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CHAPTER 1:

Chicago was a wild town filled with temptation, sin, vice and corruption of every kind imaginable, which was fine with me because I’d had my fill of dull respectability toiling away on a farm in some hick town in the middle of nowhere. I had been too young for the Great War that had ended in 1919 but I had met some of the boys who went “over there” as the song goes and from what I could tell it was quite an adventure. When they weren’t fighting the Hun they were romping around Paris with sexy French girls who knew a thing or two about the art of the love. Sure, there was danger, but that just made it sound all the more exciting to me as a young man in desperate need of a change of scenery.

Chicago may not have been the trenches at Verdun but it was a battlefield just the same. Prohibition had passed in 1920 and rather than curtail America’s fondness for booze it shot it into orbit. People who had never touched a drop of liquor in their life couldn’t wait to get to a “speakeasy” and down illegal hooch. Making it illegal just made it all the more desirable. Consequently that gave the criminal element a path to great riches. Somebody had to make the “bootleg” liquor, and somebody had to transport it, and somebody had to sell it. And if you’re going to open a joint that sells illegal booze why not have a little gambling too and maybe some prostitution on the side? There was so much money floating around that hoodlums started to organize like regular businesses and various gangs or “mobs” were constantly battling for control of some portion of the city.

When I arrived in town I didn’t have much money in my pocket so I had to scrounge and scramble to get by, hustling for a buck wherever I could find the chance. I happened to meet a guy in a pool hall named Timmy Doyle who said he sometimes drove a truck for a small-time bunch of hoods called the McClusky Mob. He said they were making a delivery and could always use a young man with a strong back who could handle himself in a scrape if need be and I jumped at the opportunity.

The pickup, at a warehouse on the outskirts of town, was a piece of cake. We had three trucks with a wheel man and a loader riding up front and a guard riding shotgun in the back of each truck. I didn’t have a gun but I was armed with a baseball bat just in case.

Everything seemed very organized and going like clockwork and pretty soon we arrived at our destination, a speakeasy on a little street on the South Side. There were a couple of guys from the gin joint there to help us unload so that we could get the hell out of there as quickly as possible but apparently it wasn’t going to be quick enough.

Almost as soon as we had parked the trucks and started to get out a couple of cars came whizzing up with Tommy Guns sticking out the windows and all hell broke loose. My buddy Timmy, who had gotten me the job, was hit right away and slumped over the wheel. I had nothing but a baseball bat to defend myself with and I knew that was going to be pretty useless so I panicked and jumped out of the truck looking for someplace to hide.

I had assumed that I was a pretty tough guy who wouldn’t flinch at the first sign of danger but the noise and the blood and the suddenness of the carnage terrified me completely and all I could think of was running away as fast as possible, which I did. Unfortunately the moment I tried to dash across the street and away from the gunfire one of the cars that had attacked us was just pulling away and obviously made no effort to avoid running me down. I saw stars before my eyes for a split second and then everything went black.


CHAPTER 2:

“Well, you’re finally awake,” I heard a female voice say. “We were afraid you had gone into a comma or something.”

As I opened my eyes I saw a very pretty young woman sitting beside me on the bed I appeared to be in, although I couldn’t identify the place at all.

“Where am I?” I asked, quite logically under the circumstances.

“You’re in my apartment, well, mine and my roommate’s,” the woman answered.

“And who are you?”

“I’m Kate. Kate Upshaw. My roommate is Peggy Flynn but she’s not here at the moment. We live just across the street from where you got flattened. When we saw you hit the pavement we thought your were a goner but you were breathing so we managed to lug you back here,” Kate explained.

“My head’s a little foggy and I feel really strange,” I said.

“I’m not surprised. That car didn’t even slow down for a second. I don’t know how you came out of it in one piece. I think you just used up one of your nine lives honey because there’s not a scratch on you. We’re not nurses or anything but we got you undressed and checked out out the best we could and you looked right as rain.”

“You took off my clothes?”

“Well it’s not like you’ve got anything we haven’t seen before,” Kate said with a chuckle. “We put you in one of Peggy’s nightgowns and you’ve been out like a light ever since until now.”

“Nightgown?” I said in kind of a mumble as I looked down at myself and realized that I was wearing some sort of female underwear of some kind.

“I think it fits pretty good. You’re a bit bustier than I am but Peggy’s got a fuller bosom like you do,” Kate.

“I don’t...understand...I’m not a woman,” I protested.

“Honey, I’ve seen the goods and I’d swear on a stack of Bibles that you were 100% female,” Kate chuckled again. “That car hit you hard but not hard enough to turn your pecker into a pussy.”

Instinctively I shot my hand between my legs and discovered to my horror that she was right. My dick was gone and under what felt like a tangled mat of hair I could feel little flaps of flesh.

“This doesn’t make sense,” I muttered.

“I’m sure it’ll all make sense once your head clears up a bit,” said Kate. “You think you might feel up to eating a little something? I could make you some soup.”

“Yeah, I’m starving...I mean...yes, thank you,” I replied. “And thank you for helping me like this.”

“Think nothing of it kid. We gals in the big city have to stick together right?” said Kate as she put some soup in a pot on a small hotplate in the corner.

She still thought that I was a gal. Well, why shouldn’t she? I certainly had the body of a female and even my voice sounded different. But if she saw me get hit by the car she must have seen that I was a man. Granted it was dark, and there was a lot going on, but my clothes would have given away my gender at a glance. My clothes! My clothes must still be here if they took them off last night. That should prove I was a man.

“Say...where did you put my clothes anyway?” I called out casually while Kate stirred the soup.

“We just draped them on the chair next to the bed,” Kate called back. “I’m afraid you lost a shoe somewhere along the line but you can borrow a pair from us when you feel ready to get back on your feet.”

I looked at the chair and saw a dress hung over the top of it and some white frilly things folded on the seat with one woman’s shoe on the floor in front of it. I was dumbfounded. It wasn’t possible. I knew I wasn’t wearing that stuff last night. They must have hidden my real clothes for some reason, but why? And why go to the trouble of making up a story about losing a shoe?

“That’s what I was wearing last night?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’s pretty. I like it. Where did you get it?”

“I have no idea.”

“Wow, your brain really is still a bit fuzzy isn’t it?”

“I think so.”

Kate brought the soup over and I ate ravenously. I plowed through the bowl pretty quickly and Kate just laughed and poured me some more soup.

“Well you’ve got a healthy appetite anyway. That’s a good sign,” she said as she sat in a chair next to the bed and lit up a cigarette.

“You smoke?” I asked in surprise.

“Sure...don’t you?” she replied.

“Yeah, but I’m a guy,” I pointed out.

“So you keep saying in that cute little voice of yours. And what kind of guy goes around wearing a dress and carrying a purse?”

“I have a purse?”

“It was in the street lying next to you so we picked it up and looked through it to see if we could find someone to contact about you but it was pretty empty. Just some lipstick, a compact, a couple of bucks and some loose change, some chewing gum and half a pack of cigarettes. Don’t worry, it’s all there,” said Kate.

“This is all so crazy. None of it makes any sense. I have no idea why I look like this or why I’d be wearing a dress.”

“Be glad you do look the way you do sister, you’re hot stuff. Your boobs might be a little bigger than fashionable but a lot of men like a dame with some padding upstairs,” said Kate. “Hey, what’s your name anyway? We couldn’t find it in your purse and I can’t keep calling you honey or sister all the time.”

“My name...my name is...Ken...Ken Keith...I think,” I replied slowly.

“Well I’m not calling you Ken, that’s for sure. I think I’ll call you...Kitty, ‘cause you’ve got nine lives and a surprise pussy,” Kate said with a laugh. “Kitty Keith. Has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”

“Look, I appreciate everything you’ve done for me but I think I better get out of here. I don’t know what’s happened to me but I’ve got to try and figure it out somehow,” I said as I started to stand up.

My effort to stand didn’t go too well and I felt a little dizzy so I sat back down again.

“You’re not going anywhere,” said Kate as she helped me back into bed. “And where are you going to go anyway? Where do you live?”

“I...I don’t know,” I said.

“Well you’re not going to get very far with the money you’ve got, and you can barely stand, let alone walk, so you’re just going to stay here and rest up and then when you feel up to it we can try to sort things out,” Kate insisted firmly.

“Aren’t I kind of in the way? I mean whose bed is this anyway?”

“Mine, but I don’t mind doubling up. I slept with Peggy last night but we can share if you’ve no objections.”

Kate was quite the dish so the thought of sharing a bed with her was definitely intriguing although I did wonder if she was some kind of a dyke or something. She had commented on my attractiveness, thinking that I was a woman, and she smoked, which was definitely a mannish thing to do. I wondered what I’d do if she tried to get fresh. If I still had my cock I’d know exactly what to do and I’d have her on her back with her legs up in the air quick as a jackrabbit but I wouldn’t even begin to know what to do with this dumb body I seemed to be stuck in.

Ultimately it seemed like I really didn’t have a better option than to stick around. Since I couldn’t remember where I lived I’d have to blow what little money I had on some flophouse and meals at some greasy spoon. Hopefully once I got my strength back I’d get all of my memory back too and then I could sort this mess out but in the meantime there were a lot of worse places I could pass the time.


CHAPTER 3:

“Well, she lives,” joked a cute blonde who had bustled into the room later that day.

“Pegs this is...well...just call her Kitty for the time being. It’s complicated. Kitty this is Peggy,” said Kate.

“Pleased to meet you,” I said.

“You’re a lucky little lady to have survived that collision,” said Peggy.

“Yes, but Kitty just think she’s a lady at all,” said Kate.

“Who is these days?” said Peggy with a laugh as she set her things down.

“She claims that she’s really a man named Ken Keith and doesn’t know how she ended up in that body wearing female clothes,” Kate explained.

“Well if you’re really a man honey you should be working the drag shows because you sure as hell look like a girl,” said Peggy.

“Say, what kind of work do you do?” Kate asked me. “Maybe someone there would know you and could shed some light on this mystery.”

“I don’t really have a steady job, that I’m aware of,” I replied.

“You must get by somehow,” said Peggy.

“Well I know that I was doing a job for some bootleggers last night, helping them make a delivery. Then we got ambushed, as you must have seen if you were there, and that’s when I made a run for it and got hit by that car,” I said.

“What do you mean you got ambushed?” asked Kate.

“You must have seen it, or heard it at any rate. When we were getting out of the trucks two cars pulled up and started blasting away. It was one of those cars that ran me down,” I said.

“Honey, there weren’t any trucks on that street last night. And nobody doing any shooting either. You just picked the wrong time to cross the road and got flattened by a hit-and-run driver who was probably too drunk to even notice,” said Peggy.

“But that’s what happened!” I protested. “You must have seen it. The guy who got me the job was hit as soon as the shooting started. I don’t even know if he lived. I was too scared to stick around and try to help him. I thought...I don’t know...I thought I was man enough to handle myself in a tight corner but I just turned tail and ran.”

“A very sensible reaction if you were getting shot at. You should be glad you’re not really a man and don’t have to strut around all the time trying to prove it to everybody,” said Peggy, who apparently also smoked as she lit up a cigarette.

“But that’s what happened, I tell you,” I reiterated urgently. “That I can remember as clear as day.”

“Sweetie, that knock on the noggin obviously scrambled your eggs pretty good. Maybe you’re remembering something that happened to a boyfriend or a brother or something,” Kate suggested. “That’s possible, isn’t it?”

“Yeah, I suppose it’s possible. Anything’s possible I guess,” I reluctantly conceded.

“And it seems to me that it doesn’t really matter who you used to be or how you ended up here like this. If you go around trying to tell everybody that you’re really a man you’ll just end up in a straight jacket,” Kate added to reinforce her point. “In a way you’re kind of lucky. You can reinvent yourself any way that you like. Be whoever you want to be.”

“But where will I go? How will I live?” I whined, feeling like I was about to start balling.

“You can stay here for the time being, can’t she Pegs?” said Kate.

“Why not? The more the merrier I always say,” Peggy replied.

“But I couldn’t impose on you like that,” I said.

“We can help you get a job, then you can help with the rent,” said Kate.

“What kind of a job could you possibly get me? I mean I could hardly find work as a man but what am I going to do as a woman?” I sniffled.

“Well there are some definite advantages to being female and making money is one of them, and I don’t just mean on your back,” said Kate.

“Although there is always that,” Peggy chimed in before blowing a giant smoke ring.

“We’re both dancers at a joint called the Hot Spot. If we put in a good word for you I think they’ll probably add you to the line,” said Kate.

“I don’t know anything about dancing,” I said.

“Then you’ll fit right in with the other girls,” Peggy said with a chuckle.

“With your gams honey nobody is going to care how well you dance. Jake, that’s the manager, likes his girls young and pretty so you should fit the bill quite nicely. But first we’ve got to make sure you can walk without falling over so just rest up and when you feel ready to try it we’ll loan you some shoes and maybe go for a little stroll around the block or something,” said Kate.

Once again I looked at my options and couldn’t see a better path at the moment. It seemed pretty ridiculous to think of me as some kind of a dancer in a speakeasy but it wouldn’t kill me to try it. I’d probably wash out right away but at least it would buy me a little more time. I just kept hoping that I would remember something that would explain what had happened to me but as crazy as it seemed it was beginning to look like I had just spontaneously changed my gender. Maybe a car could hit you hard enough to turn your pecker into a pussy.

By evening I was really sick of lying around in bed and tried to get on my feet again. This time the attempt was much more successful. Kate and Peggy were getting ready to go to the club where they worked so they suggested that I come along and watch the show and see what I would be doing if I got the job. It would also be a chance to meet this Jake the manager guy.

It seemed like a good idea but then I realized that I was going to have to put on the female clothing I had supposedly been wearing the night I had been run over. First came the bloomers, which were silky shorts with an elastic band at the waist. They kind of reminded me of the trunks boxers wore, which made me feel slightly less emasculated by putting them on.

Next came the brassiere, which was kind of like the top of a dress cut off below the bust. It was also silky and decorated with frills, like the bloomers, and there was a little bow in between my knockers. I felt a little tingle in my nipples, which ran all the way down my spine and between my legs. My new equipment obviously didn’t function exactly like the old stuff had I noted. I wondered whether that was a good or a bad thing.

After I put on my thigh-high stockings Kate had me roll them up so that they only came up to the bottom of my knees, which seemed terribly scandalous to me, but she assured me that it was all the rage these days. I was no expert on female clothing so I deferred to her judgment but I still felt slightly exposed, especially when I discovered just how short my dress was.

Apparently my bosom wasn’t the only thing that was bigger than Kate’s as I had to borrow some shoes from Peggy, which thankfully weren’t too terribly elevated by heels. I figured I’d still have trouble walking in them but to my surprise it felt quite natural. Both Kate and Peggy noticed how gracefully I moved in heels and pointed out that I must be a woman because no man could ever manage that trick so easily on the first try.

After I was all dolled up I had to admit that I did look pretty spiffy. With the way I was dressed, and my short haircut, I guess I looked like one of those flappers you saw on the cover of magazines. Those wild women who lived to party and loved to shock were nothing more than whores in my eyes but for the moment I was at least masquerading as one. Hopefully it wouldn’t get me in too much trouble. My life was enough of a mess as it was.


CHAPTER 4:

The Hot Spot was like a lot of joints I had been to in Chicago but maybe a bit more classy, which wouldn’t be too hard to accomplish considering the dives I had frequented. For one thing it had a stage and a small combo of musicians which gave the place the feel of a legit nightclub.

Kate and Peggy took me back to the communal dressing room where numerous girls were in various stages of undress, seemingly without an ounce of shame. Everyone seemed to be in a rush to get ready to go on so after a quick introduction to a couple of the gals I went back out front to watch the show.

I was actually kind of excited when Kate and Peggy came out with the other girls in their skimpy costumes and started kicking up their heels to some very lively Jazz music. I hadn’t been crazy about that sound at first but it kind of grew on you after a while. I watched the routine pretty closely and tried to figure out if there was any way that I could possibly do that and it didn’t seem all that terribly complicated. There was a lot of strutting around with your hands on your hips, and striking poses here and there, and a lot of leg kicks. The hard part seemed to be trying to memorize when you were supposed to do which bit.

While I was watching the show a guy tried to buy me a drink but I gave him the brush off. Then another one tried and I realized that it was part of the whole scam of being a dame. Guys would buy you drinks and try to get you drunk enough to go to bed with them but if you kept your wits about you you could drink for free all night and go home by your lonesome.

After the performance there was a break and Kate came and got me. We went back to the manager’s office where I finally met Jake, a kind of nondescript middle-aged character with thinning hair and a cigar clenched in his teeth.

“This is the girl I was telling you about Jake,” said Kate as she introduced me.

“Well, she’s pretty enough alright, but I don’t know if I need to be adding any new dancers at the moment,” said Jake as he looked me over carefully.

“Come on. Ever since June got knocked up and went home to live with her mother you’ve been saying we needed someone to take her place. Well here she is, fresh as a daisy and cute as a button,” said Kate.

“Can she dance?” asked Jake.

“Don’t worry. Pegs and I’ll teach her the steps. It ain’t Russian ballet you know,” said Kate.

“Well I guess it wouldn’t hurt to give her a try. Bring her by around noon tomorrow and let me see her move around a bit. If she doesn’t stick she can stay,” said Jake.

I was surprisingly pleased that he had liked me enough to give me a chance, although I felt a lot of pressure not to let Kate and Peggy down since they had vouched for me. There wouldn’t be enough time for me to learn the whole routine by noon tomorrow but Kate assured me she could show me enough steps to get by in the morning.

“Well at least we didn’t have to worry about you being lonely while we were performing,” said Kate once we were back home rather late that night. “Who was that guy you were sitting with?”

“Oh, I don’t know. Just some guy,” I replied a little sheepishly.

“Did some guy have name?” pressed Peggy with a sly grin.

“I guess his name was Dan or something like that,” I half mumbled.

“You seemed to be hitting it off pretty well,” Kate pointed out.

“He bought me a couple of drinks so I was just trying to be nice to him. It was nothing,” I said, feeling my face turn red.

I knew it looked bad for my story that I was really a man that might first night out as a woman I was letting strange men buy me drinks and chatting it up with them but I didn’t have a lot of money and it seemed stupid to waste it on booze if some guy wanted to spring for it. And Dan was pleasant enough company with a good sense of humor. He certainly tried to pour on the charm by complimenting my looks a lot, which I sort of appreciated, but there was obviously no chance in hell that it would have gone beyond talking.

Since it was a late night and we had to be up fairly early in the morning to practice dancing we all hit the sack as soon as we got home. Peggy and Kate just casually undressed in front of me so I did the same. Between that and the peep show in the dressing room at the Hot Spot I had seen more naked girls in one night than I think I had probably seen in my whole life combined. And not just any girls, really pretty ones. Then I realized that at the moment I was one of them too and that didn’t bother me as much as it probably should have. For just a brief moment I wondered what Dan would think if he saw me naked and I even wondered what he would look like in the nude.

It was disturbing to have those kinds of thoughts but a little exciting at the same time. I was used to being the one chasing after the skirts but it took money to make time with the ladies in the big city. You could always sweet talk some dumb farm girl into giving you a roll in the hay but Chicago dames wanted the works before they’d even kiss you and I hadn’t gotten laid since I had gotten here.

I had dreams of making my fortune and driving a big fancy car and having a doll on each arm wherever I went but I never had any idea how I was going to make that happen. My first real job in Chicago had ended in a hail of bullets and buckets of blood. At least this new job I was up for was a lot safer although I’d be stuck in the body of some dumb broad while doing it. Of course having tits didn’t make me feel dumb, just kind of weak and inferior, which probably served me right for running away from that fight. I obviously wasn’t the tough guy I thought I was so maybe I really did belong in a dress.

In any case I knew I had to get some sleep because I had a lot of work to do the next day and I wanted to be at my best, whatever that would turn out to be.


CHAPTER 5:

“Hey, not bad. Not bad at all,” said Jake when I had finished my audition. “With those legs and that cutie pie face I think you’ll fit right in. Now just come into my office honey and we’ll finalize the deal.”

I was thrilled beyond belief. Kate and Peggy were only going to show me a few steps but I seemed to have some sort of natural ability for the whole dancing thing so they went ahead and taught me the whole routine. Once I realized that it was all broken down and timed to the beats of the music all I had to do was count and I’d know what to do. One...two..three...turn...five...six...seven...kick. It was all like that. And you learned it really slow at first so it would stick in your head and then you got faster and faster.

I followed Jake into his office feeling like a million bucks but the moment we were there he shut the door behind us and undid his pants. A moment later he had his dick out and just stood there looking at me, puffing on his ever present cigar.

“Well what are you waiting for sister?” Jake kind of snarled. “You want the job or not?”

“What are you doing?” I gasped.

“What does it look like I’m doing? I’m standing here with my prick hanging out in the breeze waiting for some dumb tomato to take care of me.”

“What do you want me to do?” I asked in a shaky voice.

“Stroke it or suck it honey, whatever gets the job done,” he replied.

I thought about running away but the last time I tried that things hadn’t gone so well for me. I knew I wasn’t a total coward and this would take courage and that I could do it no matter how unpleasant it was. It was a different kind of courage than standing up to an armed mobster but at the moment I think I would preferred if Jake was pointing a gun at me instead of his cock.

“Can I do it from behind and reach around you?” I suddenly blurted out.

“Baby you can do it standing on your head for all I care, just get me off while I’m still young enough to enjoy it,” Jake barked.

I figured if I reached around from the back it would be sort of like jerking my own pole. I wouldn’t have to look at the guy or his dick I could just shut my eyes and pretend I was masturbating.

Jake wasn’t fat but I still had to press up against him very tightly to get my right arm around him and reach his prick. He was already pretty hard by the time I took him in my hand so I hoped that meant his arousal would bring about a quick conclusion to this ordeal.

“Yeah, that’s it honey. You know what you’re doing with a dick in your hand,” said Jake.

I guess he was right about that since “Rosy Palm” was the only sex partner I had been with since I arrived in this town. Giving another man a hand job like this felt a lot like beating my own meat except that I couldn’t feel what his dick was feeling. Strangely I was feeling something between my legs. It was the same kind of tingle that I got when my nipples rubbed up against the silky fabric of my brassiere. It just didn’t seem possible that I could be getting stimulated from touching a man but my pussy seemed to be suggesting that.

Since I had my eyes closed and I was pretending to be jerking myself off I let my mind wander a bit and tried to picture myself in this same situation with a more handsome guy like Dan. He’d at least pitched woo to me and made me feel pretty and special. If I had to have anybody’s cock in my hand I think I would have preferred it to be him.

Of course Jake was actually giving me a real job with a steady paycheck which would allow me to continue living with my two new friends and not feel like I was sponging off them. And he was taking a chance on me by making me a professional dancer when I had all of two hours of dancing experience under my belt.

Suddenly my thoughts were interrupted by the sound of Jake make some pretty serious grunts and the feeling of his dick starting to spasm in my hand. He was obviously ejaculating and it was strangely satisfying to know that I had been the cause.

“Honey that was one of the best jerk jobs I’ve ever gotten, and believe me I’ve gotten plenty around this joint. I don’t give a shit how good you can dance, you’ve obviously got talents that are way more valuable,” said Jake as he tucked his satisfied penis away.

“So did you jerk him or blow him?” Kate asked with a grin when I came out of Jake’s office.

“God, I wouldn’t even begin to know how to blow someone,” I replied with a shudder.

“It’s not that difficult,” said Peggy. “It’s basically just jerking with your mouth open.”

I had heard about oral sex from one of the soldiers back from the war. He said they called getting your dick sucked a French job, or a Frenchie, but I had certainly never experienced anything like that myself. Kate and Peggy obviously knew what it was and had probably done it too. I couldn’t decide whether that impressed me or appalled me.

In any case we were all in a celebratory mood and went out to lunch together at a nearby diner. I took extra special care in washing my hands before I ate and fortunately nobody pressed me for details about my sordid experience. I knew that I was making it harder and harder for anyone to believe that I was really a man, and I suppose it was even getting a little hard for me to believe it.

Although I was anxious to get into the show I had only learned one of the routines and I hadn’t rehearsed with the whole group of girls yet so I had to wait a couple of days before I made my big debut. As I sat in front of a mirror putting my makeup on I felt kind of like a Broadway star or something, although I was about as far away from that as you could get. It was still a type of show business, which had always seemed very glamorous and exciting to me, and I was excited to be part of it, especially since I was getting paid for doing it.

I won’t say that it went perfectly that first night but I think I did pretty darn well under the circumstances. I turned left one time when I should have turned right, but I quickly corrected the mistake and didn’t ruin the whole number.

I obviously knew that the costumes were very skimpy, having seen the show a few times before going on myself, but it’s one thing to look at them from a distance it’s quite another to put something like that on and go perform in front of a bunch of people, especially the men who I knew were leering at all of us and filled with lewd thoughts. I suppose that’s what we were there for really, just to bring in a crowd and sell some more drinks. Even so it did make me feel like kind of a celebrity, and there were always guys hanging around after we had finished wanting to buy us drinks or take us to dinner or...well...you can imagine.

Sometimes we’d have a drink with someone and maybe flirt it up a bit but it never went further than that. Then one night that all changed in a big way.


CHAPTER 6:

Two sailors, Tim and John, had come to Chicago on leave with a lot of back pay burning a hole in their pockets and their dicks burning for action after being at sea for so long. They simply would not take no for an answer and even though the math of two sailors and three girls didn’t seem to work out we somehow all ended up cruising the town for some late night fun.

I would say that we all probably had a little too much to drink that night but I won’t use it as an excuse for what happened. I was having just as much fun as Kate and Peggy messing around with these sailor boys.

Ultimately we ended up back at our place for a “nightcap” even though it was probably like four in the morning by that time. It didn’t dawn on me until the others started taking off their clothes that the sailors were going to definitely get their monies worth tonight. At that point it felt more like skinny dipping at the old pond or something so I joined in and peeled off my clothing.

Somehow it was decided that Tim was going to be with Peggy and John was going to be with Kate, or so I assumed until Kate grabbed me by the hand and started dragging me towards the bed.

“I can’t do this,” I whispered in a panic.

“Of course you can. And it’s high time you did,” she whispered back.

“But there’s two of us. How would that even work?” I asked.

“Well, we share a bed so I don’t see why we shouldn’t be able to share a sailor,” Kate giggled.

John was waiting for us on the bed with a big erection and an equally big grin on his face. He was slowly stroking his prick but it looked like it hardly needed any more attention to be ready for action.

“Come on girlies, the mainmast is up but I don’t know how long it’ll stay up after all the hooch I’ve consumed tonight,” said John with a laugh.

Kate and I hopped on the bed, buck naked, and positioned ourselves so that John was in the middle. It was a bit of a tight fit but we could all squeeze in if we stayed close together, which I figured was the whole idea.

We started by taking turns kissing John and then Kate shocked me by grabbing my face and kissing me. And not a friendly sisterly kind of kiss either. This was a full-on-open-mouth-tongues-in-play kind of kiss. I only knew one other girl who kissed like that, Jenny Crawford from back home, but she was definitely known as the town slut. I guess in a big town like Chicago there was lots of room for more than one slut and as I returned Kate’s kiss I knew I was probably one of them.

“Come on, he needs to be kissed a little lower,” Kate whispered.

I didn’t know what she meant until I saw her sliding down the bed and bending over John’s dick. She looked up at me and jerked her head for me to follow her lead. I shook my head no but she gave me a stern glance and I slid down by John’s crotch and watched as Kate stroked him for a bit. Then she started to lick his head and his shaft and to my horror she signaled for me to get down with her.

“Come on honey, just lick it like a candy cane,” said Kate once my face was within inches of John’s throbbing member.

It was another one of those moments where I wanted to chicken out but knew that I shouldn’t. If I could stroke another man’s cock then I probably could lick it as well. Sticking my tongue out I tried to emulate what Kate had been doing and worked my way from down by his balls to the rim of his helmet. I could imagine that John was feeling pretty good at the moment. I certainly would have been had I been in his place but I guess he was getting a little impatient.

“Hey, is somebody going stick it in their mouth?” he inquired.

“Hush you, we’re working here,” Kate snapped back.

“Yes ma’am,” said John meekly.

He obviously knew that he was outranked and that you didn’t want to piss off a woman who had your dick between her teeth.

“Now just open your mouth and take a little inside,” said Kate encouragingly. “Sort of like sucking on your thumb when you were a kid.”

I followed her instructions and felt a wave of heat rolling through my body as I put John’s cock in my mouth and began to suck it. It was like the tingly feeling only more so. I felt so dirty and wanton and that made me aroused. I started sucking with greater depth and intensity until Kate decided to take a turn. I actually studied what she was doing quite closely, just as I had done when she was teaching me the dance steps for the routine.

When she came up for air this time she didn’t pass the baton to me but instead started to straddle John’s torso and perched herself right above his dick.

“Okay big boy, I want a take a little ride before you pop your cock,” she announced as she lowered herself down onto his pole which quickly disappeared up her cunt.

I glanced over at the other bed and saw that Peggy was on her back with her legs sticking up in the air while Tim seemed to be giving her a good thumping. Then I focused my attention on Kate as she moved herself up and down. I got so excited watching her that I started to rub my pussy and found that I was quite wet. I had never seen anybody having sex before, aside from the view when I was doing it, and it was really fascinating.

“Okay honey it’s time to switch. I think this big sperm whale is about to blow soon so you need to jump on while you can,” said Kate.

I didn’t protest or hesitate or anything. I think I was so curious to know what it would feel like to have a cock inside my pussy that I was actually hoping I’d get a turn. Kate climbed off of John and helped me get into position and she held his cock at the right angle so that I could just slide right down onto it, which was all the easier because of the lubrication my body seemed to be producing.

“Oh...oh...oh…” I gasped a few times as I felt that warm hard flesh penetrating me.

“Lean over Missy and let me grab those big milk bags of yours,” said John.

I leaned forward and supported myself on my outstretched arms allowing John to fondle my tits. I guess he was one of those guys who liked a busty woman. When he took hold of my nipples and began to tweak them I felt a weird sensation inside me that reminded me of the way I felt just before I ejaculated as a man, but I didn’t think women could have that feeling.

“Oh, Jesus! Fuck yessssssssssssssss!” I cried out as I began pounding myself against John’s crotch.

“Oooooooowwwwwwwaaaaaaaahhhhh!” John bellowed as he started to pump his sperm into me.

I think I was still bouncing on his prick after he had finished making his sticky deposit but I couldn’t help myself. My heart was racing a mile a minute and my breathing came in short gasps and gulps. I don’t think anything had ever made me feel that good in my life.

I was still shaking a little when Kate helped me dismount the sailor. Then she gave me a quick hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“I don’t know if you really used to be a man,” she whispered in my ear. “But honey, you sure as hell fuck like a woman now.”


CHAPTER 7:

I obviously hadn’t come to Chicago to fuck a sailor, or any man for that matter, but now that I had I was very confused. I honestly didn’t think that women were supposed to enjoy sex that much. I figured they probably liked the hugging and kissing part but when it came to penetration they were basically there to take care of a man’s needs. Of course Jenny Crawford always seemed to enjoy it, but she was a slut, so I figured there was probably something wrong with her. Maybe there was something wrong with me.

These big city girls certainly seemed to have some modern ideas. All of the gals in the show took various lovers and smoked and drank and used vulgar language. It seemed like they were trying to be one of the boys, but they were so pretty and feminine at the same time. That wasn’t something I was used to at all. Back home there were really clear rules about how men and women should be behave, and I thought I knew the rules, but coming to Chicago was a real eye-opener.

I wasn’t just confused by discovering that women could enjoy sex as much as men I was also confused by why I had enjoyed it at all. So far I had jerked a man off, sucked a prick, and bounced around on a dick while the guy played with my titties. I may not have scored with the broads as much as I would have liked but I certainly never saw myself as some kind of a fruit. Of course I always saw myself as some kind of a tough guy who might work himself up through the ranks of some mob of gangsters but that didn’t turn out to be the case. Instead I seemed to be very good at being a dancing girl with easy virtue and an appetite for male flesh.

My granddaddy always said “you play the cards you’re dealt” and I guess that’s what I was doing at the moment. And it really wasn’t so bad, all things considered. Before my “accident” I had just been scuffling around trying to survive. I slept in flop houses or on a bus station bench and never had any kind of steady job. I even rolled a drunk once for a lousy eighty-five cents. The only person I could even reasonably call a friend was the guy who got me the job delivering bootleg liquor and he was probably dead. Now I had a steady job and a couple of good friends, as well as a whole bunch of male admirers. If I wanted an active social life it was there for the taking.

As it turned out I was dealt some very different cards when Jake called me into his office in between shows and spread a bunch of photographs out on his desk. They were pictures of nude, or mostly nude women in all kinds of poses and sexual acts.

“Ever seen pictures like those honey?” asked Jake.

“No, but I heard a doughboy talking about French postcards. Is that what these are?”

“That’s exactly what they are, except they ain’t postcards and they don’t come from France. I know a guy who runs a legit photography studio but he does this specialty work on the side. You interested?”

“Interested how?” I asked.

“Interested in maybe posing for some pictures like this,” Jake replied.

“Why me?”

“Because you got a cute face and nice bazoombas, not like some of these flat-chested flapper dames. For this kind of work they like women with curves in all the right places and you got ‘em honey,” Jake explained. “It’s good for money for just sitting around without your clothes on if you ask me.”

I was going to suggest that he do it if it was such a great job but I suppose nobody really wanted to see a picture of Jake in the buff. I was going to tell him to jump in a lake but then I thought about it. I was any day as pretty as any of the gals in those pictures, prettier probably and it was a chance to make a few extra bucks. I’d never imagined that I’d be a model someday but I never imagined that I’d be a dancing girl in a speakeasy either and I was surprisingly good at that. I looked at the pictures again

“Would I be posing by myself or doing sex stuff like in some of these pictures?” I inquired, holding up a photo of a girl with a dick in her mouth.

“How the hell do I know?” Jake shot back. “If you want to meet the guy and go over the finer artistic points of composition with him I’ll give you his card.”

“Okay, I’ll meet him,” I said.

“Good. Now I give you something so you give me something,” said Jake as he pulled out his prick.

I don’t know why but for some reason I wanted to blow him instead of jerk him off this time so I got on my knees and took his cock in my hand. Once I had him fully erect I starting licking, like I had done with the sailor.

“I had a hunch you’d be a good little piccolo player,” said Jake with a contented moan. “But you better skip the technique this time and go for the meat and potatoes. You got another show comin’ up soon.”

I opened my mouth and rather hungrily began to devour his cock. Something about the taste and smell and texture of a man’s hard on had lingered in my brain long after the penis had been removed from my mouth and I was anxious to see if I’d have the same sensation again. I did. I liked it. I even sort of liked the idea of it.

Basically I was starting to feel like fate had put me in the strange situation I was in because I was meant to be some sort of sexual creature. A thing of beauty and lust and desire. Some people love hunting or fishing or collecting stamps but I’d never found anything that I was terribly passionate about, or terribly good at, before I became a wanton hussy. I found that being praised for the way I looked, or the way I danced, or even the way I sucked a cock was very intoxicating. It was something that I wasn’t really used to.

Even the fact that Jake was basically making me blow him didn’t seem that bad to me. Like he said, it was an exchange. Something I wanted for something he wanted. I could have said no. I could have said hell no. That might have been the noble or righteous thing to do but since when had I ever cared about things like that anyway?

My mind had wandered off but it suddenly snapped back to reality with a salty splash of hot wet liquid slamming against the back of my throat. Kate and I had stopped sucking John’s cock before he finished so I wasn’t totally prepared for the sensation of a man ejaculating in my mouth but there was really nothing to do at that point except gulp it all down as he pumped it into me.

“Hell, did you swallow?” asked Jake when he had completed draining his balls. “You could just spit it out on the floor.”

“It’s okay, I didn’t mind it,” I replied, licking my lips in the process.

“You’re one-of-a-kind, aren’t you kid?”

He was right about that, but not so much in the way he meant it. It was hard to believe that there could be too many other men walking around who had been knocked out by a car and woke up a woman.


CHAPTER 8:

Nick Simmons was not at all what I expected him to be. I had taken the card Jake had given me (or rather sold to me for the price of a BJ) and now I was meeting with the photographer in his studio. I suppose I sort of imagined that a guy who took such dirty pictures would be kind of a sleazy-looking character but Nick Simmons was actually rather dashing, with slicked back jet black hair and a pencil-thin mustache.

“Jake sometimes exaggerates the beauty of the talent he recruits for me but that’s obviously not the case here,” said Nick.

“Thank you,” I said a little shyly.

“Now I have to ask this, but is there going to be some angry boyfriend or husband trying to track me down and punch me in the nose for taking pictures of you in the nude?”

“No,” I said with a laugh. “No boyfriend, no husband, nobody that’s going to track you down so your nose is safe.”

“Good. I like my nose the way it is,” Nick chuckled. “So my next question is have you ever done any modeling before...with or without your clothes on?”

“Nope, I’m a dancer but I hadn’t done any dancing before I got that job so I think I’m a quick learner,” I replied.

“I think you’ll find this is surprisingly easy,” said Nick. “You just have to be your charming pretty self and let the camera show it.”

“Like falling off a log my granddaddy always said.”

“Let’s hope it’s not quite as violent as that.”

Nick had me step behind a screen to disrobe, which seemed kind of pointless to me since I was going to walk out from behind it totally naked, but I guess it added a little class to the proceedings. Once I was nude Nick took me over to what looked like an elegant sitting room except that it only had one two walls. There was a very fancy couch and a matching chair and Nick had me position myself in various poses while he snapped away with his camera.

I was sort of reclining on the couch with my hand behind my head or sitting on my knees cupping my breasts while I looked down at them. It was mostly arty stuff as far as I could tell but we finished with me sitting in the chair with my legs spread wide and my fingers pressing the lips of my pussy open just a bit. It felt a little funny to expose myself like that but by that time I was quite comfortable working with Nick who did his best to keep me at ease with little jokes or flirty compliments.

“That wasn’t so bad, was it?” said Nick when we had finished.

“Well I didn’t think it would be like going to the dentist,” I joked.

“You’d be surprised how many women would rather go to the dentist than pose in the nude for some strange man.”

“I’m sort of a different kind of woman I guess,” I replied.

“I kind of got that feeling,” said Al. “So could I interest you in some more work?”

“Sure, what did you have in mind?”

For my next session I had agreed to do some penetration pictures and the man who would be doing the penetrating was a kind of skinny young guy with a rather large penis. His name was Henry and he was kind of quiet but seemed nice enough. He sort of reminded me of someone I knew back home named Pete Benson, who also happened to have a large penis which I had seen when we were skinny dipping.

We used basically the same setting but obviously with different poses. For the first one Henry was sitting on the sofa and I was kneeling next to him with my knees on the cushions and his dick in my mouth. It was kind of weird because I felt like I should be trying to get him off but that wasn’t the idea at all. In fact Nick didn’t want me to take too much of his prick down my throat so that the camera could show how big Henry was.

We did a couple more versions of the dick in the mouth thing and then Nick had me get on all fours on the couch with my hands gripping the side cushion. Henry got behind me with one leg on the couch and one on the floor and stuck his prick in my cunt. I don’t think I would ever have thought of presenting myself to a man that way but I kind of liked the feeling. Of course I probably would really have liked the feeling of Henry’s big cock poking into me in whatever position I was in.

Just for fun I tried to pretend that I was back home and Pete Benson had me bent over a hay bale while he humped me like a dog. The idea seemed so dirty and silly that I almost giggled, but I didn’t think that would be very professional. If I ever did go home looking like this Pete Benson wouldn’t be the only one interested in humping me. Every boy in town would probably want to have their dick where Henry’s was right now.

When we finished I was really aroused from all the rubbing of skin and penetration that had been going on without any actual fucking taking place. I hadn’t even been able to rub my pussy so I had a lot of pent up sexual frustration.

I shook hands with Henry before he left, which was kind of funny since he’d just spent the afternoon with his cock inside me, but he was all business I guess.

“So how was I?” I asked Nick, kind of fishing for compliments I guess.

“You were fantastic honey. You really are a quick learner,” he replied.

“So what do you think about when you’re looking through that camera at my naked body?” I inquired flirtatiously.

“Honestly I’m thinking a lot of technical things. Is the lighting good? Is the picture in focus? Am I getting the best angle?” he said.

“So you don’t think about my luscious womanly body?” I teased.

“Baby I’ve been thinking about that a whole lot ever since I met you,” said Nick. “And not just your luscious womanly body and pretty face. I’ve been thinking about you and wanting to get to know you better.”

“Does that mean you’re asking me out on a date?”

“Yeah, I guess it does.”

“Good. I’d like that.”

I couldn’t believe how brazen I had been but I guess this modern woman stuff was kind of rubbing off on me. I liked Nick so why shouldn’t I go after what I wanted? Kate and Peggy weren’t shy about things like that. If they liked a guy they would let him know, they wouldn’t just stand around hoping to get his attention.

I really liked Nick and had enjoyed the time we had spent together so far very much. I got the impression that he really liked me too and I honestly couldn’t wait to go out with him.


CHAPTER 9:

“So what’s your plan? Where are you headed?” asked Nick as we were seated in a restaurant on our date.

“What do you mean?” I replied.

“Well, what are your goals and ambitions? That sort of thing.”

“Honestly everything good that’s happened to me since I got to Chicago has happened purely by chance. I lucked into finding two fantastic roommates who got me a great job I would never have even considered before and that led to me taking off my clothes and letting you take pictures of me with a dick in my mouth, which led to this wonderful dinner we’re having right now. None of it was planned so I guess I haven’t spent much time making any plans,” I said with a laugh.

“You can’t beat having good luck,” said Nick. “You can have all the talent in the world but if you don’t meet the right people, don’t get the breaks, you might be stuck in a rut forever.”

“Sounds like maybe you’re the one with plans,” I said.

“Yeah, I’d like to get into the movie business. I think there’s a big future in that. I know some people think it’s just a fad and it’ll go away but someday soon movies are going to talk and then they’ll really take off.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know much about the movies. We didn’t have a movie theater back home so I’ve only seen a couple but I really enjoyed them,” I said.

“I’d be happy to take you anytime you like,” Nick volunteered.

“So how do you get into the movie business?” I asked.

“Knowing the right people would certainly help but getting some experience would also be pretty important. There are some new cameras out that are smaller and cheaper than the professional ones they use in Hollywood. I’ve been thinking about getting one of those and playing around with it to see what I can do,” said Nick.

“You should. I’ll bet you’d be really good at it,” I said.

“I appreciate the vote of confidence but I’m not sure what you base that on,” said Nick with a smile.

“Just the way you work. You’re professional but instead of scaring or intimidating people  you make them feel at ease. And what I’ve seen of your pictures look really good, not that I’m some kind of an expert,” I said.

“Would you like to see the latest ones I took of you?” asked Nick.

“Very much,” I replied.

After dinner we went over to his studio, which incidentally was also where he lived, and Nick took me into his darkroom in the back where he developed the pictures. The room was small and full of trays and chemicals and equipment and completely illuminated with red lighting, which he explained was so that the film wouldn’t get ruined when he took it out of the camera. He tried to explain the whole process to me but it kind of sailed over my head. He obviously knew what he was doing and was very passionate about it, which impressed me.

Nick switched off the red light and turned on a normal one so that we could look at the pictures he had taken of me and Henry. I thought it was fascinating seeing Kate and Peggy having sex but it was even more fascinating seeing myself with a big dick in my mouth and stuffed in my cunt.

“So what do you think?” asked Nick.

“I love it, but it’s kind of getting me aroused,” I replied.

“That’s sort of what it’s supposed to do, although presumably it’ll be men looking at these pictures,” said Nick.

“I don’t see why women wouldn’t like them too,” I suggested.

“You may be right but not every woman is as modern and progressive as you are. Right now these will definitely be marketed to men,” Nick explained.

“Do you get a hard on looking at these pictures?” I asked.

“Sometimes I suppose. I certainly do looking at your pictures.”

“Do you fuck all the girls you take pictures of?”

“Not all of them.”

“Are you going to fuck me?”

“You say the damndest things for a girl. I think you’ve got the mouth of a sailor,” Nick chuckled.

I was going say that I once had a sailor in my mouth but that didn’t seem like the most romantic thing to offer at that moment.

“So are you going to fuck me?” I asked again.

“Only if you want me to,” he replied.

“Oh, yes Nick, I want you to. I want that very much.”

“My bedroom is just off to the side,” he said.

“I don’t want to wait that long. Do me here,” I insisted.

“It’s awfully cramped,” he pointed out.

“I don’t mind,” I said.

I looked around and saw a little spot on a counter that was clear so I bent over it and arched my back. Ever since I posed with Henry taking me from behind I had been curious to know what that would feel like. I guess Nick took the not too subtle hint because he came up behind me and pulled up my dress and hiked down my bloomers.

“Oh, and can we have the red light on? I thought that looked neat,” I said.

“Whatever you want honey,” Nick said with a laugh as he changed the lighting back to red.

“And can I see your cock before you stick it in me?” I added.

“Do I need to pass an inspection?” he joked.

“I’ve been picturing it in my mind and I want to know how close I was to guessing,” I explained.

I was still bent over the counter but I turned my head as much as I could and Nick came over and stood where I could get a look as he pulled out his prick.

“Oh, that’s even nicer than I imagined,” I said. “Now I kind of want to suck it.”

“Time for that later. You said you wanted a fucking so a fucking is what you’re going to get,” Nick teased as he got back behind my butt and pressed the tip of his dick up against my gash.

Then Nick slid it in very deeply and slowly and I let out a little yelp of excitement. I hadn’t totally realized how aroused I really was until I felt his hot hard manhood plumbing the depths of my mysterious wet receptacle.

“Oh, yes baby...that feels so gooooooooooooood,” I moaned.

I wondered how I had become this Kitty Keith person so quickly and easily. The actual transformation into a woman physically appeared to have happened in the blink of an eye but somehow, instead of being shy and reluctant about the change, I had become this dirty little harlot who seduced men and acted shamelessly in public.

Then I realized that all I was really doing was basically being myself and doing whatever seemed natural at the time. My flapper friends had all been raised to be proper little ladies and had chosen to rebel against that but I wasn’t rebelling against anything I was simply living my life the way I would have been living it as a man, with the exception of my choice in sex partners. If I tried to “act like a lady” I probably would fail miserably because I didn’t have any training or upbringing in that regard. So I smoked and drank and swore and had sex just for fun and fortunately I had found myself in a place where there were a whole bunch of gals doing the same thing.

Even though my short skirt was easily moved to provide access to my backside I felt the zipper on my dress going down and a moment later the straps fell from my shoulder. Then Nick pulled my brassiere down and cupped my breasts from behind.

“God I love your tits,” he sort of grunted right behind my head as he fondled and groped my bosom while fucking me all the harder.

I started squealing and began to jerk my butt to meet his thrusts, not that he needed any help in driving that pole inside me. In fact we were rocking the counter so hard that I was afraid some of his chemical jars would fall off the shelf above us but we weren’t stopping until he gave me his load.

With Nick bent over my back, grabbing my tits while he humped me I felt so completely womanly and it startled me that it felt so right. This wasn’t just me being in some unusual place because of a weird accident it was me being right where I wanted to be. Right where I should be, I thought.

When Nick finally ejaculated it was more of an explosion than a spurt. He was grunting and gasping as much as I was and the whole thing had an animal savagery about it, but perhaps the red lighting had something to do with that.

Once he had pulled out Nick scooped me up in his arms, my bloomers still down around my ankles and my tits still hanging out, and carried me off to his bed, which I thought was incredibly romantic. That was a part of me that wasn’t just a holdover from my male days. I felt more emotional about things now, especially where romance was concerned, and it didn’t bother me that I wasn’t a big tough guy anymore. If a man wanted to carry me in his arms I was quite happy to be carried.

The rest of the night was quite beautiful. We made love for hours and in between we still smooched and chatted and joked and shared a cigarette or two. It was definitely the best date I had ever been on in my life and I had a feeling that I’d be seeing a lot more of Nick in the future.


CHAPTER 10:

The first movie Nick took me to was a comedy called The Gold Rush starring Charlie Chaplin. One of the few other movies I had seen was also a Charlie Chaplin picture but I guess that wasn’t all that surprising since he was such a big star.

Movie theaters in Chicago were often referred to as “palaces” which was a pretty good way to describe them, especially the Chicago Theater on State Street. The place was literally designed to look like a French palace and had seating for almost 4,000 people. There was an orchestra and an organist and a whole evening of entertainment along with the main feature. I had the best time ever sharing popcorn with Nick while we sat with his arm around my shoulder. Once or twice we snuck in a quick kiss as I had discovered that I really enjoyed kissing and wanted to do a lot more of it.

I had kind of come to the conclusion that sex was just two people rubbing various body parts together, and that it didn’t really matter who was the peg and who was the hole, but for some reason kissing a man or holding his hand or hearing him sweet talk me was much more of a shock to my system. I felt girlish and emotional and kind of jittery inside. I wasn’t just following my masculine instincts anymore, I was experiencing new feminine impulses.

It was easy to like Nick. There was a lot to like about him. He was smart and talented and fun to hang around with. We could knock down a few drinks and shoot the breeze like old buddies. But then there was also a powerful physical attraction between us. It was still casual but I could tell that I was drawn a little closer to him every time we went to bed together. That was kind of scary stuff because a part of me still held out hope that I would figure out what had happened to me and eventually go back to being a man. It would just be so much more complicated if I allowed some kind of big romantic thing to develop between us, although that thought was also kind of appealing.

At first I was afraid that my roommates would be kind of upset that I was spending so much time with Nick instead of hanging out with them in our spare time but they seemed delighted that I had found a man. Of course when I spent the night with Nick that meant that Kate had her bed all to herself again so she could stretch out more but I think they were genuinely pleased for me, especially when they met Nick at the club one night and saw how handsome and charming he was. My friends may have been flappers and modern women who didn’t spend all their time trying to catch a husband but that didn’t mean that they couldn’t appreciate an attractive boyfriend, not that I was calling him that yet.

Since turning female I had experienced a lot of things. No matter how much I still felt like my old self there were obvious differences. A flapper could act like “one of the boys” as much as she wanted but she still had a pussy and men wanted to get into that tight little slot desperately so they’d do or say anything it took to accomplish that goal. Some men, like Jake, were direct and transactional about it. If they did you a favor they expected sex in return. Guys at the club were hopeful. If they buttered you up and plied you with booze they were hoping for a shot at your snatch. A guy like Nick had earned the right to expect me to spread my legs for him, which I did quite happily.

Still it was just a vagina, and every girl had one, so it was funny to think of it as something precious and valuable but it obviously was. (Not to discount the power of putting a dick in your mouth which was considerable too.) I had gotten nowhere in Chicago as a man, busting my ass for any crappy job I could scrounge up, but being a hot piece of ass had landed me in clover.

I didn’t really mind whether that made me seem like a whore because I had nothing against whores. Hell, I was working for a bootlegger until fate threw me a curve ball so I was hardly in a position to be up on some moral soapbox. You did what you had to do to survive. I was just doing it a lot better as a sexy dame.

Of course I hadn’t given my future much thought at all. I had started out hoping that I’d wake up or the spell would wear off or something and everything would go back to the way it was before but as time went by that started to seem less likely, and frankly, less appealing.

I knew I wasn’t going to be young and sexy forever but it was hard to even think that far down the line. Maybe I was meant to live fast and die young. If that was the case I was certainly making the most of it right now. Between dancing at the club, modeling on the side, and going out on the town whenever possible I was definitely burning the candle at both ends but this was exactly the kind of fun and excitement I had come to the big city to find so I really had no complaints.


CHAPTER 11:

“Well, now that I’ve got it I just have to figure out what to do with it,” said Nick as he showed me his new movie camera.

I was excited because I knew that Nick was excited about his big purchase but I was also excited by the idea that I might actually get to be in a movie. Probably a movie where I took off my clothes and got rammed by some big cock but a movie was a movie as far as I was concerned.

“What do you want to do?” I asked, trying to be helpful.

“I want to make some kind of short test subject but I dropped a lot of bread on the camera and film and developing equipment so I can’t exactly afford to spend a ton on some elaborate production,” Nick explained.

“Did you want to make a sex movie?”

“Yeah, I figured that was the best way to try out the equipment and maybe make a little money if the thing turned out okay. I’m just not sure what I can do on the cheap that would still look good. I know how to take pictures but I’m not much of a storyteller,” said Nick.

“Well what makes a movie cheap to make?” I asked.

“Not having to spend money building sets for one thing.  I suppose I could shoot something here in my studio where I do the still pictures but that doesn’t give me a chance to move around and all and get creative,” said Nick.

“Can you shoot outdoors?”

“Sure, but we’d probably get arrested,” Nick said with a laugh.

“What if we went somewhere where no one would see us, like the woods or something?” I suggested.

“That would be great,” Nick replied, “but what kind of dirty story are we going to tell in the woods?”

“Well where I come from there was an old swimming hole and kids used to go skinny dipping there. What if we had a couple of girls taking off their clothes and going in the water thinking that no one was around but it turns out a couple of guys are watching from the bushes and then they come out from hiding and everybody fucks?”

“That’s a great idea!” said Nick enthusiastically. “You just came up with that off the top of your head?”

“Yeah, I guess. That was always kind of my secret fantasy.”

Naturally I didn’t tell Nick that my fantasy had been hoping to be a guy catching a girl swimming in the buff but the idea was basically the same. In this case I’d just be one of the girls.

I persuaded Kate and Peggy to join the production and we all agreed to deferred pay to help Nick out. It honestly wasn’t too hard to talk them into it, with or without pay. Obviously none of us had ever been in a movie before the chance to see ourselves on screen was pretty irresistible.

Henry was going to be one of the guys, which made my skinny dipping fantasy all the more vivid because I had actually gone skinny dipping with Pete Benson back home and as I said before Henry resembled him quite a bit. I honestly had no idea what Pete and I would have done if we had actually stumbled upon some nude girls in the pond. We always bragged about how we’d walk out from the bushes, buck naked, sporting big erections, and the girls would just go weak in the knees and yield their soft feminine flesh to us. Who knows? We probably would have just watched and dreamed of how good it would be to get between their legs.

I suppose maybe that’s why the idea popped into my head. What if some guys actually were brave enough to stroll over to a bunch of bathing beauties with their dicks out and ready for action? If the guys grabbed their clothes they’d have to come out of the water naked at some point and then there would be no barriers, no modesty, just bare flesh waiting to come together. At least that seemed like a pretty good little story to make a movie out of at any rate.

Nick and I took a picnic lunch along and drove out into the country to look for a good spot to stage our photo play. Eventually we found a little watering hole that reminded me very much of the one back home. It was very secluded, surrounded by trees and bushes so there were plenty of places for the boys to hide and watch from.

We ate our picnic lunch there and then I suggested that we should try out the water to see what it was like. Before Nick could really respond one way or the other I was peeling off my clothes and wading into the pond.

“Come on you big chicken. Nobody’s looking,” I taunted.

Nick looked around to make sure that no one was nearby and then took off all his clothes.  It seemed funny to me that he would be shy about that since he had such a great body but I was the nude model and he was the photographer so I guess he wasn’t used to being naked on the job.

We both just splashed around like a couple of kids. Like I used to do back home. It’s just what you do when you go skinny dipping I guess. You feel really free and full of joy.

There was a little a rock outcropping and Nick decided to sit on one of the big flat boulders and enjoy the sunny day. That was like ringing the dinner bell for me because I saw the perfect opportunity to wade over and suck him off.

It didn’t take me long to get him as hard as the rock he was sitting on and then I went to town on his prick.

“You really like doing that, don’t you?” said Nick. “I mean, you don’t just do it to impress me or because you think it’s something I expect you to do.”

“Of course I really like doing it,” I replied, slightly annoyed that I had to remove his penis from my mouth to do so. “Why wouldn’t I like doing it?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think you could ever get me to do it,” he replied.

“Well that’s because you’re a man, silly. Unless you were some kind of fruit you never would do it. I’m a woman and I like it and now I want to get back to doing it. Woman’s work is never done, as they say.”

Logically, thinking back to when I was a man, it probably did seem kind of odd that anyone would enjoy sucking cock but it’s really one of those things you just have to try before you understand how wonderful it is. Of course who was I to be saying what women liked or didn’t like? I was some weird freak of nature who had switched teams literally overnight. Maybe I had always been some kind of a fairy. Maybe I would have sucked Pete Benson’s cock if he had offered me the chance. Maybe that’s why I always got so aroused whenever I thought about those times back in the swimming hole where his prodigious manhood was on full display.

I guess it really didn’t matter what most women liked, I sure as hell liked having a big stiff prick between my lips so what else mattered? And it didn’t really matter whether I had always secretly longed for the taste of a man’s dick on my tongue. I had it now, and I was savoring it.

When we finished we lay together on the rocks for a little while to dry off, since we hadn’t brought any towels along with us. It was wonderful peaceful and idyllic...and yes romantic. Nick just seemed like a really great guy to me and I felt extremely lucky to have stumbled into his life.


CHAPTER 12:

When the big day arrived to shoot our epic there was a real party mood, even though we were all there to do a job. It was just so different, and crazy, and daring. Fortunately it was a nice sunny day, which would be good for the filming and not bad for us since we’d be spending most of our time naked.

There was no crew to help Nick so I sort of ended up being the director, I’d guess you’d say, since I had come up with the story and somebody needed to talk to the actors to tell them what to do while Nick was shooting.

“Okay guys now you pull the branches apart so that you can see what’s happening at the watering hole...no wait, can we do that again? I think it would be funnier if they all did it at the same time,” I instructed.

I hadn’t really planned anything special in advance it all just kind of came to me on the spot but I think it helped Nick a lot because all he had to do was worry about getting a good shot and the exposure and all of that technical stuff.

The movie was really simple. Kate, Peggy and I all took our clothes off and got in the water. Then we just splashed around and played like Nick and I had done. Meanwhile Henry and the other two guys, Phil and Alex, watched us from the bushes and jerked their poles. Then the three of them came out of hiding, stark naked, and grabbed the girls clothes. We then pretended to be shocked and tried to cover our bosoms but the boys kept taunting us and waving their big dicks around.

When we got out of the water the guys acted like they were going to give us our clothes back but then they just kept yanking them away from us until we agreed to suck their cocks. The three of us girls got on our knees and proceeded to give head to the guys. I did Henry because, well, the whole Pete Benson thing was still on my mind while Kate serviced Phil and Peggy blew Alex.

After a reasonable amount of dick sucking the boys pretended like they were finally going to give us our clothes back but instead they made us get on all fours and took us from behind. It was kind of too bad that there wasn’t any sound because the three of us girls all getting humped by guys with big dicks made quite a collection of squeals and moans.

So that was my big film debut and technically I was also the writer and director as well as one of the “stars” of the movie. It wasn’t the kind of thing that was going to be playing on the same bill with a Charlie Chaplin flicker but for me it was a pretty big deal.

I was anxious for Nick to get into the darkroom and develop the film so that I could see what it all looked like through the camera but I was even more anxious for him to get into my pussy so we hit the sheets as soon as we got back to his place.

“You were absolutely fantastic today babe,” Nick gushed as he climbed between my legs and prepared to slip his dick into me. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

“Oh, you would have found some other slut who would have sucked cock for you,” I said modestly.

“I mean behind the camera. Everything else. You were like this seasoned professional. Where did you learn all of that?”

“I didn’t learn anything,” I replied. “Not about making movies. “I guess I just thought about what I’d want to see if I was watching this kind of a movie and tried to make it that.”

“Well you’ve got real talent, that’s for sure,” said Nick as he plunged his rod into me making me gasp.

“Oh, Nick, I just wanted to help you because I knew it meant so much to you,” I moaned. “I don’t know if I have any talent but if you really think I helped out that makes me so happy.”

“We make a pretty damn good team. If this movie thing takes off you’re definitely going to be my partner,” said Nick.

I liked the sound of being Nick’s partner in anything but at the moment I was very happy just being his sex partner. He was obviously pleased with how the day had gone so I was pleased and now I wanted him to be pleased with how his night was going too. I kind of figured that maybe that sort of was what being a girlfriend was like. Being a helpmate, to make your man’s life easier, and a good lover to make his life more enjoyable. Of course it was a two-way street and Nick was certainly doing for me what I was trying to do for him which just made the whole thing even better.

When I was a guy whenever I pictured some woman as my wife I always pictured her in an apron in the kitchen, taking care of the kids and having my dinner ready for me when I came home from work. That’s the only kind of marriage I had known about but times were obviously changing and there was no rule that said that everyone had to have the same kind of relationship that everybody else had.

Of course I was getting way ahead of myself because nobody had asked me to put dinner on their table or produce their offspring. Nick was talking about a business partnership. We did make a good team so maybe it was better not to mess things up. We could work together and have fun together without making it some big ritual. I was way happier than I had ever been in my life before and the present was exciting enough for me not to need to dream about the future all that much.


CHAPTER 13:

As it turned out there was a lot of work to be done even after the film was developed. I had never really thought about it before but a movie is made up of a lot of little bits and pieces. Nick had tried to explain that to me once after we had been to the movies but it didn’t totally sink in until I was actually involved in the making of one.

For example we shot a bunch of footage of the boys peeping through the bushes and jerking themselves and then shot a bunch of footage of the girls getting naked and playing in the water and then shot a bunch of footage of everybody fucking. Now it all had to be stitched together in a process called “editing” where we would choose what pieces of what shots to use and in what order.

I say “we” because my partnership officially got started when Nick told me that I needed to be part of the editing process. It was my story idea and I had more or less “directed” the thing so he wanted my opinion about how things should go even though he did all of the physical work of gluing the pieces together.

I know it was just a shitty little fuck film shot on a shoestring by a bunch of beginners but I was really proud of the finished product. I had never done anything “creative” before I became a dancer but that seemed more like athletics than art. Learning dance steps was like learning football plays but making a movie seemed like something entirely different.

There was a limited market for this kind of thing because not only was it illegal as hell it was also seriously frowned upon by most people in society. Nick said the main target was College fraternities, bachelor parties and civic organizations like the Rotary Club. There weren’t any “credits” on this sort of movie like there were on legit ones so nobody would ever know that I had any part in the making of it but I knew and I couldn’t wait to make another.

I started going to the movies every chance I got, sometimes with Nick, sometimes with my roommates, and sometimes I would just go by myself. I’d watch anything that was playing, sometimes seeing the same film more than once. I tried to “study” them, I guess you would say, to see if I could figure out anything about what made one movie better from another or different at any rate. It had never tapped into the creative side of my nature, or maybe I didn’t have one before I became female, but it was a new and fascinating world to me.

It was great that Nick didn’t mind me taking on these new responsibilities and even encouraged them. A lot of men would never have accepted a woman’s help in something like this even if they needed it. A guy like Jake, for example, would certainly never have let me have any hand in running his business. I was just a showgirl, which basically meant prostitute to him, and it never would have crossed his mind that I might have some good ideas or some skills to bring to the table. Nick wasn’t like that, even when I was just a girl taking her clothes off and fucking in front of his camera. He always treated me like a professional colleague, and I really appreciated that.

One of the hardest parts about becoming female had been coming to grips with the fact that so many men saw me as some sort of inferior creature. Sexually I didn’t mind being smaller and weaker. I actually rather enjoyed that and often got a kick out of the way a man would bend backwards to try and show off his masculinity for me but I knew I wasn’t just some empty-headed dame whose only interest was the latest trend in hats, although I did know a thing or to about that by now as well.

In any case I wasn’t really thinking about a career in the movies, or a career of any kind, but I was glad that Nick saw me as something more valuable than just a series of holes he could stick his cock in. I would have liked the guy even if all he wanted was to have a few laughs and get his dick wet but I thought maybe I could even love a man who treated me more like an equal partner.


CHAPTER 14:

I was having a drink at the bar at the Hot Spot after a show one night when a guy came up and offered to buy me a drink. I glanced at him and made some glib remark that I suppose made me think I sounded kind of cool and aloof but then I took a closer look at him and almost fell off my bar stool.

It was Timmy Doyle, the guy I’d been paling around with when I first got to Chicago who had fixed me up with the delivery job that ended in a hail of bullets and a whole new life for me. The last time I saw him he was slumped over the steering wheel of the truck we were in, covered in blood and not moving a muscle. I had left him for dead and run away like a pussy. Now he was sitting next to me looking very alive and fresh as a daisy.

After my accident I spent some time trying to track down anyone who knew me from before I became a girl but I hadn’t run across anyone. I didn’t know many people in town back then and didn’t even know the names of most of the guys who were on that ill-fated delivery crew. But I did know Timmy Doyle and I had thought he was probably a goner from all the blood in the truck but I was in a complete panic so I didn’t stop to check his pulse or feel for a heartbeat or any of that stuff you’re supposed to do to see if someone’s alive.

He seemed quite pleased that I had accepted his offer to buy me a drink and I had no doubt in my mind that he was hoping to fuck me, like so many other guys who put a move on me in that joint. Looking at him through female eyes he was kind of attractive but the thought of going to bed with a man who knew me when I was male was hard to deal with.

I had largely put that whole other life behind me and rarely thought about the shootout, even though it happened right by where I now lived. Since I hadn’t turned back into a man spontaneously I figured maybe I’d have to get run over by a car again to make that happen but I wasn’t about to step into traffic just to get my balls back. I liked who I was now anyway and liked the life I was living, still I was curious to know what Timmy would have to say about that little adventure we had shared.

“Hey, you look kind of familiar. Do I know you from somewhere?” I ventured, just to see what he would say.

“Dollface, if I ever met a honey like you I’d sure as hell remember it,” he replied.

“You look kind of like a guy I used to know,” I said with a shrug.

“I don’t know about that but I’d sure like to get to know you better,” said Timmy.

I decided that I’d let him pick me up. He was the only tiny thread between my two lives and I couldn’t help but feel like I needed to hear the story of what happened on that fateful night from his perspective. Of course he didn’t recognize me now but I wondered if he would even remember Ken Keith. There were times where I wondered whether Ken Keith ever really existed so for the sake of my sanity I felt like I had to try to find out.

We drank a little at the club, which got him more talkative, and then we grabbed something to eat at a diner while he was getting pretty grabby himself, putting his arms around my waist and kissing me, then it was off to his rather dingy little apartment where we had another drink before he decided it was time to pounce.

He only had one chair so we had been sitting on the edge of the bed which made it quite convenient for him to push me on my back and climb on top of me, pulling off his shirt in the process. That’s when I saw the scars. It looked very much like several bullet wounds, which of course would make sense since I had seen him getting shot, but it gave me the chance to open a line of questioning.

“What happened here?” I asked, lightly touching one of the wounds.

“Oh, that...it’s nothing. Just a scratch,” Timmy replied with the kind of typical male bravado that I might have employed not so long ago.

“Did you get shot?” I pressed.

“Yeah, it’s one of the risks of the business,”said Timmy with a chuckle.

He proceeded to recount, more or less, the events we had both participated in that evening when we were ambushed in the street. It was fascinating to hear someone else tell a story that at times I had trouble believing had really happened. He embellished the tale a little, adding a chase that never happened where he was able to outmaneuver the pursuing cars, and in his version he was in the thick of the gunfight, giving as good as he got instead of just getting hit and slumping over, but in general it was all as I remembered it.

In telling the story he had mentioned me only briefly as this “punk kid” he met at a pool hall was riding up front in the truck with him armed only with a baseball bat, but he had said no more so I jumped in and asked for more details.

“What about the kid with the baseball bat? What happened to him?” I asked.

“Hell if I know. Nobody ever saw him after that. He seemed like kind of a chicken shit who was in over his head. He probably just pulled up his skirt and ran home to his mother or something,” said Timmy with a shrug.

He was basically right about that, although I didn’t start wearing a skirt until the next day and I didn’t run home to mother I ran in front of a car that ran me down. And while Timmy may have played up his tough guy role in the story he obviously was tough enough to stop a few bullets and survive, which I found rather impressive.

The main thing was that I wasn’t crazy. Kate and Peggy, who had supposedly witnessed my accident, had denied seeing any trucks or hearing any gunshots that night. In their version I was just an innocent girl mowed down in the street by a careless driver who didn’t even notice or  didn’t bother to stop but I knew things had happened the way I described them. The bullet holes in Timmy’s chest pretty much confirmed my version of the story, but my tits and pussy pretty much confirmed Kate and Peggy’s version so which was the truth?

Timmy was done talking and had his pants off so I got undressed quickly and pulled my legs back and open for him to have a nice clear shot at my snatch. Timmy had a good-sized cock, although it pointed off to the left a little. I knew it would straighten out once it was snugly in my cunt.

I probably would have fucked Timmy even if he was fat, bald, and ugly just to get him to tell me what he remembered about the ambush but the fact that he was also kind of a good-looking guy with a nice prick made it all the better. He also had really strong arms, which I found impressive, and even in a semi-drunken condition he managed to keep it hard for a good long time.

He had been the closest thing I had known to a fellow male friend in Chicago and now he was drilling my brains out on a squeaky bed in a dingy apartment. Somehow that made me feel a little better about having run off and left him in the truck, since he had survived and was in good shape, and now I could provide him with a kind of assistance that I knew he’d appreciate...getting his rocks off. I couldn’t have done anything to prevent him from getting shot but I could at least give him a snug squishy slot to deposit his cum in, which he did eventually with much grunting and groaning.

Then he just kind of collapsed on top of me and passed out so I held him in my arms and tried to figure out what the hell had really happened on the night in question.


CHAPTER 15:

It seemed as if I had walked through a door of some kind where I was a man on one side and a woman on the other. The fact that I had been hit by a car was the only constant in both stories so I guess that made the car the door, or whatever it was. It was absurd, of course, because nobody had ever heard of any such thing before, as far as I knew, so what were the odds that I had discovered this magical portal between two worlds? Yet I couldn’t honestly think of a better way to describe it.

Maybe in one world I was still Ken Keith, scuffling around trying to make a buck while recovering from my injuries or maybe I died in that world and was reborn into this new one. That first morning I woke up without a dick I would have thought that I was in hell for my sins if someone had told me I was dead but the life I was living now seemed more like, if not heaven, certainly a better place.

Despite my mother’s efforts I wasn’t terribly religious and didn’t know anything about philosophy but I knew that people believed all kinds of crazy shit. There were all those miracles in the Bible and unseen things that you were supposed to accept on faith. Was I part of some modern miracle? Had God turned me into a woman for some reason? If so shouldn’t I be a nun or something instead of a little whore who fucked men for money in front of a camera?

I gave up pondering the more complex issues of the universe for the moment and concentrated instead on the difference between Timmy and Nick in bed. Timmy was strong and virile and masculine and he fucked me hard and long. I’m sure he didn’t give a shit about whether I had an orgasm or not but he pounded me long enough to get the job done anyway.

Nick was strong and virile and masculine but he was also a lover, at least it seemed that way to me. It wasn’t always just meat and potatoes and he definitely wanted to see me have a good time. And of course I felt an emotional attachment to Nick that made being with him feel special even if he had just photographed me taking another man’s cock.

That part of our relationship was kind of strange I have to admit. As a man I was incredibly jealous and possessive whenever I had a girlfriend. I didn’t want her flirting with another guy, or even looking at him really. Nick actually paid me to be with other men but I never felt like that made him seem weak or unmanly. Quite the opposite. I was impressed that he had the self-confidence to let me fuck other guys or show off my naked body on film. He knew that it was different when we were together, just as I knew it. We seemed to belong together, even if it wasn’t in the conventional way that most couples did things.

Seeing Timmy just confirmed what I had been feeling for a long time. I had no desire to go back through that door to manhood even if I could find it. I was better at being a woman than a man despite being born and raised a boy. And having fallen in with the flapper set I had found that I could be whatever kind of a woman I wanted to be without needing to follow someone else’s rules. It may have been shocking to some but I didn’t really mind shocking people. Times were changing and people were always reluctant to accept change.

I was really glad that Timmy had survived somehow despite me making no effort to help him, although maybe in that other world where I was a man he had died from his wounds. At least in this world he was alive and kicking and I didn’t have to carry the guilt of abandoning him around anymore.


CHAPTER 16:

Apparently our little movie was quite the success and we had the money to make more of them. Nick told me that people enjoyed the story and the little touches of humor I had added, which was a relief because we were a little concerned that people might not want to see comedy in a stag film. The whole thing seemed kind of funny to me since it was just a fantasy really so I didn’t see any point in taking it too seriously.

Since a lot of men seemed to enjoy watching ladies being naughty with each other our next project would be a Sapphic one, which was a fancy Greek way of saying girls fucking. For the “story” I again drew on real life and suggested it would be about a girl who moves in with two other girls and then discovers that they’re having sex together. At first she just watches but then the roommates convince her to join them and it ends with a big all girl three-way.

Nick loved the idea and Kate and Peggy were perfectly happy to be part of the threesome, especially since Nick had actually given them the deferred pay he had promised from the first movie and now they would be getting their cash up front. We even decided to shoot it in our real apartment so it was about as authentic as you could get.

This time there would actually be title cards in between shots explaining the story and providing dialogue for the characters so that I meant I actually had to write a bit of a photo play rather than just making stuff up off the cuff. I didn’t know how to type but fortunately Peggy did from having done a secretarial job in the past so I basically dictated what I was thinking and she wrote it down. I’m sure it wasn’t great art but Nick was pleased with it so that’s what we shot.

I played a wide-eyed girl from the country who comes to the big city for adventure and moves in with two wild flappers who introduce her to all sorts of vice like smoking and drinking.  One night she hears noises coming from the bathroom and finds her roommates bathing together, but not in a wholesome way. They’re touching and kissing each other sexually. Fascinated, my character can’t help but watch as she feels herself attracted to both of her roommates.

The next night, while my character is sleeping, the roommates climb in bed with her naked and wake her up. She’s horrified at first but they get her naked too and then a lot of pussy get licked and nipples get sucked and pretty much anything you can think of for three girls to do to each other we did.

I had kissed Kate several times and cuddled up in bed with her in a very intimate way on numerous occasions but this was the first time we had really fucked and I found it incredibly exciting. Of course fucking Peggy was a real treat too and I laughed to myself realizing that as a man I had never had sex with such pretty girls before. If Nick wanted to make more Sapphic movies I was all for it.

Apparently Nick really liked seeing us girls go at it because I could see the boner in his pants, which he didn’t usually have when working. When we took a break I sent Kate and Peggy off for sandwiches and coffee which gave me a chance to be alone with Nick.

“Well at least somebody’s aroused by this movie,” I joked as I put my hand on the bulge in his crotch.

“It would be pretty hard not to get aroused by you three gals all going at it so enthusiastically,” he replied.

“There’s a remedy for that,” I said as I got on my knees and unfastened his pants. “But you’ll have to be quick about it because the girls will be back soon.”

I didn’t usually want a man to cum too quickly but in this case it seemed prudent. I did my best to get him off in a hurry but the man was remaining stubbornly erect. I was so focused on sucking him off that I didn’t even hear Kate and Peggy coming back in the apartment.

“Hey, no fair!” Peggy playfully protested. “We have to settle for some crummy sandwiches while you’re feasting on that big beautiful cock.”

“Gosh I didn’t think...I mean...it’s not what you think,” I stammered.

“I know you’re the star and the writer and the director and all but you really shouldn’t hog all the dick,” Kate added.

“Well come join me,” I said.

I looked up at Nick, who had kind of a confused expression on his face, and winked at him. Kate and Peggy got on their knees on either side of me and the three of us took turns blowing Nick, giggling like idiots the whole time.

Since it was usually Nick who watched me getting drilled by other men it was kind of nice to have the tables turned and see him getting his dick sucked by three girls at once. I was used to all of this sort of thing but Nick wasn’t and he had sort of a sheepish grin on his face.

I don’t know whether he planned it or it was just my good fortune but Nick ejaculated when he was in my mouth so I got to finish what I had started and Nick got to go back to work relieved of the aching feeling between his legs. That was a feeling I remembered quite vividly from the days when I had balls and it’s not a good feeling. I knew he needed relief and I was quite happy to provide it, assisted this time by my two best female friends.

Maybe it sounds strange to hear how casual we all were about sexuality but being jealous just seemed pointless. We were living life like it was one wild passionate party. Prohibition was supposed to stop drinking in America and promote a more wholesome and moral lifestyle but instead it had done exactly the opposite. People who never drank before wanted to try it now because it was forbidden, which made it all the more appealing. People who always considered themselves law abiding citizens thought nothing of going into an illegal speakeasy, like the one I worked in, even though they were often backed by mob money and fronted for gambling, drugs and prostitution in addition to bootleg booze.

The war was over and times were good and America was going on a long bender to celebrate and in a place like Chicago the celebrating was especially hard and long. I was constantly on the go, looking for fun, looking for thrills, and working my ass off at two jobs but I wouldn’t have traded it for anything in the world.


CHAPTER 17:

I had never been a big reader but I picked up the habit when I decided that I wanted to be a bit more sophisticated. Technically I was a writer now, since I wrote the cards that flashed up on the screen in our movies, and I felt like I needed to make up for some of my educational shortcomings.

I kind of worked my way up from reading the newspaper everyday to reading magazine articles instead of just skimming through and looking at the pictures. Then I got a library card and that opened up a whole new world for me. I didn’t need to be looking for a specific book, or even a specific topic, but I’d always find something that interested me.

People back home didn’t put much stock into reading, unless it was the Bible or the Old Farmer’s Almanac, and there were certainly no grand libraries like the Chicago Public Library. In a farming community people didn’t tend to “waste” money on things like style or beauty or elegance but I loved all of that. I had come to the big city to find fun and adventure but I was also starting to develop a more cultured view of the world.

I don’t know if any of that would have happened if I hadn’t become a woman. As a man I never c=gave a damn about clothes. They were just a functional necessity. I wore the same pair of shoes every day until they wore out and certainly never would have considered matching certain shoes with certain outfits.

More than likely when I had a few bucks in my pocket I would have spent my time drinking, gambling, shooting pool and chasing girls. Not that there’s anything wrong with those pursuits but it’s kind of a narrow view of life when the world was so big and full of things to explore.

I tried to be a tough guy because I thought that’s what I was supposed to be. Men were supposed to be strong and silent and not show their emotions. They needed to be ready to fight at the drop of a hat, even if there was nothing really important to fight about. Thank the fucking stars I was out of that rut. Turning female had opened my eyes to so many new possibilities that I wouldn’t even have thought about before. It was still a “man’s world” but I was discovering that a woman could do quite well in it despite the limitations society tried to put on her.

“You ever thought about making a legit movie?” I asked Nick one day when we were talking about story ideas for our next stag film.

“Sure, I’d love to work in the real movie business,” Nick replied. “But that would mean moving to Hollywood.”

“No, I meant us make our own legit movie,” I said.

“Well that would be great but it takes a lot of bread to make a serious movie. And there’s the question of distribution. The studios own all the theaters and control what plays there. We’ve got a market for our kind of movie because it’s all underground,” Nick explained.

“It doesn’t have to be a big movie,” I suggested. “It could be more of what you’d call a screen test or something. Make the same kind of movie we’d normally make but take out all the dirty stuff. Or at least the really dirty stuff that you can’t show in public. Then we’d have something we could show the movie people in Hollywood that would demonstrate that we knew what we were doing.”

“Did you have a story in mind?” asked Nick.

“Yeah, it’s pretty much the same story I was thinking of for our next stag. An innocent country girl, me, comes to the big city, which is always a good angle, and she falls in with a wicked man who attempts to corrupt her with all manner of vice and temptation. But instead of her happily indulging in all that vice she manages to resist and protects her virtue. It’s exactly the same movie except we don’t show any actual fucking,” I said. “With no bare tits it’s a morally uplifting story.”

“I hope you weren’t picturing me when you thought of the wicked man who corrupts the innocent farm girl,” Nick said with a laugh.

“No, I was already corrupt by the time I met you,” I replied. “I was thinking more of someone like Jake.”

“Well that’s as good an example of a wicked man who corrupts innocent girls as any,” Nick joked.

It seemed funny to me but it was true that you could make the exact same movie, aside from the sex, and one version could land you in jail and other one you could show in church. Since I’d never seen a stag film that I wasn’t part of making I used “real” movies for my inspiration so it didn’t seem like much of a stretch to do one or the other.

I didn’t know how great an actress I was but I figured I could look pretty and innocent and pretend to be shocked by all of the sinful things that my character would be exposed to since I had been kind of shocked myself when I was exposed to them as a girl for the first time. In my case I didn’t have a lifetime of growing up being told to protect my virtue at all costs so once I discovered how fun it was to be a wicked woman there’s was nothing really holding me back.

While I did tend to blow money pretty freely I was doing alright in that department so I decided to chip in on the production budget. Nick and I were a team and I didn’t see why he should bear all of the costs, especially since we’d probably never make a dime off the finished product. He tried to protest in a manly fashion but I usually got my way with Nick in the end so we were truly partners on that venture in every possible way.

One of the advantages of working with Nick’s small Cine Kodak Model B camera was that you could easily take it anywhere and shoot without a lot of fuss. It was also spring loaded, like a clock, so once you wound it up it would run without needing to be cranked by hand. The professional studio cameras of the day tended to be big bulky things that had to be mounted on a tripod but Nick could sling this over his shoulder with a strap and carry it around with ease.

Basically that meant that we could shoot almost anywhere without attracting much attention. For my arrival in town, for example, we didn’t need to build a set or hire a bunch of people to look like passengers. I just got a couple of suitcases and walked around the train station and tried to blend in with the crowd as much as possible. We did a couple of shots like that of me just walking around town looking up at the tall buildings like the country rube I was when I first came to Chicago.

Aside from the film stock, and the second-hand dress and hat I bought from a peddler, those shots cost us nothing to produce but they looked great and made our modest little production look a whole lot bigger.

Those were certainly the easier aspects of the production but I think it added a lot and it was a ton of fun to sort of “sneak” around the city making our secret movie.


CHAPTER 18:

Most of the “actors” we found were theatre performers who had never been in a movie and were happy to do it for basically lunch and a couple of bucks. Since they wouldn’t be taking off their clothes and having sex in the film it was a respectable venture that gave them some experience in front of a camera without having to worry about the consequences.

Nick had taking me to see a few plays, and I had loved it, but movies seemed so much more interesting to me. You could tell your story with relatively few words and when the camera got in close you could see the emotion on the actor’s faces a lot easier than from the balcony of a playhouse.

In our movie my character, Sally, comes to the big city with dreams of adventure and meets a sinister man named Jake, no coincidence there, who acts charming and helpful but secretly just wants to gain her trust so that he can seduce her and become her pimp. Since the real Jake didn’t look like a man who’d be very good at seducing pretty young girls I cast a much more handsome actor, named Ted Dunning, who was actually a homosexual so he didn’t have much experience seducing girls despite his good looks, but he was a good actor too so I don’t think anyone would have guessed that he preferred fucking men.

The real Jake did have a hand in helping us get our movie made because we wanted to shoot in the Hot Spot to show Sally being taken to a speakeasy. Nothing happened in that joint that Jake didn’t profit from so I had to both suck his cock and let him fuck me in order to get his permission to shoot there.

I honestly had no problem with that. It was a barter system that women used all the time I figured, one way or the other. We didn’t have the money to build sets or rent some place but I had my body, which fortunately was appealing enough to a guy like Jake to be worth trading favors for. My father had a favorite saying that you use the tools you have in your shed, basically meaning that even if you don’t have the fancy new tractor you want you still have to get the fields plowed with whatever means is available. I would have loved to have had a big wad of cash to just throw at our problems but since we didn’t I figured we should use the best tool we had in our shed...my sexuality.

“You shouldn’t have to whore yourself out like that,” Jake mildly protested when I told him of the deal I had made with Jake.

“Baby, I did that to get my dancing job, and I did it to get the chance to model for you so it’s no big deal. If I wasn’t such a whore we’d never have met. And honestly I’d suck every dick in this town if that helped us get our movie made,” I joked. “Besides, I don’t have to fuck anyone in this film like I usually do so it all kind of balances out.”

I didn’t have to suck every dick in town but I was prepared to suck as many as it took to get the job done. Hobos used to come around our farm looking for a meal or maybe a chance to sleep in the barn for a night and my father would figure out what sort of work they could do to pay for that. I have no idea how he made those calculations but it worked out for everybody. We got some extra help around the farm and they got whatever it was that they were hoping to get. Quid pro quo was a Latin phrase I had picked up somewhere along the line that essentially meant bartering, like my dad did with the hobos. My father probably never heard the expression but he understood the process. It actually kind of became my motto and I joked about having a quid pro quo pussy.

Ultimately we got by on our limited budget and other than with Jake I didn’t have to trade any sexual favors to get the thing done. I’m not sure why I obsessed so much over this little movie because there was no guarantee that anyone would ever look at it but it meant a lot to me and I know it did a lot to Nick too.

When we finished editing the movie and both agreed that it was as good as we could make it Nick took me in his arms and stared into my eyes so deeply that it started to make me a little uncomfortable and I think I gave a nervous laugh.

“What is it?” I finally asked.

“I can’t find the words to tell you how much I love you baby,” he replied.

I stopped laughing and I think my heart stopped beating for a moment too. We never really talked about love. We might have said it a few times in the heat of passion, but certainly never with all of our clothes on.

“You’re just delirious from working all night on finishing the movie,” I joked.

“No, I’m dead serous honey, although I think that what we have is deeper than a romance. I don’t know if it changes anything but I sort of wanted to get that off my chest.”

I wasn’t sure if it changed anything either but it sure got my pulse racing hearing him say the words. I knew that I had a romantic side to me but I had rarely tapped into it so far. Obviously I liked to flirt and fuck and have a good time, and obviously Nick was a lot more to me than just the lay of the day, but I was kind of scared of the whole idea of being really in love with someone.

On the one hand love seemed like kind of an old-fashioned idea. You meet someone, you fall in love, you get married and have some kids...the end. Girls were supposed to diligently protect their virginity until they met that one special person that they would somehow know they were meant to spend the rest of their life with. My virginity was long gone by that time and it wasn’t likely to come back so I saw myself as footloose and fancy free. That was the flapper lifestyle.

On the other hand being in love with someone didn’t necessarily mean that it was going to turn into a big lifetime commitment. It wasn’t like Nick had gotten down on one knee and produced a ring. He knew what kind of a whore I was so maybe I wouldn’t even be suitable marriage material in his eyes but he obviously cared for me, and I cared for him, so why not declare those feelings out loud?

“Gosh, you know I love you too,” I finally replied after mulling over all of my options. “So now that we’ve said it what do we do? Do we shake hands or kiss or fuck or what?”

Nick just scooped me up in his arms and carried me to his bed. He set me down very gently and then removed all of my clothes before taking off his own. Then he got between my legs and I felt the warmth of his manhood sliding into me. It’s funny because it really wasn’t any different than any other time he’d had his cock in my pussy but it just felt a little different for some reason. It felt like it wasn’t just for fun it had some meaning attached to it. It always was different with Nick but now those feelings just intensified. I moaned and sighed as his cock plunged into my depths and felt like the luckiest girl in the world...and especially lucky that I was a girl at all.


CHAPTER 19:

“How would you feel about taking a little trip to Hollywood?” Nick asked me one day out of the blue.

“Well, like how little?” I replied.

“I don’t know exactly. I’ve been trying to line up some meetings for people to take a look at our movie and there’s at least two or three so far who are interested. Of course looking at it and liking it are two different things, and even if they like it I’m not sure what might happen but you never know,” said Nick.

“I don’t know how Jake would feel about me being gone from the show but I imagine I can compensate him, although he’ll probably want to fuck me in the ass or something,” I said with a shrug.

“Of course there’s always the possibility that we wouldn’t be coming back,” said Nick. “I mean if things go really well someone might offer a contract.”

Going out to California for a few days, or even a week or so sounded like a great adventure but the thought of actually leaving my life in Chicago was kind of scary. Everything had gone so well for me since Kate and Peggy had taken me in and shown me how being a woman could actually be an improvement to my life instead of a disaster. And I had a steady job as a dancer and side work as a model and I was beginning to feel like I knew my way around this vast and sprawling metropolis.

On the other hand I had discovered a rather ambitious side of my nature, as well as a feminine one, and my passion for making movies would obviously have a better chance of flourishing out West. And it was Nick’s passion too so it wasn’t like I’d be totally alone in another strange city again.

Obviously I needed to go to at least find out what sort of options might exist. It might not lead to anything and we’d just come back and pick up where we left off but there was always the chance that somebody might see our movie and like it, or perhaps more importantly that it would be seen by “the right” person who could actually open some doors for us.

“You ain’t coming back,” Jake grumbled while I was on my knees with his dick in my mouth, hopefully securing my job while I was gone. “You’re the real deal honey. You got that charisma or whatever they call it. You’re going to be this big movie star and nobody’s ever going to believe that you used to suck my cock right here on this cum soaked floor.”

While it wasn’t the most eloquent way of putting things I sort of appreciated Jake’s vote of confidence. I honestly wasn’t really thinking so much about being a movie star as I was getting a chance to make movies with Nick the way we had been doing it but for a much larger audience.

Fortunately it was just a vacation so I didn’t have to have a big emotional farewell with my beloved roommates, although they both said basically the same thing Jake had said about me not coming back...just without the bit about the cum soaked floor.

As we boarded the train I found myself losing my worries and concerns about what the future might hold. I hadn’t planned any of the life I was now leading and it was all going really well. Fate wanted me to be a woman for some reason, and luck had placed me in a lot of situations where I found success, and happiness and even love. I had no idea what Hollywood would be like but it would be a new experience, like coming to Chicago had been. Hopefully I would have the same success there...without having to be run over by a speeding car.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I started this story with the idea that it would probably be a trilogy so that’s why it has such an open ending. I love writing period pieces, and I personally think that they’ve been some of my best work, but unfortunately they don’t tend to sell so well so I’m not sure when or if I’ll bring out the next installment.

The “roaring 20’s” was a real high water moment for women being liberated and sexually active and challenging all of the old unwritten rules about gender roles so it seemed like an interesting time period to set a story about a man suddenly becoming a woman. Sadly the patriarchy basically beat the flappers back down into submission and it wouldn’t be until the 1960’s when the sexual revolution and the rebellious spirit of youth took center stage again.

Hopefully I’ll come back to Kitty’s story because Hollywood in the 1920’s was such a glamorous and decadent place full of wild parties and celebrity scandals that make modern gossip columns seem tame by comparison.
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