges’ eyes, and the lustful look in every other guy’s eyes made me feel like a goddess. I was sure glad I’d practiced walking in heels.

Once inside the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room, Natasha suggested Mr Bridges take a nice warm shower to get ready. While he was otherwise occupied, she ran through the plan with me.

“I’ll take the lead throughout,” she said. “He had a fondness for sucking cock and receiving anal. He wants us both at the same time, but we need to work him up to that. We’ll start with a drink by the table and some mutual masturbation. While you keep the passion flowing upstairs, I’ll provide the downstairs action. How does that sound?”

“I think I got it,” I replied.

“Repeat it back to me,” Natasha asked.

“We start at the table with kissing and hand jobs,” I said. “Then you’ll move to his cock, while I keep kissing him.”

“Excellent work,” she replied. “Now for the final act, I’ll step up and lead him to the bed. You lay down first and let him suck you off. Once he starts, I’ll bring it home in his rear. Sounds good?”

“Sounds awesome,” I replied.

When Mr Bridges walked back in, Natasha and I were kissing over by the table.

“We couldn’t wait any longer,” Natasha said. “Shayna looked so hot, I couldn’t help it. I hope you don’t mind?”

“It’s understandable,” Mr Bridges replied. “Thanks for warming her up for me.”

With that Mr Bridges walked in between Natasha and I and we started teasing him and each other.

Mr Bridges started with me first. He ran his hand down my cheek and kissed me deeply. This was my first kiss with a guy, but it felt so right, I melted into his tongue action. I instinctively teased his tongue and nibbled on his lips. His hand slid down my back and pulled my arse towards him. I felt his cock swell against my stockinged leg.

“Looks like he likes that,” Natasha said.

Natasha dropped to her knees and started to work on his arse. I saw waves of pleasure run through his body as she used her tongue to tease his sphincter.

I reached down and grabbed his cock and mine in one hand before I started to massage both cocks. He was finding it hard to stand with the dual action from Natasha and me. He leaned down onto the table and started to breathe faster and moan.

“Oh my god, this is heaven,” he moaned.

We kept Mr Bridges at a heightened level of arousal for what seemed like a solid ten minutes. I looked across to Natasha and she signalled it was time to bring the first act to a finale.

Natasha grabbed Mr Bridges cock from me, and I moved up to kiss him. She teased his cock with her tongue before she inserted a butt plug and upped the tempo on his cock. He was a large guy, probably eight inches plus, but her skill with her throat was insane. If I was only half as talented, I’d have them lining up.

Mr Bridges broke away from my kiss for a second.

“I’m gonna come,” he squealed.

But Natasha took his load. Not a drop was spilled.

Once Mr Bridges regained control, we shared his sweet load.

Natasha led Mr Bridges across to the bed. I was already a step ahead and had taken a position with perfect access for him.

“Now Shayna is doing a survey,” Natasha said. “She wants to know who’s cock tastes the better?”

She sat on the edge of the bed and steered Mr Bridges’ head towards her member. This was obviously not his first-time sucking cock. I was getting wet watching his excellent deep throat technique.

“And now Shayna’s cock,” she said steering him to my semi flaccid cock. “You’ll have to fire her up again.”

Mr Bridges leant over the bed and took a position with his arse to the bed edge. His head started lightly sucking my cock. He rolled his tongue over my cock head with each stroke to heighten the pleasure.

Natasha removed the butt plug and inserted her lubed up cock into Mr Bridges’ arse. I saw the impact in his eyes, but he kept working my shaft like a true professional.

Natasha reached around and stroked Mr Bridges’ cock in time to his rhythm. We were all connected, so Natasha’s actions were felt and appreciated by Mr Bridges and me. I couldn’t believe how connected I felt to Natasha, even though our bodies were a few feet apart.

Mr Bridges sure had stamina. Natasha orchestrated the speed and intensity to ensure we all came together. All of a sudden, the drought broke for each of us within seconds of each other.

Mr Bridges took my load into the back of his throat. He swallowed it all while sweating profusely and breathing heavily. Natasha directed Mr Bridges’ stream onto towels at the bottom of the bed. It flowed for ever. Natasha’s come ended right up in Mr Bridges’ arse, where it stayed for a few minutes while he regained composure.

“That was incredible girls,” Mr Bridges said.

“Well, you head to the showers and clean yourself up,” Natasha said. “We’ve got some cleaning up to do, then we’ll follow you.”

As soon as Mr Bridges was out of sight, Natasha asked me how I felt.

“You were awesome Shayna,” she said. “The perfect mix of friendly, accommodating and sexy as hell. Nice action on the blow job too. You’ve got a lot of potential.”

“Well I’m eager to learn more from you,” I replied. “But that was fucking awesome.”

Before leaving, Mr Bridges tried to book a weekly session with Natasha and me.

“We had a ball,” Natasha responded. “But you’ll need to chat to Madam X about bookings.”

Mr Bridges headed off on a mission to find Madam X and rebook.

“But seriously hon,” Natasha said to me. “You could earn $2,000 a weekend if you were interested.”


CHAPTER NINE


NATASHA TOOK ME aside after the threesome with Mr Bridges.

“I know you still have two hours credit on the VIP account,” she said. “But I seriously think you should consider working here rather than just being a client.”

“I had an awesome time,” I replied. “But I’m not sure I could’ve done any of it without you.”

“Well, I’m happy to be your trans-mother if that makes a difference,” she said. “I’ll help you with the makeup and the clothing and understand what turns a guy on. But you need to know I won’t always be there with you?”

“I think that would make a big difference,” I replied. “Until a week ago I was a virgin. Now I’ve kissed guys, given hand jobs, sucked multiple cocks and experienced anal. It’s been a massive learning curve.”

“I understand you’ve only started learning how to use your feminine beauty as well,” she said. “You have a taste for how much power you possess. But you’ll need to be super confident, which only comes through practice. So, I’d suggest you spend all your time away from your work en-femme.”

“But do you think I can pull it off?” I asked.

“Without question, you were born to present feminine,” she replied. “But is that what you want?”

I reflected on everything Natasha had said. I had an opportunity to change my life. Right here, right now. But was it really what I wanted? I hadn’t processed the fact I obviously enjoyed gay sex and sex with a tranny. But how would my family react? What would my boss think? I needed to dip my toe in the water first.

“How’s about I take you shopping tomorrow?” she said. “Come on by and we’ll get you dressed up for the day. I’ll show you how to do your makeup. And then we’ll spend your $600 on a new wardrobe of clothes.”

I thought about it for a moment. I really did enjoy the feeling of wearing women’s clothes. They were so much more exciting than my boring old boy clothes. And the power of having every eye on me was intoxicating.

“Sounds like a plan,” I responded.

“Okay, so we’ll get you some new clothes,” she said. “And you’ll live en-femme for the next week, when not at work, to see how you feel at the end of the week. If you want to move forward with being trans, you can work here next Saturday night.”

“Thank you so much for helping me out,” I said. “You are a great trans-mum.”

I had so much fun going shopping with Natasha. She took me to a range of clothes shops, and I bought dresses, tops, skirts, jeans, shoes and underwear. We visited an intimate’s store where I bought a few lovely sets of lingerie and silk stockings. I couldn’t wait to get home and try them on in the privacy of my own place. I also bought a basic makeup kit. Unfortunately, the bill exceeded my $600, but Natasha agreed to let me pay her back.

Not once during my shopping expedition, did I get made. I must admit to being nervous about being out during the daylight, but I needn’t have worried. All the shop girls thought I was a young lady while the men were too busy trying to peer up my skirt. I attracted plenty of interest from the younger guys too. This being hot was an aphrodisiac that’s for sure.

The rest of the week I spent en-femme as Natasha had suggested. I Skyped her a couple of times with makeup disasters, but she was awesome and had me fixed in no time. I felt comfortable walking in heels, I learned how to stand and sit like a lady and even developed a voice I hoped would pass. I was lucky as I had a high-pitched voice for a guy anyway.

By the time the weekend came, I knew this meant the end of Shane. The more I lived en-femme, the more comfortable I became as Shayna. After only a week, I pined for my feminine clothes all during the day when I was at work. The second I got in the door, I immediately changed. I couldn’t bear to see Shane’s reflection in the mirror.

On the Friday night I messaged Natasha.

“You were right and saw something in me before I did. I don’t want to go back to being Shane and I want to take Shayna her next step on the path to womanhood. Please put me on the roster for Saturday night.”

Almost immediately the reply came back.

“I’m so glad you’ve decided to pursue your feminine path. I’m sure you’ll feel a weight lift off your shoulders day by day, week by week. You are an extraordinary trans-woman and you deserve to live the life you were born to live. PS I hope you’ve been wearing the butt plug daily. Because with an arse like yours, you are gonna get plenty of action on Saturday night.”

I grinned and fell asleep dreaming of my new life en-femme.


CHAPTER TEN


SATURDAY CAME QUICKLY and I’d arranged to meet Natasha at Bella’s mid-afternoon. I got ready just after lunch. I started with a nice warm bath where I removed excess hair and skin. I moisturised myself and put on a silk robe. Next, I applied my makeup. Nothing too excessive for the trip to Bella’s. There’s no reason to look like a whore all day. Finally, I dressed in some jeans, a t-shirt and some 5-inch stilettos for the trip across. A well-chosen casual look, as my work clothes were packed in a separate bag.

Upon arriving at Bella’s, Madam X greeted me. Natasha let me know she hadn’t told anyone Shayna was Shane. That was my secret to tell, if and when I wanted to do so. Quite frankly, the less people that knew the better. Ah trans-mum looking after me again. Madam X took some basic contact details before asking Natasha to show me around.

Once I’d had the tour of the house, it was time to get dressed for work. Natasha took me under her wing as I proposed outfits from my bag.

“You can’t wear that one,” she said. “What happens if your client wants to give you anal?”

Her practical tips avoided many hours of embarrassment.

I also got a tour of each of the rooms, so I knew where the lube, towels, condoms and toys should be placed for easy access.

About an hour later I was dressed and ready for my first night on the job. I had a couple of outfits with me but went with a white lace bra and panty set, white stay-up stockings and white thigh high boots with a 5-inch heel to get started. White was appropriate for my first time, I decided. Natasha also said guys liked white because of trans-bride fetishes. Sounded like great advice to me.

I hit the common room around 3:00pm and within two minutes I had my first client. He was a young guy, around my age, who was built like a truck driver. He had been playing pool when I walked in and tripped over the table getting to me first. I was a little chuffed and didn’t have to play hard to get. We headed off to the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room for an hour session. He was quite gifted in the sack and had an incredible body. I couldn’t believe I was getting paid for this.

Around 4:30pm I got back to the common room. I saw a young couple sitting by themselves looking a little nervous. I wandered over and struck up a conversation.

“You guys look so cute,” I said. “Is it a special occasion?”

“We’re in a bit of a rut sexually,” the girl stated. “So were looking to spice things up a little.”

“Well you’re in luck,” I replied with a smile. “I’m so spicy they keep me in a rack.”

The joke was lame, but it broke the ice. It turns out the guy was interested in a little anal play, but his wife wasn’t so sure. For her, she had some thoughts of dressing him up and exploring her bisexual side. Turns out I was able to help on both fronts; however, they preferred the thought of it all to reality. They ended up having sex together while I mainly watched. I think they got to express their fantasies to each other for the first time and worked out a way to accommodate.

Around 6:00pm I made it back into the common room and was on my way back into the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room within minutes. My client was a middle-aged guy who’d never been with a trans before but had always wanted too. He was frightfully nervous, so I ploughed him with a couple of whiskies and did a striptease for him. He slowly built up the courage to touch my cock and did a noteworthy job of giving me a head job. I relieved him orally before time ran out and he booked a session with me for the following week.

Around 7:30pm I took a brief half hour break for dinner. I chatted to Natasha about my observations to date. She said I was doing well and told me Madam X was extremely happy with my performance. Two of my clients had rebooked, and she was amazed that the young couple even booked a session. Apparently, they were sitting in the common room for two hours before I approached them.

Around 8:00pm I made it back into the common room. As usual, all eyes turned to me as I walked in. So where should I go this time? I walked across to the bar and had a quick chat with the bartender. I’d worked out the bartender was the one person every client confessed their desires too. It seemed a guy at the other end of the room had specifically requested a ‘hot tranny’. I had the bartender send over a drink courtesy of yours truly. Upon his return, the bar tender told me the guy was expecting me. He was wearing a red polo shirt and jeans.

I took a last sip of water from my glass and shimmied over to the guy in the red polo. About six feet away from him, I got a clear view. Oh, shit. It’s Brian. What the fuck am I gonna do? He’ll be sure to recognise me. Shit. Fuck. And Madam X doesn’t know it’s me. Just then my trans-mum stepped up and saved the day.

“Hi Brian,” Natasha said. “I’d like you to meet our newest trans princess, Shayna. She’s brand new and quite shy. But I’m sure she’ll show you the time of your life.”

Natasha grabbed Brian’s hand and my hand and led us to the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room.

“Treat him exactly like any other client,” Natasha whispered in my ear.

“Have a wonderful time Brian,” Natasha said.


PART FOUR



CHAPTER ELEVEN


I LED BRIAN over to the table in the ‘Moulin Rouge’ room.

“What can I get you to drink?” I asked. “The bartender told me you’re a whisky man.”

“That would be lovely Shayna,” he replied.

Wow, he’s never been so polite to me before. I poured the whisky and cuddled up to him on the stool.

“So, what are you looking to do tonight?” I asked.

“Just the usual,” he replied. “I’m pretty plain vanilla. A handy, a heady and anal will do fine.”

“Any special requests?” I asked with trepidation.

“I’d like you to leave on everything but the panties,” he replied. “And I do like a butt plug. It tends to heighten my arousal.”

“Sure, I can accommodate that,” I said.

Brian was clueless as to who I was. He seemed like a solid client. He was trans-experienced, quite strait laced and best of all, polite and respectful.

I felt Brian’s member harden as I sat on his lap. He held me to him quite gently and started to kiss the back of my neck.

“I love your hair,” Brian said running his thick fingers through my luscious locks. “It’s so full of lustre and smells divine.”

“Well then, all that maintenance is worth it,” I said flirting.

He moved his hand down to my thigh, and started to gently stroke it, making sure to brush his hand over my cock with each stroke.

I decided to take the initiative. I slowly stood up and sat back down facing him. I kissed him as our cocks ground against one another. He was a wonderful kisser, with technique much softer than I knew possible. I couldn’t believe I was enjoying making out with Brian.

While removing Brian’s shirt I kissed his ears and neck. He was buffed like an athlete in his prime. His body was starting to get me really turned on. I ran my painted nails down his hairy chest. I tweaked his nipples, first one, then the other. I ran my tongue down his chest and bit hard on his nipple. Not hard enough to do damage but hard enough to assert my authority.

I ran my hand down his chest until I reached his belt. I carefully undid the belt, button and lowered the zipper in a single action. I could see his manhood spring to life as his pants fell to his ankles. I gently massaged his cock through his cotton briefs. He was now so hard his head was a couple of inches above the waistband. I loved watching his glowing purple head as it popped out of his briefs. I had to see more.

Brian leaned back on the stool as I kissed my way down his body and dropped to my knees. Sliding his briefs down, I started applying small kisses to the head of his cock.

“Wait here a second,” I said as I turned and grabbed the butt plug. “Now turn around.”

I placed the lubed up tip against his sphincter and teased him a while. My other hand was working his shaft making it difficult for him to stand up.

I slowly slid the butt plug into his hungry hole. I saw an expression of sheer pleasure in his eyes once it was fully inserted.

“Now relax,” I said. “And enjoy what’s coming your way.”

Brian turned around to face me and our lips locked. I felt the level of passion had increased by his tongue action. I slid my hand back down to his throbbing member and quickly had his full attention. Even with both hands on his cock, I could still see a couple of inches. It was a weapon.

I wrapped my hands around his cock and mine and started to massage both rods. The cock on cock action caused Brian to moan. I must admit I was enjoying this almost as much as him. I continued to pump both members faster and faster until he came, and he came hard. His come spurted onto my chest and started to drizzle down my abdomen. I pulled him close and we kissed as his warm fluid ran down both of our bodies.

Brian dropped to his knees and started to suck my cock. He was so excited that any inhibitions were gone. And boy could he give head. Brian grabbed a small dildo from the bed side table, lubed it up and pushed it up into my arse. I felt pulsations of pleasure sweep over me. He looked into my eyes as I shot my load. He finished me off and ended up swallowing every last drop.

“So, are you ready for the main course?” I said with a cheeky smile.

“Bring it on princess Shayna,” he replied.

We kissed deeply. I felt safe in his muscular arms. I felt his cock starting to stiffen again.

“How’s about we take the show onto the bed?” I suggested.

I stood up and led him by the hand across to the four poster. I kissed him hard and pushed him back onto the bed with two hands to the chest. I needed to assert authority again and Brian needed to know who was in charge.


CHAPTER TWELVE


NATASHA’S PEP TALK had mentioned masturbation - check, head job - not yet, anal - not yet and butt plug - check. So, I still had some work to do if I was going to fully satisfy him. I looked at him lounging on the bed. He looked like a Greek Adonis once his clothes were off. He could have been sculpted from stone with washboard abs and a cock twice the size of mine.

Spreading Brian’s legs, I took a comfortable position between them. I smelt the remnants of our earlier activity and it acted as an aphrodisiac. I saw his cock was semi-hard, probably at the sight of me in the white lingerie. I knelt on the bed and stroked my way up his muscled thighs. Where both hands met, I moved to his balls. They were huge too.

Brian lay back on the bed enjoying the build-up. I tweaked his anal plug and heard a gentle moan. That was my starting gun for the best blow job of his life. I slowly started to massage his tool. It was uncut and I marvelled at how it changed size and colour as I gently stroked it. I stared at the 10-inch monster and felt a thirst for his come.

I gently kissed my way up and down his shaft while my hands moved to massage his balls. Thank god I’d been practicing my deep throat techniques. I was totally mesmerised by his cock. After another tweak of the butt plug, I kissed the top of his penis head and ran my tongue around the underside of the head. I could still taste his come. After removing the butt plug, I inserted a man-sized black silicon dildo and started to tease his arse entry.

Once the dildo was fully inserted, I grabbed the base of his cock with my free hand and started to blow him to the rhythm of the dildo. I saw his eyes drift back into the upper reaches of his head as the pleasure was overwhelming. Controlling Brian’s excitement, I slowly worked him up to the point of orgasm before easing him off to avoid orgasm. I maintained this flow for two or three cycles.

The time had come for Brian to blow his load. I let go of the dildo with it inserted fully so his movement kept it inserted and hitting his sweet spot. With both hands on his cock, I increased the pace and intensity of my mouth. I heard moans of joy start.

“Oh Shayna, I’m gonna come,” he screamed.

Hearing my name in that way inspired me to end with a flurry as I felt Brian’s warm sweet juices hit the back of my throat and fill my mouth.

Brian lay back on the bed in ecstasy, trying to recover his breathing and head space. I moved up the bed and kissed him, sharing the bounty of his fluids as our tongues danced. I turned him over and lay him on all fours at the edge of the bed. We both knew what was coming next; yes, that would be me in his arse.

I leaned down and kissed his arse while I massaged his cock and ball sack from behind. He had a muscled arse but with his legs apart I had perfect access to his cute little starfish. While massaging his cock, I gently pleasured his arse with my tongue. Each time I got close to a bull’s eye, he was rewarded with a shudder of pleasure. I moved my hand from his cock and opened his rear entrance wider. Now my tongue danced around his sphincter like fairy’s around a wishing well. He let out a continuous flow of moans of delight.

I grabbed my cock and added a coating of lube. A second dob was placed on Brian’s sphincter. I stopped forward and pushed the head of my cock into his hungry arse. Just a little at first, then I pulled out. I pushed in a couple of inches before pulling out again. I moved my legs up, so the silk of my stockings rubbed against Brian’s thighs, and inserted my cock deep into his arse. I reached around and grabbed his cock and started a slow gentle motion.

Each time my pelvis bumped across his arse I felt the shudder of excitement rock through his body. He moaned and drew his hands back onto my arse. With each thrust he pulled me in tighter. I felt completely at one with him and loved how his muscles massaged my cock with each thrust.

I kept a solid rhythm, but saw he enjoyed the stimulation. I didn’t want to end it too soon, so kept my excitement under control. I was now going deep with each stroke, but it felt like he wanted more. I grabbed his shoulders and pushed harder still. Each insertion seemed to hit the spot as his grip weakened at the completion of each stroke.

The time had come for the finale. I lay down against his back and increased the pace. It was now all about me fulfilling on my promise as a professional. Each thrust went faster, and each stroke went deeper. I was getting close to blowing my load. I heard Brian moaning in pleasure as our sweaty bodies moved effortlessly together.

One last thrust and I felt my fluids burst from my cock and fill Brian’s cavernous arse. I kept thrusting a couple more times before wrapping my arms around Brian. I needed to keep our connection intact for as long as possible. I felt my cock start to shrink but still plugged the hole containing my sweet nectar.

Brian collapsed and lay on the bed. I kept my arms wrapped around him. We were both almost too exhausted to move. I kissed the back of his neck before he rolled over causing my come to spill out onto the bed. Neither of us minded. He looked into my eyes and kissed me. Our cocks twinged as they crossed paths again. But our time had unfortunately come to an end.

“Shayna, that was incredible,” he said. “I don’t know where they’ve been hiding you, but that was the best time I’ve had here.”

I smiled to myself. Thank goodness I have another happy client.

“Brian, I must admit you have the body and energy of a twenty-year-old,” I replied. “Only, you have the skill and experience of a mature man.”

After his shower, Brian went to book a session for the following week.

Natasha grabbed me and I gave her a blow by blow description.

“Any tips for me,” I asked.

“You Shayna, are a natural,” she replied. “Go with your instincts and you’ll be fine.”


CHAPTER THIRTEEN


AT WORK ON Monday, Brian enquired about my second VIP session.

“To be honest, I haven’t used it,” I said. “But I’m planning to see Natasha again next week.”

“You should consider the new girl Shayna,” he said. “Natasha is great, but Shayna is even better. What she can do with her mouth is insane.”

I smiled to myself and that compliment gave me a skip in my step for the rest of the day.

“I’ll look into it,” I replied.

From that point on, I spent all of my time away from work en-femme. I paid Natasha back within a few days and set my sights on building a full wardrobe of clothes. I found I enjoyed the attention I received as Shayna, but by Monday was looking to become invisible again.

Brian went on to become a regular client, booking a Saturday night slot for the rest of the year. My dance card filled up quickly and pretty soon I earned $2,000 per weekend at Bella’s. But I kept working my $150 per week job with Brian. I felt working at Bella’s was a supplement to my career, but not a career in itself.

I saved enough for sexual reassignment surgery, but apart from taking hormone blockers and oestrogen, was happy to invest the money for a later time. It seemed no one could tell the difference, and I became quite popular for the equipment I’d been born with.

THE END


MY OTHER BOOKS!




Thank you for reading one of my books! I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it for you. I’m probably in the process of working on another book right now.

To keep you up to date with my next releases, I’ve set up a mailing list and you are most welcome to subscribe. If you sign up, you'll be first to know when I RELEASE NEW BOOKS, or offer EXCLUSIVE GIVEAWAYS.

For a limited time, you’ll also get a copy of my novel “Shelter from the Storm" EXCLUSIVELY FOR FREE. This title is a little steamy for Kindle, so subscribing is the only way to get it.
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I value your privacy and would never spam you. You can unsubscribe at any time by clicking the link at the bottom of any email, or emailing yumi@yumicox.com

CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP FOR MY MAILING LIST NOW!

You can read my whole catalogue free, if you can subscribe to Kindle Unlimited? It’s a great way to really get to know your favourite authors. If you aren’t subscribed, I would highly recommend it.

Checkout my full list of novels on Amazon or Goodreads or here’s a few recent ones that may tickle your fancy.


THE HOT NANNY
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How would you handle being the most hated person in the country? Would you tackle it head-on or would you run away and hide?

Chrissy McLean and Eve Bardot have been friends forever. Wherever one goes, the other is bound to follow. They are virtually joined at the hip. So, when Chrissy and Eve graduate with nursing degrees, the lifelong dream of working in London becomes a reality. Well, for Eve at least. It seems Chrissy can’t even get an interview as a Nanny, that is until Eve gives her a ‘Hot Nanny’ makeover.

While Eve secures a role as Nanny for the studious children of two professors, a made-over Chrissy gets a role as Nanny for the children of recently widowed Football Star, Richard Waldorf. Sparks fly from the moment Chrissy and Richard lay eyes on each other. As a former captain of the England Football Team, Richard is a British treasure and loved by all. A Top Ten Most Eligible bachelor, the hot and heavily tattooed Richard leads a Celebrity life. Appearances at A-List gigs are just part of his regular weekly schedule. And pretty soon, Chrissy gets to accompany him.

But when Chrissy and Eve let their hair down on a girls’ night out in London, Chrissy is suddenly thrust into the spotlight. Accused by Britain’s gutter press of cheating and breaking Richard’s heart, Chrissy is dubbed the ‘Naughty Nanny’, but not in a positive way. And Chrissy soon discovers that being the most hated person in Britain, is definitely not fun.

If you like transgender romance stories with equal measures of drama, laughter and heart, then you’ll love ’The Hot Nanny’. The latest novel from Indie Author Yumi Cox.

Will Chrissy recover from her Naughty Night Out to rekindle her budding relationship with Richard, or will the paparazzi cost her the dream job, and potential love of her life?


LESSONS IN LOVE
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Have you ever jumped at an opportunity, only to find out you’ve bitten off way more than you could chew?

Alan Sanderson is a man at a crossroads. Regarded as the ‘Hot Professor’ at Royal Holloway University on London’s outskirts, he seemed on track for success. But his future implodes when he is overlooked for a big promotion. Worse still, Julia, his girlfriend of five years and ex-student, gets the promotion and becomes his boss.

Alan doesn’t like playing second fiddle to Julia, so breaks off the relationship. He ends up with no career and without the love of his life. While imagining a new future, Alan gets an offer to write a screenplay for a hot new movie. It’s an exciting high-profile project that could reset his career. But screenwriting is new for Alan, and the subject area is more than a little foreign. In fact, Alan is clueless about the subject area.

So, Alan enlists the help of his star pupil Emma, and her gorgeous friend Jazz, to educate him. Through a series of adventures, Alan discovers more than he ever dreamed, or believed possible. This eye-opening experience will change Alan’s view of the world, and especially his romantic outlook, forever.

If you like transgender romance stories with heart and soul in the vein of Legally Blonde, then you’ll love ‘Lessons in Love’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Alan successfully deliver the hit screenplay? And just how much will the teacher allow himself to be taught along the way?


THE PLUS ONE
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What would you do if your ex invited you to their wedding? Would you go? How could you show you were over them?

Martin Smith has achieved every one of his goals in life. A high school football star, he attended Columbia University on a full scholarship. Dating the head cheerleader, he graduated top of his class in law. Martin seemed destined to realise his dream life, and marry his soul mate, once he became a partner at his New York law firm.

But things suddenly went south when his girlfriend of five years, Sheena, split up with him. Her family insisted she marry a good Chinese boy and even found the perfect husband. While never feeling accepted by Sheena’s family, Martin always thought love would conquer all. He never even considered he would lose the love of his life, and still pines for her eighteen months later.

When Martin gets invited to Sheena & Rob Lo’s wedding in The Hamptons, the pressure is on to find a plus-one. He hasn’t dated since splitting with Sheena but wants to show he is happy for them and has moved on. With the aid of his sister, Martin contacts hometown neighbour, Ashleigh, who agrees to be his plus-one. But Ashleigh may be more than just a plus-one. Could she be ‘the one’?

If you like transgender romance stories in the vein of Wedding Crashers, then you’ll love ‘The Plus One’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Martin’s plus-one, Ashleigh, make him forget Sheena and realise what’s been missing from his past relationships?


THE NEW INTERN

[image: ]

Would you take a chance on romance with someone you manage, or would you let workplace policy get in the way of real love?

Hugh Roberts is young, attractive and his star is on the rise. At twenty-four he runs the design office of an up and coming London advertising agency. He knows teamwork is the key to success in his fast-paced pressure-cooker world. And his new apartment in London’s upmarket Kensington, depends on Hugh making every post a winner.

But Hugh’s team harmony is challenged like never before when two new recruits get placed into his team. Graduate Thad Russell is an ambitious ex-Football star from the New York office. He is also the Founder’s nephew. Intern Noelle Stuart is a sun-bronzed creative whiz from Australia with all the skills. She is also breathtakingly beautiful.

Things go ‘right off the rails’ when Thad’s sexual advances towards Noelle are unwelcome, causing team dynamics to explode and threaten the biggest project of Hugh’s career. But in managing the fallout, Hugh’s blossoming feelings for Noelle become obvious to all, including her, and so does her mutual attraction.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of conflict and romance, then you’ll love ‘The New Intern’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Hugh take his one chance for real love, or will Thad and that ‘you’re her boss thing’ ensure it never happens?


BEST ON BOARD
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How far would you go to land the job of your dreams? What lines wouldn’t you cross?

Stuart Lee is smart, articulate, and driven to succeed. Without an expensive education, he is heading towards his dream job based on sheer hard work and clever positioning. And that means nothing, not even his girlfriend of five years, will get in his way.

After his technical skills impress Dawson Jones, head of the London Office, Stuart leaves Australia for England on a six-month loan. He will apply his unique and valuable financial skills on cutting-edge client problems. But Stuart wants the move to be permanent. And he lets Dawson know he is willing to do ‘whatever it takes’ to make that happen.

So, Dawson sets Stuart a series of challenges for the plane trip to London. If Stuart can complete the challenges in time, he proves his value and gets the job. But the challenges focus on wooing stunning dancer Anna Wells, who Dawson nicknames BoB, or ‘Best on Board’. Anna is relocating to Paris to join the world’s leading Burlesque show and Dawson clearly believes she is out of Stuart’s league.

If you like your transgender romance stories where the nerd tries to get the girl, then you’ll love ‘Best On Board’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Stuart successfully complete the challenges and win the job, or will Dawson’s bet stop Stuart from impressing the girl of his dreams?


MILE HIGH CLUB - BANGKOK (BKK)
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Have you ever wondered what the crew of a Private Jet gets up to during a week-long layover in Bangkok?

Ken Turner has just landed his dream job. Straight out of the air force, Ken is a handsome 25yo African American who has never left the US. He has been recruited as Co-Pilot, flying a Private Jet for a Silicon Valley entrepreneur. Now the learning curve really begins.

Ken’s first trip is to Thailand, where the crew is based in Bangkok for a week. That gives him ample downtime to have some fun in the nightlife capital of the world. A lamb in a cage of wolves, Ken is naive and doesn’t even know what a ladyboy is.

Viking-esque pilot (Bo) views his job as not just to fly the plane, but to help his young offsider to truly experience each destination. And he enlists Miss Patsy and the Alcazar Cabaret girls to handle Ken’s education, first hand. But gorgeous VIP Flight Attendant (Kimberley) has vowed to keep Ken out of trouble.

If you like transgender romance stories with an equal dose of action and heart, then you’ll love ‘Mile High Club - Bangkok (BKK). The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Kimberley successfully steer Ken away from the forbidden fruit, or will Bo provide Ken with an eye-opening, and perhaps life-changing, experience?


THE ROOM MATE
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What would you do if you suddenly found yourself sharing a dorm room with a beautiful and sexy roommate? Would you alert student housing to their obvious mistake?

Jay Walker is a shy midwestern boy who has never kissed a girl. Let alone even contemplating something more. Heck, the only girl he even talks to that is younger than his mother, is his marketing lecturer, Professor Bunton. He studies IT at Southwestern University in Texas while running a high-end website development business on the side.

When Jay gets a letter from student housing advising him of a new roommate, he can’t believe his luck. Skye Lopez is Jay’s dream girl and much, much more. A Music and Theatre major, Skye is a beautiful and sexy Latino DJ with a star that is definitely on the rise. Jay cannot believe his luck.

But as Jay struggles with the excitement of having a hot new roommate, Skye leads him on a journey of self-discovery. Unsatisfied with just building a friendship, Jay seeks wise counsel to help him move from the friendship zone into the erogenous zone.

If you like coming of age stories with a transgender romance twist, then you’ll love ‘The Room Mate’. The latest novel from indie author Yumi Cox.

Will shy super-nerd Jay successfully move beyond the friendship zone, or will all his effort leave him on the outer?


NEIGHBOURLY LOVE
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Ever seen a beautiful neighbour, one that truly takes your breath away, and wondered how to approach them without seeming like a stalker?

Life in LA can be pretty seductive. Especially when you are lucky enough to live by the Venice Beach waterfront. With models, actors and athletes at your doorstep, it’s hard not to get eye strain.

Bradley Jones is young, successful and rich. From his waterfront apartment overlooking Venice Beach, this twenty-two-year-old appears to have it all. But Bradley knows LA is a city that will take advantage of you if you aren’t careful. So, he’s put his love life on-hold until someone exceptional comes along.

Recently, hot-blooded Latino Cristina has moved into Bradley’s apartment building. She is tall, lean, and has a dancer’s flexibility and tone. Cristina mesmerizes him as she roller-skates along the boardwalk in her silky shorts with her headphones blaring.

But he can’t get a chance to speak to her. That is until she needs a partner for a sexually charged Argentine tango. This seductive love story moves gracefully from the Burlesque shows of Hollywood to the Tango clubs of LA.

If you like Dirty Dancing, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘Neighbourly Love’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Bradley’s dancing impress this Latino goddess enough for her to fall in love with him?


THE EXCHANGE
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Being set up on a blind date 10,000 km from home. What could go wrong?

Life in Tokyo is a culture shock for anyone used to the sunny and spacious Northern Beaches of Sydney, Australia. Especially around Harajuku on a weekend when the cosplayers come out.

Ryan Strahan is loving life. Young, athletic, and deadly handsome, he comes from wealthy stock. He dates models, drives a killer car, and lives in a mansion with a pool and tennis court. But Ryan’s relationships have never stuck.

Recently, Ryan has accepted a university exchange program to Japan. And it seems the local girls are lining up to greet him. His stunning classmate Yuki even calls dibs on him. But Ryan is searching for perfection and thinks he’s found it in May Long.

May is a fashion student ‘friend of a friend’ on exchange from his home town. But she comes from the other side of the tracks and runs with the alternate Harajuku crowd. Still she attracts Ryan’s attention in the karaoke bars of Tokyo.

If you like Romeo and Juliet, then you’ll love the transgender romance story ‘The Exchange’ by indie author Yumi Cox.

Will Ryan find enough common ground to woo May, and develop a meaningful relationship in this very foreign land?


YOUR FEEDBACK WOULD BE APPRECIATED

Did you know that being an Author is very much a SMALL BUSINESS.

REVIEWS are the easiest way to say THANK YOU to an Author. A review is a FREE gift that has great value and encourages the Author to produce more books.

Reviews can be short such as simply “I liked it.” It’s the number of reviews that helps the most.

Amazon have simple privacy settings for reviews. It’s easy to hide a review from your profile while still providing important feedback.

If you enjoyed this book it would be appreciated if you let others know about it. There are lots of ways you can do so. Choose the best one for you.

#1 - Leave a review on Amazon

#2 - Leave a review at Goodreads

#3 - Tell your peeps about it on your Blog, Podcast or YouTube Channel

#4 - Share your thoughts on Facebook or Twitter

Reviews on Amazon are incredibly helpful - both for other readers deciding to read this book and for indie authors like myself to get the word out.

So your support is much appreciated!

Thanks again for taking the time to read the book!

Yumi


ABOUT YUMI
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Yumi Cox is a young writer on the rise from the beautiful city of Newcastle, Australia via Kyoto, Japan.

Growing up amongst the rich culture of Japan, Yumi was able to explore her imagination through comic books, short stories and classic novels.

Moving to Australia at age thirteen, she experienced passion, love and sex for the first time, which she channels into her writing.

Yumi spends her time equally between the traditional and reserved Japan and the youthful and vibrant Australia.

Yumi chose to become a writer of erotic romance in order to embrace the duality of her life.

Checkout Yumi’s novels on Amazon or Goodreads.




Or follow her on Facebook or Twitter.

STORY IDEAS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME

If you’ve got an idea for a novel, or there’s a kink you particularly like, drop Yumi an email – she’d love to include your feedback in her next novel!

Want to get in touch with her? That’s also easy! Email: yumi@yumicox.com
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