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CHAPTER 1:

My name is Frank Williams and I was really looking forward to my first summer after high school. I was 18 and headed for college in the fall so I pictured three months of kicking back, recharging my batteries, and basically doing nothing at all if I felt like it. My father, however, had other plans for me.

Every summer he had encouraged, if not out and out insisted, that I get some kind of a job. He was really big on the idea of instilling a strong work ethic in me and I had actually enjoyed it sort of. It was cool having money, and we always set a target amount of income that if I reached he would give me some kind of a bonus prize, which was usually pretty sweet. I basically needed to show him a certain amount of cash so that I not only learned to make money I also learned to save it. I thought that plan was a thing of the past now that I was about to be this big adult college student, but my dad didn’t see any reason for the project not to continue, at for one more summer.

I was sitting around grousing about it to my best buddy Terry Madison when he suddenly surprised me by telling me that he had the perfect summer gig in mind for the both of us and that we would make way more money than we would flipping burgers.

“Okay, so does this involve drugs or illegal activity?” I asked skeptically.

“Kind of both, in a way, but not in the way you’re thinking,” he replied.

“That’s kind of intriguing,” I commented.

“Indeed...and potentially lucrative. Now just answer me this...what do guys our age want more than anything else in the whole world?”

“Pussy,” I replied without hesitation.

“Correct. And what would they do to get it?”

“Anything.”

“Exactly. So you obviously have a market that’s starving for product and any economics teacher would tell you that you need to bring that product to the market,” said Terry.

“Like, prostitution?” I ventured.

“Precisely.”

“So you’re saying that we should find some girls who are willing to turn tricks and pimp them out?” I said aghast.

“You’re mostly right,” said Terry. “We don’t have to find the girls because we already have them right here.”

I actually looked around the room to see if there were any prostitutes lurking about that I hadn’t noticed but there were none.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, a little impatiently.

“I’m talking about this incredible pill I found that temporarily changes your gender.”

“So you’re saying we should try to find some guys who are willing to be hookers and turn them into girls and pimp them out?”

“Danny boy you’re missing the whole brilliance of my plan. We don’t need to find anybody. We will be both the talent and the management and keep 100% of the profit. It’s such a great plan it would be practically criminal not to do it,” said Terry quite enthusiastically.

“Well it would definitely be criminal if we did it,” I pointed out. “Not to mention totally gay.”

“No, it’s not gay at all. When you take this pill everything about you changes, not just the way you look. Well obviously not everything. You still know who you really are it’s just that you become this version of you that could very easily existed if there had been a slight change at birth and you ended up female,” Terry tried to explain.

“How do you know what you think and feel on this pill?” I asked.

“I’ve tried it. That was a crucial step in my business plan. I needed to see if I looked good enough to be a serious money maker, and if I felt different enough to not be bothered by having sex with guys,” said Terry.

Terry was a soon-to-be economics major and he pretty much lived for the perfect financial plan. I could actually picture him taking a gender changing pill as part of his research and not thinking there was anything weird about that at all.

“Here, take a look at this,” said Terry as he showed me a picture on his phone.

“That’s supposedly you?”

“That’s me alright,” he replied. “Not bad for no makeup or hair styling.”

“No clothes either,” I noted.

“I didn’t have any female clothes and I figured that nudity was probably part of the job description anyway so I just went ahead and snapped that selfie in the buff.”

He looked really good, or maybe I should say “she” since it was definitely a picture of a girl that I was looking at. Pretty face. Really nice tits. It was certainly an improvement over Terry’s normal appearance, not that he was bad-looking or anything like that, but he looked a lot better with boobs.

“Here’s how I see it working. We start chatting it up with our friends telling them that we know these two hot chicks who are willing to have sex for money. We tell them that the girls are very cool and just like sex a lot so it’s pretty much like a date except you skip to the good part and you don’t have to worry about getting turned down. Instead of blowing your money on dinner and a movie and having no guarantee of getting laid you cut to the chase and get what you really want. Once a couple of guys have tried it then word will start to spread. I’m guessing that pretty soon we’ll have more work than we can handle,” said Terry.

“I see the logic of your plan in theory but you seem to be forgetting one very important fact. We would have to have sex with men. Guys we know would be putting their dicks inside us,” I said.

“So what? They wouldn’t know that they knew us and we wouldn’t mind having sex with men because we would be women. Better to be turning tricks with your friends who you know are safe and not creepy, and there’s no actual pimp trying to force us to do things we don’t want to do. And from what I’ve gathered so far sex as a girl can be quite enjoyable.”

“What the hell does that mean?” I blurted out.

“When I took the pill I tried watching some porn to see if I would view it any differently as a female and I certainly did. It was relatively easy to picture myself in the female role while I masturbated, and let me tell you, playing with your pussy is pretty fucking great. A definite fringe benefit I would say.”

That was Terry for you, he was all business even when talking about masturbating. I don’t know if most guys would think of having a pussy as a fringe benefit, but through his eyes it was obviously just part of the job.

“Okay, let’s say I take the pill and I turn out as hot as you do and that somehow makes me not feel repulsed by the thought of being with a man. I don’t know anything about having sex as a woman and we’re supposed to be professionals. Aren’t the clients going to expect some sort of high skill level?” I suggested.

“First off think about who are customers are going to be. Basically just guys like us. They’re going to be thrilled to be with a hot girl no matter how experienced she is or isn’t. And most of them are not that experienced themselves so what do they know? I don’t think it will be difficult to satisfy them at all, and the more we do it the better we’ll get,” said Terry.

“But how do we even start?” I inquired.

“That’s easy. We practice on each other.”


CHAPTER 2:

“You’re saying you want me to take one of those pills and then you’re going to fuck me?” I practically shrieked in dismay.

“Sure. Then I’ll take one and you can fuck me. I can be the girl first if you’d prefer,” Terry replied.

“But isn’t that going to make things kind of weird between us afterwards?”

“I don’t see why it should. Whatever we do as girls doesn’t have anything to do with who we are as guys. It’s like putting on the apron and the paper hat at work. You don’t walk around with that stupid hat on when you’re not on the job. It’s just a uniform. In this case the uniform is a total body change but the idea is basically the same. Do what the job requires and then leave it all at the door when you check out.”

I suppose it was Terry’s businesslike attitude that eventually won me over. It wasn’t about sex, it wasn’t about wanting to be a girl, it was just a way to make some money. For all I knew we wouldn’t even be able to find any clients and the whole thing would go bust in no time.

Taking the pill was actually kind of a pleasant experience that put me in sort of a drowsy but horny state of mind for a while. Then the drowsiness passed but the horniness remained. There was something about being in that female body that just made me more away of my sensuality. Usually my erotic stimulation was all in my dick but just running my hands over my soft skin seem to be getting me slightly aroused.

Suddenly having boobs was a bizarre feeling but not an unpleasant one. They weren’t huge but I could still feel that strange sensation of having weight where there usually was none. And they looked really great, which pleased me quite a bit. If I was surprised at how good Terry looked as a girl I was shocked by my new appearance.

I was very cute, in a girl next door sort of way, but I definitely had the curves too. As I looked at myself in the mirror I could actually picture someone wanting to fuck me badly enough to part with their cash to do so. That was a pretty exciting thought but also a scary one because that’s what I was going to ask men to do.

Terry also transformed so that we could take a few pictures of each other. That would be his primary selling tool I guess. He would pitch the general idea to someone and then show them the pictures to clinch the deal. It was a remarkably simple low overhead business plan that didn’t require an office but did require me to get a “burner” phone to use whenever I was working. At first I thought it would be kind of a hassle having to deal with a second phone but then I realized that it actually helped me mentally to think of the female version of me as a totally different person.

To further that illusion we both chose new working names. Terry became Vanessa and I chose Tammy. The only real “back story” we had was that we were two young co-eds turning tricks to help pay our way through college. It seemed doubtful that we would be chatting it up much with any of our clients so there didn’t seem to be a need for some elaborate fake history, although we were free to make up whatever we wanted to.

Terry would just say that he “knew” a couple of girls who were willing to party for a price without going into much detail about how he knew them or who they were. If a guy seemed interested then Terry would pull out his phone and show the pictures. Then the client would choose which of us he wanted and Terry would work out all the details. If the guy picked me then I’d get a call on my special phone and go make the hookup.

We decided in advance that we’d split whatever money we made evenly so there was no competition between us for who got picked the most. It was actually pretty generous of Terry to do that, since this was entirely his plan and he was doing all of the sales work as well as being one of the girls, but I think he appreciated the fact that I was doing something that I had a lot of reluctance about doing.

As for clothes we decided to dress like normal college girls might dress on a date. A little sexy but nothing that screamed “hooker” to anyone. We weren’t street walkers we were call girls so we weren’t trying to advertise our trade or call attention to ourselves. Plus if we seemed more like girls you might go on a date with it might make the guys more comfortable.

It was so much easier to cope with this weirdness as long as we kept everything seeming as business-like and professional as possible. Something like buying a bra didn’t seem like anything all that strange because it was just part of my working attire, like buying a tool belt wouldn’t have been strange if I was going to work a construction job, which I actually did do one summer.

Where it got weird was when it came to practicing the sex stuff. Terry volunteered to go first so he changed into Vanessa and we tried to role play an encounter in his bedroom but I wasn’t terribly good at that.

“So how do you want me?” Vanessa cooed as she stretched out suggestively on the bed.

“Oh, I don’t know. The usual way I guess,” I replied shyly.

“What the hell is the usual way?” Vanessa snapped back, breaking out of character.

“You know, the girl on her back and the guy on top,” I said.

“Jesus dude your sex life must be pretty boring.”

It probably would have been if I had actually had something you could call a sex life but mine consisted of a few fumbling attempts to get somewhere with a girl that usually ended up in frustration and failure. In truth I was just the kind of guy who probably would have been very interested in our services if I weren’t working the deal from the other end. Now I had my chance to actually make it with a willing female partner but the fact that she was actually my buddy Terry made it sort of uncomfortable.

“Just relax and get comfortable,” said Vanessa, sliding back into her role.

She had me sit on the bed next to her and she took off my shirt before removing her own top and then she put my hands on her boobs. I don’t think I’d ever been as hard before. Vanessa was surprisingly patient and very good at guiding me through the process and before long we were both naked and I was climbing between her legs putting my dick inside her.

“Oh...oh yes...that’s good...that’s so good,” Vanessa moaned, which made me feel like the stud of the world.

I’m afraid I didn’t last very long but I was certainly pleased at how much I had made Vanessa enjoy herself...unless until we started to chat about it afterwards.

“So you really seemed to be getting into that,” I commented, fishing for more compliments.

“It’s surprisingly pleasant, but honestly I just wanted you to see how you should react to the client no matter what the circumstances,” she replied casually.

“You mean you were faking it?”

“Not faking it, exactly, but playing it up. Your goal should be to make every guy feel like he’s got the biggest cock and he’s the greatest lover of all time. I’m sure that sometimes you won’t have to do so much acting but you don’t ever want anyone to see you looking bored or disappointed.”

So after crashing back down to earth it was time to switch places and give Terry a crack at Tammy. I hoped I would be able to play my part as convincingly as Vanessa had done but I had my doubts. Even with the letdown I had just busted a nut in a pretty girl so I was riding kind of a masculine buzz. It was hard to imagine just flipping a switch and acting like a horny girl but I knew I had to give it my best shot.


CHAPTER 3:

“Get on your knees and suck my cock.”

“What?” I stammered.

“You heard me bitch. I’m paying good money for a BJ so get to work.”

We had traded roles and now I was Tammy but I wasn’t quite prepared for the rather rude way Terry was handling things.

“You can’t seriously expect me to let you put your dick in my mouth,” I protested.

“What did you think prostitution was?” Terry said with a laugh. “Statistics show that the two things men want from women most are blowjobs and fucking doggy style, preferably in the ass but from behind at any rate. We’re in business to provide a service. I guarantee that giving head will be expected.”

“Well...can’t we at least start with normal sex?” I ventured. “Maybe if that’s not so bad I can work up to the blowjob thing.”

“Okay, go face the bed and bend over with your hands on the mattress.”

I thought he might be joking but he just gave me a look that told me he was in earnest. I did as I was told and waited while Terry came over and pulled my panties down. Thin he flipped my short skirt up so that it was resting on my back before he started to squeeze both of my butt cheeks rather aggressively.

I must admit that there was something about the ballsy way that Terry was handling me that made me feel a little shiver of excitement. I’d never seen him like this and it was both scary and exhilarating.

Soon I felt the tip of his dick rubbing up against my slit and realized that I had gotten kind of wet because he felt slippery and we weren’t using any lube. Then he pressed firmly and I let out a yelp as I felt his hardness sliding inside me.

“Oh, God...oh, God…” I sort of whispered.

“You like that, don’t you baby?” said Terry. “You like feeling that big cock in your tight little pussy.”

“Oh...oh...oh…”

Sometimes you hear a song and you don’t know why you like it so much but you just know that you do when you hear it. Being bent over and fucked by a man was sort of like that for me. I couldn’t tell you why I liked the way it felt so much I just knew I did when I felt it.

It was probably a pretty unique situation, having sex as a guy and then immediately turning around and having sex as a girl, but even in this brief and unscientific sample the girl sex was winning hands down.

Terry was grabbing my hips and thrusting his surprisingly large penis into me over and over and I was squealing away barely able to contain myself. I wanted to run and jump and laugh and cry and scream but more than anything else I wanted Terry to keep drilling me with his hard cock.

“Oh my God! I didn’t know I could feel like this,” I blurted out.

“That’s good, you should say more stuff like that,” Terry suggested.

The thing of it was I couldn’t really control what I was saying any more than I could control what I was feeling. Of course the last thing in the world I wanted to admit to my buddy was that he was driving me mad with lust, especially after he had told me that his enthusiasm had mostly been a performance. I wasn’t acting. I was in ecstasy.

I think for a time I sort of forgot that I was actually a man and just enjoyed the sensation the way a woman probably would. There was nothing fancy or special about the way Terry was fucking me but there didn’t need to be. Nature was taking its course and nature wanted men to put their dicks in women and pump with all their might, which was happening to my astonished delight.

“Fuck dude, you feel so good inside me. Fuck me harder. Fuck me harder!” I cried out.

Terry increased the intensity a few notches, but he had already been fucking me pretty hard so there wasn’t much room to go up. It didn’t really matter because shortly after begging him to fuck me harder he started to cum inside me.

He had obviously worked pretty hard because once he was drained he just kept is prick inside me and kind of leaned over my back for a couple of minutes breathing heavily. I wanted to tell him how great he made me feel but I couldn’t bring myself to reveal that dirty little secret so I tried to play coy.

“So was that sort of what you want me to do?” I asked over my shoulder, trying my best to seem nonchalant.

“You were fantastic. You really had me believing that you were wild with desire,” Terry panted before he finally pulled out and stood up.

“I guess we both passed the test alright,” I said as I turned around and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Yeah, the easy part. Now we have to work on oral and anal stuff,” said Terry.

When he first mentioned blowjobs and ass fucking I was horrified and certain that I had made a huge mistake in agreeing to go along with this crazy scheme but after what I had just experienced I had a much more open mind. Looking at Terry’s cock, glistening with fresh cum, I wondered what it would taste like in my mouth. I think that I honestly wanted to find out.


CHAPTER 4:

Over the next few days I watched a fuck ton of porn, not that I didn’t usually do that anyway, but I watched it now with the keen eye of the professional observer. I figured that most of our friends got the bulk of their sexual knowledge from watching adult videos so it seemed like a good idea to really study the female role in those scenes. They wouldn’t expect the girls they normally dated to act like that, which was why they were paying to fuck us and a happy customer was a repeat customer. (Or so Terry insisted.)

I particularly studied the blowjobs. That was going to require some technique on my part, as opposed to just letting a guy poke me and showing him how much I enjoyed it. I needed to figure out how much I could handle and what I could do besides just jerking the dude off in my mouth, although that would probably be sufficient for most clients.

My dad, who was obviously very big on the work ethic thing, always said that anything worth doing was worth doing well and I was trying to take that advice to heart but I think a part of me was now doing things for my own arousal and pleasure. Having sex as a girl didn’t seem so much like an unpleasant burden that I had to go through to make money as much as a wild and raunchy exploration of my unknown feminine side.

When it was time to do some live BJ practice I volunteered to go first, pretending like I was just being fair since Terry had gone first last time but really I was pretty anxious to get a dick in my mouth for real. I got on my knees while Terry stood in front of me and unzipped his pants before I fished out his manly tool.

It was the first time I was getting an up close and personal view of his dick, well anybody’s dick really, and I must say that I really enjoyed the sight a lot more than I expected to. His prick wasn’t humongous, like the guys in the porn videos, but it was big enough to do the job and had a veiny bulging texture that seemed quite masculine to me.

“I can’t wait to get this juicy slab of man meat in my mouth,” I said out loud without really meaning to.

“Yeah, good. That’s the kind of thing guys like to hear,” said Terry encouragingly, thinking I was just play acting.

I started out by licking it a bit and then let my lips form a sort of canal that I ran up and down his shaft before actually opening my mouth and taking the plunge. His skin felt really warm and maybe slightly salty and there was a scent that sort of got my juices flowing. I wanted Terry to really enjoy this blowjob so I took my time and tried out a bunch of things I had seen girls do in the videos.

“Oh God, you better start sucking or I’m just going to cum all over you,” said Terry.

The thought of Terry painting me with his jizz was not at all unappealing but I was there to practice sucking cock so I finally got my mouth on his prick and started bobbing it up and down. The trick seemed to be just to keep the lips tight enough that there was some friction being generated and then bring the tongue into play for good measure. I could tell that Terry was struggling not to ejaculate, which made me feel very proud of the job I was doing.

“How did you get so good at this so fast?” Terry sort of grunted, but I think it was more of a rhetorical comment than an actual question that he expected me to answer, which would have been difficult to do anyway with his cock half way down my throat.

I was amazed at how fun it was to give head. One one level it seems kind of demeaning to be on your knees in front of somebody while they put their penis in your mouth but they’re also showing you a lot of trust and desire. Having a dick of my own the thought of putting it anywhere near someone’s teeth was pretty horrifying. Sure, it might be a power trip for the guy to see a woman on her knees but once I was down there I was very much in control. Of course a guy could just grab my head and face fuck me but if he wanted a top shelf BJ he’d have to let me do my thing.

On the one hand it was a relief that I was getting into the idea of playing the hooker, since I had already agreed to do it and it was probably better to have a good attitude about it, but it did make me wonder why it was so easy for me to do it. Was there something wrong with me? Was I some kind of twisted, perverted, freak? Or was there something deeper? Some kind of repressed homosexual urges that I had been trying to hide, even from myself?

Whatever the case I definitely seemed to have an aptitude for this line of work. Despite my complete lack of experience I soon had Terry blasting a hot sticky load down my throat and the look on his face after I licked his dick clean was priceless.

“Holy shit, dude! That was fantastic!” he exclaimed in happy amazement.

“Not bad for a first try,” I said as I licked my lips.

“That’s going to be a hard act to follow.”

“We don’t have to do it today. I was thinking of doing a little shopping anyway, as long as I was transformed already,” I explained.

“I can’t tell if you’re a really good actress or you’re actually enjoying this,” said Terry.

“Then I’m doing my job well,” I said with a grin. “Hopefully the clients won’t even think about it.”

I suppose it probably seemed odd to Terry that I was turning down the chance to get a blowjob and choosing to go shopping as a girl instead but I really didn’t want to spoil the mood I was in by changing back to a man right away. The taste of cum was still fresh in my mouth and I was still kind of processing the whole BJ experience.

It was fun being out in public as a girl all by myself. I felt kind of like a secret agent with a really kick ass disguise. I noticed a few guys checking me out and I wondered how many of them would pay to have sex with me. I figured a lot of guys would pay for sex if the process was really easy, the way Terry was planning to handle it. I wouldn’t have any idea how to go about finding a hooker or knowing how the whole process worked but Terry was going to make it simple and clear. It really was a pretty brilliant business plan when you thought about it.

I knew we were planning to dress kind of conservatively to avoid attracting attention but I loved my new body so much I just couldn’t resist picking up a couple of things that were a little more revealing and overtly sexy. I might never have any use for them but it was fun trying them on and taking them home with me.

I think my enthusiasm confused Terry a little because on the one hand he was delighted that I was excited about the job but on the other he was probably a little worried that he had done something to my brain to accidentally trigger some kind of gender confusion. Either way we were soon ready to actually try and round up customers and I was really hoping that someone would pick me.


CHAPTER 5:

“Okay you’ve got your first date tonight,” said Terry on the other end of my “special” phone.

Terry gave me all of the details. I was going to meet a guy named Jeff Vargas at this kind of sleazy motel on the outskirts of town. It catered mostly to truckers, people having affairs with their secretary, and kids who wanted a step up from the backseat of a car. Jeff would be waiting for me in room 203, which was just a fancy way of saying the third room on the second floor. He had paid for a straight fuck so all I had to do was show up and let him fuck me.

Jeff was a little older than most of our crowd and was in college already. I knew him from high school but I didn’t know him well at all. He was Terry’s friend mostly. I think they were on the same youth basketball team or something.

In a way that made things a little easier for me. Jeff trusted Terry enough to give him money to have sex with a girl he had never met and Terry trusted Jeff enough to know that he wouldn’t do anything crazy but I didn’t have to deal with any personal baggage of knowing the guy in my other life. I was just a piece of ass being delivered to his door like a pizza.

“Wow, you’re even prettier in person than you are in your pictures,” said Jeff when he greeted me at the door of his motel room. “Come on in.”

The room was just as sparse and boring as I thought it would be but it was actually cleaner than I imagined. The guy who ran the place was kind of a stoner who had inherited it from his grand parents and was known to sell weed at the front desk. I thought Terry would probably appreciate that kind of initiative.

“I’m Jeff, by the way, but I guess you already knew that,” said Jeff as he offered his hand to shake.

“And you probably know that I’m Tammy,” I said with a grin as I shook his hand.

“So you’re really a prostitute?”

“Don’t I look it?”

“Not really. You’re so young and pretty and you don’t seem like the kind of girl who’d do that sort of thing.”

“Here, maybe this will make me seem a little more appropriate,” I said as I pulled off my top and removed my bra.

“Those are really nice tits.”

“Thanks.”

“Can I touch them?”

“Sure, why not?”

Terry had emphasized that we probably wouldn’t need to undress anymore than absolutely necessary and as long as we could perform the task it was more efficient to do so with as much clothing on as possible but I felt like showing my tits to get things started and I didn’t really care if that meant having to spend a little time putting my top on later. I think Terry was probably basing that research on the typical activities of sex workers who would want to be able to process as many clients in a night as possible but Jeff was my only “date” for the evening and I wanted us to both have a good time and for him to feel like he really got his monies worth.

Jeff came over and stood in front of me fondling my breasts for a bit and I just stood there getting very aroused. Jeff was what I would call pretty average looking. I don’t think he would have stood out in a crowd or turned heads when he walked into a room but he seemed very sexy to me as he toyed with my bosom.

“So how do you want me?” I asked, deciding that it was time to move things along a little.

“What do you want to do?” he asked.

“It’s your party baby,” I said with a laugh. “You can fuck me upside down if you promise not to drop me on my head.”

“Let me see your ass,” said Jeff.

“Okay,” I replied as I unfastened my short skirt and let it fall to the floor leaving me in just my panties and shoes.

“Your ass is fantastic too,” Jeff commented.

“Thanks again. Want a better look at it?” I said as I went over to the bed and assumed the same position I had taken when Terry fucked me the first time.”

“So I can really fuck you? This isn’t some stupid prank that Terry’s set up?”

“It’s no prank honey. You can definitely fuck me. In fact I wish you would.”

That was all it took. Jeff got behind me, unzipped his pants, and a moment or two later his erect member was deep in my gash. I hadn’t gotten to see his dick but it felt pretty snug in my pussy. It was only the second cock I had ever had inside me so I wasn’t a very good judge of size yet. Then I wondered how many other prostitutes had turned their first trick after so little experience.

Prostitute. I was a prostitute. A hooker. A call girl. A lady of the evening. A whore. That was kind of hard to wrap my head around because I felt like I should be ashamed or something but instead I just felt excited. The idea of being a whore seemed sexy and exotic and empowering. I felt very grown up and worldly and I also felt really turned on as Jeff grunted and probed me from behind.

“Damn, you’re the sexiest girl I’ve ever been with,” said Jeff excitedly.

I just moaned. I couldn’t imagine what I was doing that was so sexy and he could only see my back. I just bent over, but maybe that was the key. Terry said men wanted to fuck girls from behind so maybe that simple act of positioning was enough to elevate me in sexual status while paradoxically presenting myself in a submissive posture.

It seemed like control was a big part of sex. I liked sucking cock because it made me feel in control. A man liked dominating a woman because it made him feel like he was in control. Of course Jeff hadn’t used his masculine prowess to make me submit to his manliness he had just paid some money to play out his fantasy. So his money gave him the power to rent my pussy but I had to give him my consent for that so who was actually in control here? It was kind of hard to figure out.

What wasn’t hard to figure out was that I really liked having a dick in my cunt. I was kind of twerking my butt against his pelvis and moaning up a storm, which I’m sure pleased Jeff because he seemed to be grunting and thrusting even harder.

If we had gone a little longer I think I would have had a pretty intense orgasm but Jeff didn’t seem to have the stamina for a long run so he put his cum inside me and then pulled out and I could hear him panting pretty hard.

“Oh, shoot...did you finish?” he asked nobly.

“Absolutely baby, you were wonderful,” I replied as I turned around and started to get dressed.

“So that’s it I guess,” said Jeff, sounding a little sad.

“For this time. If you want me again you know how to make that happen. Maybe next time you’d like me to suck your cock. I really enjoy giving head,” I said as I straightened myself up a bit.

“That was great. You were totally worth every penny.”

Yeah, I probably was I thought I little smugly. I may not have been born with tits and a pussy but once I had them I knew what to do with them.


CHAPTER 6:

Well you sure made a great impression on Jeff,” Terry said the day after my first time turning tricks. “He couldn’t stop raving about how hot you were and how sexy you were and how good you were in the sack.”

“I’m glad he’s happy but I didn’t really do anything special. I let him grope my boobs a little then I bent over and he drilled me,” I explained.

“It worked, that’s all that matters. Just keep doing what you’re doing. And don’t be surprised if Jeff books you again. I’m pretty sure he’s going to be a repeat customer.”

I almost felt guilty taking my share of the money, not because I was involved in an illicit business but because I actually enjoyed the sex. That was silly, of course, because there’s no reason you shouldn’t enjoy your work but because my work involved something that was usually a free exchange of passionate feelings I guess it seemed strange to take money for it.

On the other hand that was a pretty easy and pleasant experience. It was quite possible that if I did this enough times there might be some less enjoyable experiences.

Of course my whole life wasn’t turning tricks, at least not yet. I still had about two weeks of high school to go before graduation so it was definitely a very different world to be back in a classroom sitting at a desk as a guy. As I glanced around the room I thought to myself that any one of these dudes could be next. Terry did all of the marketing so I had no idea who he might have approached.

I was usually a very good student who didn’t let his mind wander in class but I couldn’t help but look at my fellow classmates and wonder what their dicks looked like, or how big they were, or how they would taste in my mouth. Even though I was male at the time I found myself getting kind of aroused at the thought of all those cocks tucked away discretely in trousers now but potentially ready to be unleashed on me at some future time and place.

As it turned out my next assignment was another guy I knew of but didn’t really know at all. His name was Pete Simpson and he was a total jock who hung with a very different crowd. I was actually kind of surprised that he would pay for sex because he didn’t seem to have any trouble attracting girls and was often seen with a cheerleader or a majorette on his arm. Apparently he had heard about our little side hustle from Jeff and actually contacted Terry to get something set up. They say word of mouth is the best advertising and it certainly seemed to be playing out that way.

This time I was going to go to Pete’s house while his parents were out for the evening, which I felt a little nervous about because I didn’t really want to have them come home early and find me there. Of course there was nothing odd about a guy having a girl over so whatever issues there were would be between Pete and his parents.

The first surprise I got was that Pete greeted me at the front door buck naked with his big dick hanging between his legs. It wasn’t erect yet but I could tell it was going to be something special once it was.

“So Jeff Vargas tells me you’re a righteous piece of ass. You better be for what I’m paying to fuck you. Take your clothes off and let me get a look at you,” said Pete quite firmly.

This was obviously going to be a different experience than the one I had with Jeff but that just made it more exciting and made me want to really impress this guy. Jeff probably would have been pretty happy if we just made out for a while and he copped a feel here and there but Pete appeared to be a more demanding customer.

I knew what was on tap because it was always arranged and paid for in advance. Pete wanted me to suck his cock first and then he’d fuck me and then he’d finish by giving me a facial. I had my doubts that we would actually get that far but he had paid for that particular kink so I was prepared to deliver.

“So what makes you worth all that money?” asked Pete as I stripped in front of him.

“That’s hard to say,” I replied. “The fact that I’m here getting naked for you and about to give you head and you didn’t have to buy dinner or take me to a movie or pretend to like me is a big part of it. This way you know what you’re getting for your money.”

“That’s true. I have blown a lot of money on dates with stuck up bitches who wouldn’t put out,” said Pete on reflection.

“There,” I said as I finished undressing. “Like what you see?”

“You do have a rockin’ body baby. Now get on your knees and show me what you can do.”

I was a little surprised that he wanted to do it right there in the living room near the front door that his parents would presumably be coming through at some point tonight but if that’s what he wanted that’s what he was going to get. Actually the feeling that we might get caught only added to my excitement.

I got on my knees in front of him and started to stroke his cock into hardness. As I suspected it was a pretty impressive slab of man meat once it was brought to life. I wondered why a popular guy with a big dick would feel the need to pay for sex but what he said about “stuck up bitches” who wouldn’t “put out” made it all make a lot more sense to me. I had always heard that really hot girls didn’t tend to go all the way because they didn’t have to but I was never in a position to find that out for myself. I kind of had a feeling that Pete wanted to sort of “get even” with all those pretty girls who hadn’t given him what he wanted and that I was probably in for a pretty rough ride.

“Well I’ve got to say you certainly do know how to suck a cock,” Pete commented after I had been blowing him for a while.

It was kind of funny to hear that since this was only the second cock I had ever sucked but I guess my studying and enthusiasm were paying off. Of course it was also possible that Pete hadn’t gotten that many blowjobs before and was just trying to act like he was some expert on BJ skill. It’s all so mental I thought. Everything is about attitude and image and playing a role. Pete felt like he needed to be this aggressive alpha male jock guy and I was trying to appear like some worldly woman who knew every trick in the book.

“Yeah, that’s it. Suck it bitch,” Pete growled as he grabbed the back of my head and tried to force his huge pecker even deeper down my throat.

That scared me a little because I was struggling to handle his size and the thought of being forced to take more than I could handle kind of freaked me out but I managed to maintain my composure and pressed back against his pressure enough so that I didn’t totally gag or anything. It was the first time I realized how vulnerable I really was and that if a strong guy like Pete wanted to force himself on me there really wasn’t much I could do about it.

Fortunately the BJ was just a warm up so we moved on soon enough to the fucking. I was getting it from behind, not surprisingly, but this time I was on the floor on all fours and Pete was kind of crouching behind me with his legs spread and his hands firmly on my hips. He didn’t mess around with any buildup and was just instantly humping me like an animal.

His girth made a noticeable difference as I felt like I was really being stuffed to the limit and he was flipping switches in me I hadn’t felt before. It made me whimper and gasp for breath in short little gulps which made kind of a weird little sound.

“I’m going to fuck your brains out you dirty little whore,” Pete snarled although I really didn’t need him to tell me what I already knew.

Fucking my brains out is actually a pretty good description of what was happening because my head was spinning and it felt like someone had lit some fireworks in my skull.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I cried out as my legs began to shake and my stomach kind of tightened up as the first wave of an intense orgasm crashed through my body.

“Fuck yeah bitch! Take that big cock. Take it all,” I heard Pete saying through the fog of my senses. “You should be paying me for the fucking you’re getting.”

He was probably right about that I thought. I’d never felt anything so amazing in my life. I didn’t even notice that my knees were getting banged up. I didn’t care that I was absolutely nothing to this guy except a slot to stick his dick in. I just felt like I was doing what I was always meant to do and feeling what I was always meant to feel.

I guess I shouldn’t have doubted Pete’s stamina because he carried through on his end of the bargain like a champ. I don’t know exactly how long he was banging me on the floor but it seemed like ages, not that I’m complaining.

Finally Pete pulled out but he didn’t let me get up. Instead he flipped me over so that I was on my back before he pounced on my chest and started furiously jacking off. I lifted my neck as much as I could and opened my mouth as he began to ejaculate but he was kind of spraying it all over so I didn’t get to taste that much of his jizz.

“Yeah...yeah...look at your slutty whore face all covered with cum,” Pete grunted, which of course I couldn’t do since I was nowhere near a mirror.

Once he had given my complexion a nice sticky glaze he moved a little closer and let me lick his dick clean. I say “let me” because I honestly really wanted to although to him it was probably a final act of indignity he was issuing to the worthless little cum slut he had rented for the occasion.

“Damn girl, you’re a mess,” Pete chuckled as he surveyed the havoc he had wrought upon my face. “The bathroom’s over there if you want to clean up.”

When I finally surveyed the damage I had to agree with Pete’s assessment that I was indeed a mess. Fortunately I didn’t wear much makeup which meant I could just scrub my face fairly vigorously and not have to worry about reapplying any cosmetics afterwards.

“Who are you?” I said out loud as I looked at myself in the mirror and then I chuckled.

I never thought in my wildest dreams that I would ever be a girl, let alone literally a whore, but somehow it seemed to fit. As long as I could keep the professional swagger no one would ever need to know just how weird this all was to me.

Pete was already dressed when I came out of the bathroom as orderly as I could make myself. He was slouching on the couch watching TV and just waved to the door in a dismissive fashion.

I really didn’t care. It actually made things easier and kept them in perspective. The man had just given me the greatest sexual experience of my life but he wasn’t particularly even trying to, it was just the result of his big dick in my wet pussy. It was strictly a financial transaction and there was no need for any small talk. Better not to let emotions get involved. I was just a whore and I felt like I was getting pretty good at it and there wasn’t any need to complicate things.


CHAPTER 7:

My next job was pretty much the exact opposite of Pete in just about every way. For starters I knew the guy really well. His name was Kyle Landers and he was kind of a bookworm like me and we shared an interest in a lot of TV shows and graphic novels and things like that. We had grown up in the same neighborhood and always gone to the same schools. He was even more shy and tongue-tied around girls than I was, which I suppose is why he jumped at the chance to have a sure thing, although it was very hard for me to picture Kyle actually fucking me.

Kyle’s room was in the basement of his parents house, which I guess is pretty much the stereotype of the nerdy guy who likes comic books and Sci-Fi. There were two ways into the room, a staircase leading up into the house and an old storm door that allowed me to slip in unnoticed.

One of the challenges of doing it with someone I knew that well was trying to remember to pretend like I didn’t know them at all. I had been in his basement room a number of times before but I made a show of acting like it was all new to me.

“So I guess we’re good to go on a straight fuck,” I said.

“Just like that? I mean, shouldn’t we talk and get to know each other a little first?” Kyle suggested nervously.

“Honey, it doesn’t really work like that. You paid money to fuck me and now I’m here ready to be fucked. Just tell me how you want me,” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean what position do you want to do? Do you want me on my back, or do you want me on top, or do you want to do me from behind? Those are kind of the basic options unless you’ve got something more exotic in mind,” I said with a laugh.

“I’m not sure this was such a good idea,” said Kyle.

“Honey, it was a great idea. It still is. I assume you’ve never been with a girl before,” I said, knowing already that he hadn’t.

“No, not really,” Kyle replied a little sheepishly.

“Well that’s why this is going to be good for you. It’s practice for when you meet someone you really like. You’ll know what to do,” I said as I voluntarily took off my top.

I sensed that Kyle was going to need to work up to the main event so once I was topless I took him over to the bed and we sat on the edge and I placed one of his hands on one of my boobs.

“That’s it, just squeeze it a little…not too hard...that’s better. Let your fingers tweak my nipples. Nice...very nice. Just let your hands explore a little,” I said very gently.

Kyle groped my breasts for a little while and then kind of caught me off guard when he started sucking on one of my nipples. It was a strange new sensation and it made me feel sort of a maternal, which was a really, really, weird thing to feel. I felt kind of warm and nurturing and wondered how often real women felt that way. It was also really turning me on and I was kind of glad that we were taking a little time to get going.

“You see, it’s no big deal. It’s all totally natural. Now I’m going to take of my skirt and let you touch my pussy,” I said.

I quickly got out of my skirt and my panties and spread my legs open as I resumed sitting on the edge of the bed. I had to take his hand and guide it to my gash but once it was there he had no trouble finding ways to explore my flashy folds. Once his finger found the opening I stretched my arms out behind me and let him feel me up.

After that I had him take off his shirt and then I unfastened his pants and pulled them off of him. When I removed his shorts I was kind of surprised to find that he was actually packing a pretty decent hard on. I don’t know why I wasn’t expecting that but I just wasn’t.

“Oh, you’ve got a really nice cock,” I commented as I reached out and took it in my hand. “You shouldn’t keep this to yourself. You need to get out there and share it.”

He hadn’t paid for a BJ but it was a really nice cock and I sort of wanted to taste it a little so I licked his shaft and flicked my tongue on the head of his prick but I worried that if I went any further we’d never get to the fucking.

“Okay stud, I think you’re warmed up and ready to go. How do you want to do this?” I asked.

“Why don’t you get on top? You’re so pretty I really want to look at you while we do it and that way you can kind of show me how it’s done,” said Kyle.

Now I had never ridden a man’s cock in my life so the idea of me being some kind of sex teacher struck me as very amusing but I figured I could figure it out as I went. Kyle laid flat on his back and I straddled his torso and tried to let myself down on his dick but it was a more difficult docking maneuver than I anticipated. My first couple of tries just resulted in his prick sliding up between my legs so I reached down and grabbed his pole to keep it steady as I finally got him inside me.

“I can’t believe this is happening, and with such a beautiful girl,” Kyle gushed as I began to use my legs to lift myself up and then lower myself back down again.

I tried not to think about the fact that I knew Kyle but it was not easy to simply blank out all those memories. There was nothing that had ever passed between us before that would have led me to imagine a situation where his penis was inside me, or that I’d really be enjoying that experience.

I had been kind of propped up in a frog leg position but I wasn’t really in good enough shape to stay that way without a lot of muscle strain so I found that resting on my knees was much easier and actually drove him even deeper inside me.

As it turned out it wasn’t really necessary to make the switch because Kyle’s virgin penis was soon spurting its load inside me.

“Oh...man...that was so fucking hot,” said Kyle as I climbed off his sticky dick. “I wish I could have lasted longer.”

“Next time you will,” I said very sweetly, honestly not meaning it as a sales pitch to get him to book me again. “Here, let me enjoy the frosting on the cake.”

I had really gotten off on licking Pete’s prick after he had painted my face with his cream so I didn’t mind licking Kyle’s cock while there was still some juicy cum on it. For a moment I thought he was going to get hard again immediately but nature must take its course and he was spent for the time being.

It had been so different than being with Pete yet I had enjoyed both experiences very much. It was hard to believe that I was making money doing this but I guess that was a different kind of icing on a different kind of cake.


CHAPTER 8:

I suppose the first real clue that I was beginning to blur the line between my two identities was the fact that I started to wear panties under my male trousers instead of my usual underwear. My silky ones just felt so good against my skin that I couldn’t resist, and I liked that reminder that there was a wicked female lurking inside me. I thought about wearing a bra but I knew that would show under my shirt.

Summer opened up a lot of free time for people and a lot of them seemed to want to spend some of it sticking their cock in me, which seemed like the best possible way to enjoy my leisure hours, even if it actually was my summer job.

Terry was certainly pulling his weight as both “pimp and ho” but I was generating so much buzz that guys were contacting Terry and requesting me without even looking at the pictures. That was fine with me. I didn’t mind letting Terry handle the money and the booking arrangements and I sure didn’t mind getting a steady diet of hard cock.

Although Terry was obviously very pleased with how the business venture was going he never seemed to want to talk about his experiences as a girl. I was curious to know whether he was enjoying it as much as I was or simply tolerating it for the money. Of course I hadn’t told him anything about my passion for having a pussy so maybe he was just as reluctant to sound gay as I was, which was totally ridiculous on my part because I was seriously questioning whether I really was straight.

I had been reluctant to do anal but Terry pointed out that we could charge more for that so I started doing my research on the subject and tried to stretch myself out enough that I’d feel reasonably comfortable taking a real dick up my butt. It wasn’t just the money that motivated me because I had been thinking that once I went away to college, where nobody knew me, I might be tempted to at least experiment with some gay sex. I already loved giving head, and I knew I was definitely “bottom” material, so I figured getting used to being ass fucked might be in my best interest down the line.

The truth was I had discovered that men could be very sexy. Women were beautiful but there was something about a guy with hard on that just exuded so much masculine energy and power that I found it quite irresistible. It was a little hard on my ego at first to think of my buddies as somehow superior in their masculinity but when you’re on your knees with their dick in your mouth it’s hard to argue the point too much.

There was a strange dichotomy to that whole thing that’s hard to explain. At times it was humbling to have my old friends boss me around and bend me over and slap my ass, but there was something sexually arousing about being submissive, even humiliated. At the same time I felt mature and empowered as a woman taking control of her body and choosing to turn that submissiveness to financial gain. And then there were the guys with little or no experience who had to be gently eased into their burgeoning manhood. That made me feel more like a sex guru or life coach or something. As you can probably tell I spent a lot of time thinking about this shit but at the end of the day I liked money and I liked getting fucked so that was all the motivation I really needed to do what I was doing.


CHAPTER 9:

“I’ve got a new wrinkle on the business model that I want to run by you,” said Terry one day when we were splitting up the most recent profits.

“What is it?” I asked.

“You know Tim Hawkins, right?”

“Sure, I’ve known him since like third grade I think.”

“Well he’s throwing this pool party and I suggested that we could help liven things up,” said Terry.

“Okay.”

“Here’s the deal. We get in the skimpiest bikinis we can find and provide eye candy for the party. That kind of elevates Tim’s esteem in the eyes of others, because he knows hot girls like us who want to party with him, but it’s not a look-don’t-touch situation. The male guests will be clued in that we’re available for rent during the party. He’s got a pool house with a locking door so when a guy wants to get it on with either of us he just says the code words and then we take him to the pool house, collect his cash, and do the deed,” Terry explained.

“What are the code words?” I inquired.

“Want to dance.”

“What if somebody genuinely just wants to dance?”

“Don’t worry, everybody will know the drill. I know it’s a little different dealing with handling the money on the spot but if there’s a good turn out we might really clean up,” said Terry.

“So what about Tim? Is he happy with us just elevating his esteem or does he want a cut of the action?”

“He wants a free BJ,” Terry replied casually.

“Okay. From who?”

“From both of us. At the same time.”

“Well, I’m game. I’ve got an awesome bikini I’ve been dying to have an opportunity to wear,” I said without thinking.

Terry just gave me kind of an odd look but didn’t say anything. We had shopped for our basic working clothes together but sometimes I liked to just pop a pill and go out as a girl on my own. Those trips usually ended up with me bringing back some new clothes or accessories, but I’d never mentioned that to Terry before.

My bikini was very revealing and basically just had a string running up the crack of my butt that left my ass completely exposed. There wasn’t a whole lot of material up top either. Allow I felt so exposed wearing that kind of a daring outfit in public I really enjoyed the feeling of having a body I could flaunt. The goods were on full display for the customers and I even had the feeling that some of the girls there were kind of jealous.

It didn’t take long for my first “dance partner” to appear. I had absolutely no idea who the guy was but he was cute. We headed for the pool house and I locked the door behind us.

“So what’ll it be?” I asked like a waitress in a diner.

“BJ,” he replied.

I took his cash and got on my knees. Since he was just wearing swim trunks it wasn’t difficult at all to get access to his prick so I yanked his pants down around his ankles and grabbed his shaft, which was already pretty darn stiff.

Then he just stood there and made kind of low groaning noises while I sucked him off. I played with his bulging nut sack too, which was a new thing I had added, and he felt heavy with cum, which certainly turned out to be the case as he erupted in my mouth with a pretty violent intensity. His jizz was so thick I had a hard time swallowing it at the rate it was being produced and some of it kind of dribbled down my chin.

“Sorry about that,” the guy said sheepishly. “I guess I haven’t cum in a while.”

“That’s okay honey, you certainly have now,” I replied.

“Well, ah...see you around I guess.”

“Sure thing. I’ll be here all day in case you need to unload some more of that cream.”

He pulled up his trunks and left and I locked the cash in the little safe Terry had brought along to store our loot. I looked at the money in my hand in wonder. The whole process couldn’t have lasted more than ten minutes, if that. Pretty damn good pay for working on your knees I thought.

When I came out of the pool house I found Vanessa and her first customer waiting outside. It looked like it might be a very busy day for us. I gave her a wink as I casually strolled back to the party and Vanessa took her date inside.

Vanessa’s bikini wasn’t as daring as mine but she looked really good in it. It definitely showed off her curves and I thought she looked kind of glamorous, like a model, while I was more the sexy girl-next-door type. Oddly I think I got more work because I probably seemed more approachable. You’d think a guy would just pick the most beautiful girl but beautiful girls tend to be kind of intimidating. Certainly the guy she had just taken into the pool house wasn’t intimidated and I kind of wished I could watch what they were doing. Vanessa had taught me how to fuck as a girl and now she actually had some experience under her belt, or her bikini in this case, and I was curious to see what she could do.

As the day wore on I sucked a lot of cock and swallowed a lot of cum. If I had collected all that sperm in a bottle it probably wouldn’t have looked like all that much but having it directly injected into me all day long made it seem like gallons. I also got some dirty looks from some of the girls there who presumably resented all the private “dances” we were having with the boys. I suppose it did create a kind of unwelcome competition.

Despite that I was a little taken aback when a girl I knew, named Kristine Sorokin, came up to me quite ready to vent her spleen.

“I know what you’re doing in there and I hope you’re proud of yourself,” she sneered.

“I’m not sure what you mean,” I said, trying to act innocent to no avail.

“You know exactly what I mean you cheap little whore,” she shot back.

“I may be a whore but I’m definitely not cheap,” I joked, still trying to diffuse the situation.

“Don’t you have any self-respect you slut?”

“Hey, you don’t know anything about me,” I protested.

“I know you suck dick for money. Anything else I need to know?”

“Well honey, maybe if you got off your high horse and got on your knees a little more often your boyfriend wouldn’t need to pay me to suck his dick,” I replied, getting a little defensive.

“Cunt,” Kristine snarled as she turned and stomped off.

“Nice meeting you,” I called after her in mock sweetness.

This was a side of the business that I hadn’t seen before. Everything had always been so private and one-on-one with the client but now we were kind of out in the open and I guess our presence wasn’t really appreciate by some of the female guests.

I wondered who had spilled the beans about us. Certainly anybody could have seen us going into the pool house with some guy but it was a party and people slip off to make out all the time. Somehow Kristine had gotten wind of the fact that we weren’t just fooling around for free. It made me wonder how many other people knew what we were up to.

It could have been anybody I suppose. She could have overheard someone bragging about the great head he had gotten from the whore in the pool house, or maybe someone wanted to score some points with her by telling Kristine that he wasn’t the kind of guy who would ever pay a hooker for sex like these other dudes.

I felt bad upsetting Kristine because I had nothing against her. She always seemed like a very nice girl and I always thought she was kind of pretty. But then I realized that what I had said to her was probably a painful truth. If girls were more willing to suck cock for free we’d be out of a job. Personally I couldn’t understand why someone wouldn’t want a dick in their mouth. I absolutely loved the experience but I guess it was something a lot of girls were reluctant to do.

In any case I tried not to let it bother me too much as I went back to work but I really hadn’t meant to hurt anyone’s feelings. There was no romance involved. We weren’t really a threat to anyone because we weren’t really girls. Of course that was one secret that nobody could ever find out about but that was highly unlikely since there were only two of us in the whole world who knew.

When Vanessa told me it was time to wrap it up I was kind of happy to be away from the withering glares of the other girls but we still had one task left to perform. Vanessa and I had to both blow our host.


CHAPTER 10:

“I guess you girls really cleaned up today,” said Tim with a grin once the three of us were alone in his pool house.

“Not bad, but I think we still have a little housekeeping to do,” I said as I got down in front of him and started to pull down his trunks.

“Hang on, take off your tops. I want to see your tits, not that you’re hiding much as it is,” he said with a chuckle.

Vanessa and I just glanced at each other and reached around our backs to unfasten our bikini tops. Then we tossed them aside and let Tim have a look at our racks.

“You know I think I’ve had this dream before,” said Tim.

“It’s our job to make those kinds of dreams come true,” said Vanessa as she got down and finished pulling off Tim’s trunks.

Vanessa and I were hardly ever girls at the same time and this was certainly the first sexual thing we had done as a pair of females. Since I knew in advance what we would be required to do I watched some videos of two gals blowing the same guy so I was at least a little prepared.

At first we just took turns sucking him off but then we got a little more creative and tried licking his shaft at the same time or one of us would lick while the other sucked. I was going to suck his balls but we never got around to that as Tim was soon groaning in delighted agony.

“Oh, fuck...fuck...I’m going to cum!” he moaned.

That was our cue to look up at him with open mouths and expectant eyes and we did so just as the first spurt of his semen flew out of the tip of his dick and hit me right below the eye. His aim wasn’t great, but he probably didn’t have a lot of practice at precision ejaculating so not too much went in my mouth but Vanessa and I both got a hot facial. After all the jizz I had guzzled today it wasn’t that big of a disappointment not to get a mouthful of cum although that was something I usually looked forward to very much.

“Man, we’ve got to do this again sometime,” said Tim happily as we put our tops back on and grabbed some tissues to clean up with.

“Anytime dude,” I said with a smile. “You really know how to throw a great party.

Later I told Vanessa about what Kristine had said to me but she told me not to worry about it.

“You were right in what you said to her. Statistics show that men who frequent prostitutes usually do so because they’re not getting the kind of sex they want from their women.  She would have been jealous if we had just laid by the pool all day diverting all the male attention away from her,” said Vanessa.

“I know, but I still feel kind of bad. I like making people feel good,” I said.

“Especially people with big dicks and fat wallets,” Vanessa said with a giggle which caused me to punch her in the arm.

“I’m not doing anything that you’re not doing,” I pointed out.

“Yeah, but I think you really enjoy it and you’re not just in it for the money,” said Vanessa.

“What makes you say that?” I asked a little nervously.

“Just little things you’ve said and the fact that you bought a bikini when you had no idea that we’d ever need one,” Vanessa replied. “Fuck, I don’t care. I think it’s great in fact. It probably explains why so many guys rave about you. You really get off on being a girl whereas I just do what I have to do to get them off.”

“God, I’ve wondered about that for so long. It’s true. My secret is out. I absolutely love being a girl. This has been the best experience of my life,” I confessed.

“And here I was afraid you’d freak out the first time you saw a naked dude with a hard on and rush out the door.”

“I was afraid of that too but nothing could be further from the truth. The first time I saw a naked dude with a hard on I thought...yum!” I said with a giggle of my own.

“Hey, wasn’t I the first naked dude you’d seen with a hard on? I mean when you were a girl.”

“Yeah, I suppose you were,” I said a little reluctantly.

“And you thought yum?” asked Vanessa.

“I suppose I did.”

“Well, if you ever find yourself thinking it’s yum again I’d be up for a little boy/girl action with you,” said Vanessa.

I was kind of floored by that. Sometimes I had fantasies about being with Terry as his lover, or his bitch at any rate. He could just concentrate on the business side of things and pimp me out. I didn’t mind taking on the extra work. But that had just been a kinky daydream and not something that I thought about seriously. For one thing I never planned on Terry knowing the truth about my addiction to cock and my love of being female. Now that the cat was out of the bag things were getting real in a hurry. Vanessa, as Terry, obviously wanted to fuck me, and not for training purposes.

It was tempting to act upon that impulse right away but I thought it was a pretty big step that I should consider carefully and think with my brain instead of my pussy. Maybe once I changed back into myself I would see the folly of getting mixed up with Terry in some kind of a sexual relationship. Or maybe that wouldn’t change anything.


CHAPTER 11:

The next time I got together with Terry it was for business purposes and not a booty call.

“We’ve got kind of a weird situation here,” said Terry. “Apparently somebody blew the whistle on our operation and told Tim’s dad what we had been doing in his pool house.”

“Holy shit! Do you think he’ll call the cops or something?”

“No, I don’t think so,” said Terry.

“Is he going to tell our parents?”

“No, I don’t think that’s likely either.”

“So he’s cool with his son letting prostitutes turn tricks in his pool house? Does he want a cut of the money or something?”

“No, what he wants is kind of weirder. He wants to hire us.”

“Holy shit!” I said again.

It was definitely a relief that Tim’s dad didn’t seem interested in getting us in trouble but a total mind-bender thinking that he wanted to fuck us. I was eighteen, and technically an adult, but he was a father and a middle-aged man, which was about as adult as you could get.

“So is this some kinky daddy/daughter fantasy thing?” I asked.

“At least daddy/daughter’s hot friends fantasy,” Terry replied.

“And he wants both of us at the same time?”

“Apparently he wants both of us but he won’t be alone. He’s got a friend who wants in on it,” said Terry.

“I don’t know if that makes it better or worse.”

“They’re willing to pay pretty crazy money.”

“Does Tim know that his dad wants to fuck us?”

“He knows that his dad knows about us, that’s how his dad knew to get in touch with me, but I seriously doubt that he shared his little fantasy with his son,” Terry explained.

“Well, fuck it. Better to keep him happy,” I suggested. “It might be kind of fun to be with an older man.”

“Now who’s got the daddy/daughter fantasy?” Terry joked.

“Hey, he’s not my father. At least I hope my father isn’t the other guy.”

I wondered what I’d do if it turned out that the other guy was my dad, not that I thought that was very likely. I didn’t think my dad even knew Tim’s dad. Since there were two of us I suppose Vanessa would have to pair up with my pops while I got busy with Mr. Hawkins, although the thought of Terry being fucked by my father, even if he was Vanessa at the time, seemed just too freaky to handle.

“I guess I’ll go ahead and book the date,” said Terry with a shrug.

“I guess so,” I said with a shrug of my own.

When things started out the circle was small. Everyone Terry approached was someone he knew personally who was about our age. Because we didn’t really exist as girls it was easy to cover our trail. We just turned female long enough to do the job and then turned right back. The party had opened things up considerably because Tim was involved in the conspiracy and we were very much on display all day long. Kristine had either found out or figured out what we were up to, and I suspected that she might be the one who ratted us out but I figured our near cat fight was probably as far as that was going to go.

Now we had someone’s parent involved. Mr. Hawkins did have a daughter, who was sixteen, and I wondered how he would feel about her doing what he was planning to pay us to do. I guess he figured his daughter was a good girl and we were sluts and he didn’t have to worry about her falling into the same pit we were in.

He was also a married man, which made things even weirder for me because I didn’t like the idea of being involved in infidelity but realistically that was his problem, not mine. In this case his wife couldn’t simply do kinkier sex to keep him satisfied she’d need a time machine to become young again.

I guess things have a way of snowballing on you sometimes, especially when you’re dealing with some shady shit. Things start out pretty simple and harmless seeming and the next thing you know your buddy’s dad is paying to have sex with you. Okay, that’s probably not an example that most people can relate to but it was the strange situation I found myself in.


CHAPTER 12:

“Don’t you girls look cute in your matching outfits,” said Tim’s dad, Jim Hawkins, as we were ushered into a hotel suite at a rather nice hotel near the airport.

We had decided to wear matching sexy schoolgirl uniforms, since that seemed to be what was sort of expected, and we did look really cute I thought. I also thought Jim Hawkins was an amusing name because it was the name of the protagonist in Treasure Island. I was tempted to suggest that we should have dressed like pirate wenches but I had no idea if Mr. Hawkins was even particularly aware of the literary connection. He certainly liked alliteration though as his daughter was named Kim and his son was Tim, but I digress. You probably want to hear more about the fucking.

Although the room was technically a suite there were two beds but not two separate bedrooms so it looked like we were all going to get pretty well-acquainted. Fortunately the other gentleman sharing the room was neither of our fathers but I did know who he was. His name was Taylor Banning and he ran a construction company that specialized in building new houses. Remember when I mentioned that I had worked a construction job one summer? You probably don’t but I did, and I worked for the very same Mr. Banning who was going to pay me a lot better for doing a lot easier work tonight.

They had actually ordered a bottle of champagne, which seemed like kind of a strange thing to do when you were paying for sex but it was their party. I had tasted some before at my cousin’s wedding but it made me feel very grown up again to be sipping champagne with these older men.

“Let me get the rules straight before we begin,” said Mr. Hawkins. “We’ve got until midnight and we can do pretty much whatever and as much as we like until then?”

“That’s the deal,” said Vanessa. “As long as there’s nothing too crazy or violent.”

It was a very different arrangement than usual but the customers were willing to pay well to get what they wanted so we had agreed to their terms. Usually there was no time limit, the party just ended once the guy ejaculated but it was obvious that these gents intended to cum more than once.

“But spanking is okay?” Hawkins added.

“Yeah, spanking is okay,” Vanessa replied.

“Good, because I think that’s how we should start with two such naughty girls, don’t you Taylor?”

“Absolutely,” Taylor replied.

So I found myself bent over my former boss’s knee while he hiked up my short little plaid skirt and pulled my panties down enough to expose my butt. Then he started to spank me. Naturally Mr. Hawkins was doing the same to Vanessa. I’d never thought of spanking as a sexual thing but I actually started to find it really arousing for some reason. I did feel like a naughty little schoolgirl and completely helpless in the man’s grasp.

“Didn’t you mother ever tell you not to go up to a strange man’s hotel room?” said Taylor as he continued to whack my bottom.

“I don’t think it ever really came up,” I replied.

“No discipline. No wonder you’re such a wicked little girl,” said Taylor.

The “little girl” stuff seemed kind of creepy but we were sort of dressed for the role and the age difference was obviously a huge part of the fantasy for these two dirty old men. I was cool with whatever crazy shit he wanted to say but I wasn’t going to talk like a little girl or something, not that I would even know how to.

After the spanking Taylor let me stand up and suggested that I get more comfortable. That sounded like a request to take off some clothes so I ditched my little jacket and took off my white blouse but I left my tie on because I thought it might look kind of sexy hanging down between my boobs. Taylor was sitting at the foot of the bed and had me get in his lap, facing him, so my knees were on the bed and my legs kind of hanging out in space.

Taylor reached behind me and rather skillfully flicked my bra open and helped me pull it off. Then came the inevitable breast squeezing and nipple tweaking. I had yet to meet a man who didn’t instinctively feel compelled to play with my tits when they were presented and I thought that was just fine. I never really imagined that boobs would be so sensitive but mine surely were.

“I think I need to get more comfortable too,” said Taylor as he took off his shirt.

Taylor Banning was a large man. His skin was tan from working outdoors all the time and he liked to work with no shirt on so I had seen his burly chest before but certainly not from this perspective. His arms were pretty massive and he was definitely not a guy you’d want to pick a fight with.

Once his shirt was off he stood up, taking me with him, and placed me on my back on the bed with my legs hanging over the side. Then he stood next to me and put his hand under my skirt and inside my wet panties. Pretty soon he was vigorously feeling me up and I think I got even wetter.

“Let’s see that pretty little pussy, shall we?” Taylor suggested, although he didn’t wait for a reply and simply pulled off my skirt and then my panties before fingering me some more. “Very nice. And so neat and clean.”

We usually trimmed our pubic hair before going on a job but I often left a little tuft or a landing strip but this team it was full bald eagle for both of us. One of the things I liked about my job was feeling more mature and adult but we suspected that the opposite would be desired here so we took off all the pubes.

Oddly I was kind of getting into the whole idea of being younger, maybe because I had never been a young girl before. Sometimes I tried to picture myself growing up female and wondered how different my life would have been. What different friends I would have made. What different activities I would have pursued. I sort of had a feeling that I wouldn’t have ended up a teenage prostitute but who knows?

“You’re a dirty little girl, aren’t you?” Taylor grunted. “Look how wet you are. You can’t fool me. You love having things inside your little pink pussy.”

Glancing over at the other bed I saw I saw Mr. Hawkins sitting on the foot of it, as Taylor had been doing earlier, and a topless Vanessa on her knees in front of him sucking his cock. It was incredibly hot to be so close to other people who were having sex, especially when I was having it too.

“Okay, I think it’s time to stuff that sweet snatch of yours with something more substantial,” Taylor announced as he took off his pants.

As I said I had seen him shirtless before and knew that he was well-built but I certainly had never seen him without his pants and known how well-hung he was. He was a big man with a big dick and I felt really tiny as I stared at his magnificent rod.

“I think you’re going to like this honey,” said Taylor as he climbed on the bed next to me. “I’m very handy with tools.”

A moment later I was flipped over on my stomach and then my rear end was jerked up so that I was resting on my knees with my face still planted on the mattress. Taylor got behind me and grabbed my hips and I was extremely grateful that I was so well-lubricated as he slid his massive prick inside me.

“Oh, my God that’s big,” I blurted out.

“Don’t worry honey, you’ll make it fit,” Taylor replied as he started to thrust back and forth in my soaking gash.

He was right that it did fit but it didn’t change the fact that it was crazy big. I think whatever hope I might have had in clinging to some part of my male identity kind of went out the window right then and there as my old boss banged the hell out of me.

This was a man with a capital “M” who was cool and confident and ran his own business and could handle himself in a tight situation and was hung like a horse. I felt like I had no business even pretending to be male and that I was born to be pretty and small and sexy and have big men like this have their way with me.

Leaving my tie on seemed like a cute idea at the time but I had second thoughts when I felt Taylor turning it around on my neck and yanking it like it was a leash. For a crazy split second I thought this was all going to end up with me getting murdered in a hotel room but he was just using it as another way of dominating me, not that he needed any help in that department.

I got the feeling that we weren’t playing the daddy/daughter thing anymore and I was getting boned like the whore I was. Either way I felt like the dirtiest girl in the world and that just made me even more aroused.

“What a naughty girl you are,” said Taylor as he slapped my ass.

“I am...I’m so naughty,” I gasped.

“You love having that big cock in your cunt, don’t you?”

“I do. I love having your big cock in my cunt,” I moaned loudly.

“Well you’re going to get plenty of big cock tonight you little whore,” Taylor almost hissed.

“Yes daddy,” I said very softly, not meaning to at all and wondering what had possessed me to say it but my brain was turning to mush and my body was convulsing with hot spasms of orgasmic delight so I don’t think I was totally in my right mind.

Taylor Banning was a hard worker who didn’t just sit in his office while someone else swung the hammer. He liked to be right out there in the hot sun, running circles around his younger employees. His stamina was kind of legendary and apparently it even applied to his dick because he fucked me into a state of oblivion where I felt like my soul had left my body and I was just a shell with a hole in it for him to get off in.

Finally he did get off and not surprisingly he got off hard. Every time I thought it was the last spurt there was one more thrust and one more jet of hot sperm slamming into my box. When he finally did pull out I could feel a lot cum dripping out of my pussy, but it was his mixed with my own and I was glad we were in a hotel so cleaning up wouldn’t be my problem.

“Damn Taylor, you rode that poor girl so hard I think she almost passed out,” I heard Mr. Hawkins say.

I still had my butt in the air but I managed to turn my neck and saw Jim and Vanessa lying next to each other naked in the other bed.

“She’s a pro, she can take it,” said Vanessa with a grin.

I hoped she was right because midnight was still a long way off.


CHAPTER 13:

“So I take it you girls are friends as well as co-workers,” said Mr. Hawkins as we were all kind of just catching our breath.

“Oh, yeah, definitely,” I replied cheerfully.

“So just how friendly are you?” Jim asked more pointedly.

It took me a moment to realize that he was asking whether Vanessa and I ever had sex together and I really didn’t know how to answer. We had each screwed each other in training but never as two girls at the same time. The closest to that had been double-teaming Tim’s dick at the pool house but we hadn’t done anything to each other.

I suddenly realized that Vanessa had sucked both Tim’s cock and his father’s, which seemed like some weird porno fantasy thing or the stuff of urban legend. I’d heard a story about a guy who routinely boned his girlfriend’s hot mother but it all went south when he suggested they do a three-way but I always thought that sounded like bullshit. Now I wasn’t so sure. Obviously some very weird things happen when people start having sex.

“Terry didn’t say anything about a lesbian floor show,” said Vanessa, always the business-minded one.

“I just thought it might be a nice way for you to kill some time while we wait for the next round,” said Jim, trying to sound as innocent as a man in his position could muster. “Besides, you know we’re over-paying anyway.”

Vanessa looked at me and I looked at her and then we both just shrugged, which was kind of our universal symbol for I’ll do it if you do it. I had been lying on the same bed that Taylor had banged me on but I got up and came over to where Vanessa was reclining and sat on my knees next to her. Jim was lying on the outer edge of the bed drinking champagne but Taylor just pulled up a chair. I guess he didn’t want to be in the same bed with another man or maybe he just thought he’d get a better view from where he was.

Ironically I had no idea how to have sex with a woman when I was a woman, not that I had much of an idea of how to do it when I was a man. Fortunately I had watched a lot of girl-on-girl scenes in adult videos so I knew there was probably supposed to be a lot of rubbing and touching...and kissing.

We didn’t kiss on the lips professionally, which was something that Terry had made clear to all of our clients. Apparently prostitutes avoid that to prevent any sort of emotional attachment from happening and no one had tried to break the rules. And Terry/Vanessa and I had certainly never kissed, although our lips probably touched at some point while we were sharing Tim’s dick. Now Vanessa boldly put her arms around my neck and pulled me down close to her face before planting a huge wet kiss on my lips.

I knew that Terry found me attractive as Tammy and had more than hinted at us potentially hooking up so I wondered whether Vanessa was just putting on a show to please the customers or perhaps really wanted the opportunity to kiss me.

Fortunately Vanessa was super attractive so it wasn’t hard to get it up for her, if I still had something to get up. I always thought that two women making love looked really beautiful so I was kind of excited by the chance to be part of that sort of thing, regardless of what the motivation was or what kind of hidden agenda people might have.

Vanessa definitely took charge and I wondered whether there was any subtext to that too. Perhaps she was just being the sex tutor she had been during our training or perhaps she was trying to say that even with a pussy she was more of a man than I was and I should accept my place as her bottom, which I was more than happy to do.

As she pulled me down on top of her and we kissed a lot more I realized what she had said about kissing was true. It may seem like one of the more innocent things you could do during sex it was probably the most intimate. Of course this wasn’t just a random kiss with an anonymous customer I was kissing my best friend, who I had harbored some romantic feelings for lately, so maybe that made it more intense but in any case I enjoyed the hell out of it.

Our skin felt so soft as we pressed our breasts together and started to feel each other all over. Although we were both created from the same pill we had different shapes. Vanessa was wider at the hips giving her more of an hourglass figure while my ass and tits kind of stuck out on my slender frame making them look larger than they were.

Vanessa rolled me over on my back and started to finger my pussy and I moaned deeply as I felt her caressing every part of my snatch. When she got to my clit I started squirming and tried to reach for hers but she was in the driver’s seat and she wasn’t going to let me do anything but squeal and shake.

“Ooooooooh...yes...yes...yes…” I cooed more or less over and over as she brought me close to the edge without ever completely letting my slide off.

“Damn,” Taylor sort of whispered through his teeth.

Men loved to see girls doing each other, and I guess we were putting on quite a display, although I wasn’t doing any sort of acting. Suddenly Vanessa stopped fingering me and swung her legs over my torso and leaned down pushing her breasts in my face. I took the invitation immediately and began to suck on one of her nipples.

“Next time you’ll be sucking on my big hard cock. You’d like that, wouldn’t you you horny little bitch,” Vanessa whispered in my ear.

“Oh, yes, please,” I whimpered in reply.

It was kind of weird to hear someone talking about their big hard cock while I had their tits in my face but I knew that Terry was lurking somewhere in that gorgeous female body and that he wanted me very badly. I wanted him too and at the moment I had him, I just had him as a her. I suddenly wished that we had a strap on dildo so that Vanessa could put it on and ram it up my ass but instead I was treated to a fabulous tongue bath as she got down between my legs and started eating me out.

That was the tipping point and Vanessa got a mouthful of my cum as the orgasm that had been building for quite a while finally burst forth with a shattering intensity that had me seeing stars before my eyes.

“Oh God yes! Fuck yes! Fuck, fuck fuck!” I felt like I was screaming but in reality it came out more like a harsh whisper.

Then I looked down and saw that Taylor had gotten behind Vanessa and mounted her. A few moments later Jim was straddling my chest with his dick in my face which I greedily attacked with my mouth.

Just about everyone likes sex I suppose, whether watching it or doing it, but when I was Tammy I felt like it was more than just a little naughty fun. I felt like my body was a sublime vessel of erotic gratification, almost like I was a goddess or a temple priestess from ancient times. It didn’t matter that I was getting paid or that the four of us should probably never have been in the same hotel room at the same time. We formed a human chain of lust that started at the top of my head and ran all the way down to the tips of Taylor’s toes. Damn it was great to be a woman when there was just so much fucking to go around!


CHAPTER 14:

Our little quartet was pretty much the end of the evening. I mean what do you do for an encore after that? It was only about 11:15 but neither of the guys seemed to want to hang around for a possible quickie at the wire so Vanessa and I got dressed and went on our merry way.

There was a lot to digest after such a bizarre evening and it was hard to know where to start. Being fucked by older men was actually a turn on. They weren’t particularly handsome or anything but they were mature and experienced and it made me feel super feminine to be with them.

Being fucked by my former boss was also kind of a kick since I knew the truth but he didn’t. Obviously he’d be shocked, to say the least, to know that he was really banging Bill Archer, the skinny dude who did some roofing for him two summers ago but under the right circumstances just about anything is possible I guess. And since I was past trying to defend my masculine honor I enjoyed feeling small and weak in the arms of a big bear of a man like Taylor.

Then there was Vanessa, or Terry, or both in a way. Having sex with her was outstanding but I really craved the chance to be with Terry as himself. I’d never really thought of him as especially good-looking but I had never really thought about that at all until I became female. Now I thought he was very attractive, at least in my eyes. He had suggested an encounter earlier but through Vanessa he had made his intentions clear. He planned to have me and I couldn’t be happier, although that happiness was tempered with a dose of reality. Once I went back to being male full time all the men I’d had sex with would never know that it had really been with me, but Terry would know. Of course we’d already had sex with each other for practice but it sounded like this would be something different. It was all business with Terry so far but now it sounded like he was interested in mixing business with pleasure and that seemed a little potentially dangerous on an emotional and psychological level.

I was a little surprised, and disappointed, that Terry didn’t act upon his desires right away. Perhaps he got cold feet or had the same concerns I had. In fact the next time I heard from him was a few days later when he contacted me about my next job. Apparently it was going to be kind of different again in that I’d be spending the whole night with the customer in his hotel room. Terry wanted to make sure I was cool with that and that I packed accordingly.

It didn’t bother me at all. In fact it felt kind of funny to just get dressed and go home after everything we had done with Jim and Taylor. I would have been up for a sleepover but Jim was a married man and probably would have had trouble coming up with an excuse for being out all night, and we were just whores after all and once they’d pumped their loads into us a couple of times they really had no use for our company.

I wondered how Terry happened to set up this kind of a gig but I didn’t bother pressing him for a lot of details. I knew where I was supposed to be and when and what to bring with me. I also knew that all of my holes were in play for the client to fill as much as he wanted until the next morning when I’d be off the clock. I really didn’t know how many times the average man could ejaculate in the course of one evening but it didn’t really matter to me. That was his job. Not having to worry about having an erection was a definite benefit of being a girl.

It was kind of a swanky hotel so I was told to bring something to wear to a fanny restaurant if the client felt like dining, and of course to pack the sexiest lingerie I could find. Giving me an excuse to go shopping was a bonus, as far as I was concerned, even if it ate into the profits. I had already made so much more money than I could have ever hoped for that I was quite happy to invest some of it back into the business.

In addition to a new dress I also had my hair done professionally in a more sophisticated style and by the time I was ready to go to work I had transformed from girl-next-door to certified bombshell. It was really pretty amazing how much the clothes and hair transformed my look entirely and it made me feel incredibly sexy and beautiful.

When I got to the room at the appointed hour I was all ready to try and make a very sensuous entrance but instead I was caught kind of stunned as Terry opened the door.

“Oh, shit...did the guy cancel?” I said very rather lamely.

“Ah...no. I’m the guy. I sort of hoped you’d already figured that out,” Terry replied.

“Jesus, I am one dumb bimbo when I’ve got cock on my brain,” I said with a chuckle.

“I hope you’re not disappointed,” said Terry.

“Well I was planning on making some pretty good money tonight,” I teased.

“I am paying for the room,” Terry pointed out. “And I’d love to buy you dinner if you’re hungry.”

“I suppose that will have to do,” I said.

We went straight down to the restaurant and I was happy with the fashion choices I had made. I think I nailed it pretty well. Dressy but not over-the-top. I think our waiter also approved because he kept trying to look down my top, but in fairness there was a lot cleavage showing so it was hard not to notice my boobs, which of course was exactly the plan.

“You look spectacular. I wish I could say that you had dressed that way for me,” said Terry.

“Well if you had just told me what you had in mind I would have dressed this way for you,” I said. “And you did tell me what to pack so I did dress for you even if I didn’t know I was doing it at the time.”

It was crazy but I kind of had butterflies in my stomach. We were long time friends and we’d already had sex in almost every gender combination possible but this felt like new territory with new rules and risks. We were obviously going to spend the night fucking but I wondered how different it might be doing it in such a date-like situation.

As soon as we were back in our room Terry put his arms around my waist and we just gazed into each other’s eyes before, our lips sort of inching forward until they finally met. The butterflies in my stomach turned into eagles and I felt warm and fuzzy all over.

“Our first kiss,” said Terry once our lips had parted.

“I think we did a whole lot of kissing the other night,” I reminded him.

“I meant our first kiss as our real selves,” he replied.

It seemed like kind of a funny way to put it, since he was himself but I was obviously Tammy, but I figured that was probably what he meant. As we kissed some more I felt the zipper on the back of my dress going down and soon the dress went down too. It was the kind of dress you couldn’t wear a bra with so I was just standing there with my panties and my shoes on.

“I believe that you suggested that I should suck your big hard cock,” I said as I put my hand on his crotch.

“And as I recall you were quite enthusiastic about that suggestion,” said Terry.

“Then I guess I better get down and start sucking,” I said as I got on my knees and unzipped his pants. “I am a horny little bitch after all.”


CHAPTER 15:

It was just another dick, I thought. You’ve sucked plenty by this time. All shapes and sizes, some more attractive than others, but still all performing the same function at the end. Why did I feel so different with Terry’s dick in my mouth this time? I wanted to please him, but I always wanted to please men. I guess what was sort of different was that I probably really wanted him to love me.

As pointless as that exercise might be I couldn’t deny the feelings I had developed for him. I was so impressed with his cleverness and his business acumen and even though he sometimes turned into a woman like I did it diminish his manhood in my eyes one little bit.

It seemed obvious to me that my craving to be feminine wasn’t just the result of taking those pills because Terry showed no similar signs and obviously had no trouble at all performing in his natural male state. I just loved being female and never more so than in a situation like the one I was in at the time, with me on my knees and Terry’s cock in my mouth.

I was always pretty enthusiastic about giving head but I think this time my emotions kind of kicked me into another gear and I was seriously attacking his member like a crazed animal.

“You were right. You definitely are a horny little bitch,” Terry commented.

“Isn’t that good?” I mumbled with a mouthful of prick.

“Oh, that’s very good from my perspective.”

It was pretty damn good from my perspective too. Since I couldn’t control the way I felt I  figured there was no point in feeling any shame about it. I had become a woman literally so that I could be a whore. It seemed like a crazy and possibly stupid idea but fortunately for me it turned out way better than I could ever have imagined. Of course that was not without its own complications.

For one thing my sexual preference seemed to be seriously altered. If Terry had offered to switch places I honestly don’t think I would have had any interest in banging Vanessa when I was male. I’d probably do it if we were both female but I was happiest in my role as a woman trying to please a man, especially a man like Terry that I had a total crush on.

It had certainly come as quite a surprise to me that I was probably gay but I couldn’t really deny that my lust for men didn’t go away when I took a pill and changed back to my old self. That fact didn’t really bother me as much as it might have with some guys but it was also very depressing because I didn’t just like screwing men I liked having men screw me when I was a woman. The summer was passing quickly and soon I’d be off to school as a man but I had no idea how messed up my head might be at that point.

And I suppose the most complicated thing of all was how I felt about Terry. Obviously he liked me as a girl and I loved the idea of being his girlfriend but to what end? I wanted to tell him about my feelings but that seemed kind of risky. Maybe he just enjoyed the convenient no strings attached sex that he could have with me. According to my clients I was pretty good at fucking and sucking so perhaps Terry simply thought of me as a “fringe benefit” of our business enterprise. It would be pretty awkward if I got all mushy and romantic when he was just looking to get his rocks off. And the other option was even more tricky.

What if he had genuine feelings for me as a girl? What if he wanted us to be in a relationship as much as I wanted it? That sounded wonderful for the time being but potentially devastating in just a matter of weeks. Being a whore had just been a summer job. An unusual one, but one that I could walk away from easily when the summer was over but being in love with a man seemed like more of an all the time proposition.

“God, that look in your eyes drives me crazy,” said Terry.

I knew he could see my lust but did he also see my longing? Did he know that his dick wasn’t just another stick in my mouth, it was something special to me? Maybe we could just use non-verbal communication to express our feelings without saying anything out loud that might be hard to live with later.

Then I thought that maybe one could walk away from a summer romance just like ending a job at the season’s conclusion. When I was sixteen my family took a trip to Hawaii and I met this girl from England named Julie who was staying with her family at the same hotel. When I saw her in a bikini I thought she was the hottest girl I had ever seen and I couldn’t believe how lucky I was that she wanted to hang out with me.

We never went all the way but we fooled around a lot and I developed a mad crush on her but there was no future in that romance. She lived half way around the world from me, and although we could have tried to keep in touch we both seemed to know that what we had was just a summer fling. Actually I thought she probably had a boyfriend back home, and if she didn’t she would have hooked up with someone soon enough.

Vacations are all about breaking from the norm and living a better or different life for a confined period of time. Nice hotels have great air conditioning and room service and maid’s to clean up after you, the way I suppose rich people live all the time. You know you’re not going to spend the rest of your life sightseeing and eating in great restaurants all the time or whatever it is that you like to do on vacation but you try to enjoy it to the fullest and look forward to doing it again in the future.

Maybe Terry and I could take a little vacation from reality and be boyfriend and girlfriend for a few weeks, knowing that the romance had a very limited shelf life. This whole weird summer seemed like a dream to me already so maybe in time it would be hard to remember that it ever happened.

Suddenly I felt a hot jet of sperm slamming against the back of my throat and realized that Terry was starting to cum in my mouth. Call me crazy but that was actually my favorite part of the blowjob. The payoff. The reward for my efforts. The fact that it was Terry’s cum, and that I knew I had just made him a very happy man, made the sensation all the tastier.

“Oh, babe, that was fantastic,” said Terry with a heavy sigh.

“The pleasure was all mine,” I replied as I stayed on my knees looking up at him with his jizz on my lips.

“I’m glad you enjoy sucking cock so much but I can assure you I got a good deal of pleasure out of it too,” Terry joked.

“I do enjoy sucking cock,” I replied. “But I especially enjoy sucking yours.”

“Oh, yeah? What makes my cock so special?” Terry said with a chuckle.

“It’s special because it’s yours,” I said.

“That’s good, because I especially enjoy it when you suck my cock. Fortunately we have the whole night to enjoy all of the things that we especially enjoy doing to each other, said Terry as he lifted me from the floor and gave me the deepest most passionate kiss I had ever felt in my life.

“I love...that you’re so cool about all of this,” I said as my knees wobbled and I almost let the truth slip out.

“And I love damn near everything about you Tammy,” he replied before kissing me again.

The butterflies in my stomach felt like the size of bats as Terry slowly undressed me, kissing and caressing my body all over as each new part was exposed. Whatever this was and however we chose to define it it was certainly the most romantic feeling that I had ever known.


CHAPTER 16:

I rarely did missionary position on the job, and actually probably preferred taking it from behind, but spreading my legs and pulling them back for Terry to enter me from the top was pretty damn wonderful. A lot of people thought of this as the “normal” way to have sex even though it was one of the most awkward and unnatural positions you could use. I suppose the animalistic connotation of humping from behind put some people off but actually for me that was a big part of the appeal. I liked the idea of the male of the species putting his penis inside me from the back, even though I wasn’t trying to produce any offspring.

Lying on my back twisted up like a pretzel may not have been as primal but it was quite awesome to look up at Terry as he loomed over me and began to work his magic between my legs. I really wanted that eye contact, hoping that he would see how crazy I was about him.

It was funny how different our relationship was when I had a pussy. Terry had always been a good friend but we were just buddies who liked a lot of the same things and got along really well. A couple of guys who hung out together. But when I was a girl I looked at Terry and got all bubbly and love struck. He wasn’t just a guy I wanted to hang out with he was the guy I wanted to be with all the time.

When Terry put his cock inside me it was obviously fun but it felt like it could be so much more than just that. I wanted it to be a personal intimate connection and an expression of our deep feelings for one another. That was kind of ironic since the only reason I became a woman at all was to be a prostitute and make some easy money having meaningless sex.

It was also ironic that even though I was physically smaller and weaker as Tammy I felt so incredibly snug and secure in my lover’s strong arms. So maybe I couldn’t reach things on the top shelf of the kitchen cabinets quite as easily, it seemed like a small price to pay for all of the wonderful things I got in return by being female.

Most wonderful of all was looking down and seeing the shaft of Terry’s cock working its way back and forth inside me. My pussy was so snug and I felt warm all over as he banged me in that rhythm people get into during sex. Sometimes I just bent over and let the guy ram it into me like I was an inflatable sex toy but Terry and I were in a real groove where we moved as one.

“Did you ever imagine we’d end up like this when this whole crazy thing started?” asked Terry.

“No, I thought I’d chicken out the first time I had to touch someone else’s dick,” I replied.

“I’m glad you didn’t,” said Terry.

“Me too. I like touching dicks...and sucking them...and having them drilled into my tight little holes.”

“If you keep talking like that I don’t think I’ll be able to last much longer,” said Terry.

“Don’t worry about that babe. Like you said we’ve got the whole night. You go right ahead and put that hot cum inside me whenever you feel like it.”

“You know you don’t have to pretend with me, I’m not a client,” Terry reminded me.

“I’m not pretending, this is just who I am,” I replied. “I’m a dirty girl, what can I say? I think dirty thoughts and say dirty things and fuck like the whore I am.”

“Oh God…”

“Let it rip baby. Fill me up with your sticky goodness.”

As Terry prepared to put his load into me a very weird image ran through my head. I saw us as a married couple trying to have a baby and I could picture hoping that his sperm would impregnate me. It was such a strange thing to be thinking but it filled me with warmth and I wondered what it would be like to actually give birth to another human being.

Of course Terry wasn’t really going to knock me up because tomorrow I would be back to normal and the female biological clock would be reset. But what if I didn’t change back? What if I just stayed in this body for the rest of my life? Would that please Terry? Would that make him want me as much as I wanted him?

Suddenly I felt another strange sensation and realized that Terry wasn’t the only one about to cum. If I got off with a client that was great, but often resulted because I used my hand to speed the process along, but now I was about to have an orgasm seemingly at the same time Terry was.

“Oh baby...you’re making me cum!” I blurted out.

“Good. I’m about to cum too,” Terry grunted.

Then it just kind of happened. Terry started to ejaculate inside me and I kind of let out a cross between a moan and a scream as I felt the most intense sensation of pleasure I had ever known.

“Oh my God, baby, I love you so much!” I cried out as his hot jizz mingled with my own sweet juices and I clutched at his back so hard I think I probably left scratch marks.

“I love you too babe. You’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever known,” Terry replied.

Terry stayed on top of me, with his dick still in my snatch, as we kind of alternated between kissing and him sucking on my nipples and squeezing my boobs. I found the feeling of his weight pressing me down into the mattress really appealing for some reason and I couldn’t remember a time in my life where I was quite this happy.

“I hope I didn’t freak you out with what I said,” I almost whispered at one point during our afterglow make out session. “People say all kinds off weird shit in the throes of passion.”

“I hope I didn’t freak you out too because I meant what I said,” Terry replied. “You are the most amazing woman I’ve ever known and I’m absolutely crazy about you.”

“But that doesn’t seem possible, does it? I mean I’m not really a woman. And it wasn’t like I had this big fantasy about becoming female I just did it for the money,” I pointed out.

“Well that was certainly the motivation but it sort of looks like in the process you discovered something about yourself that you probably never suspected. You’re definitely a woman, as far as I’m concerned, and you’re damn good at it too,” said Terry.

“Yeah, but am I really? I think I turned out to be a pretty good whore but what do I know about being female aside from applying makeup and choosing sexy clothes and sucking dick? Maybe I’d be terrible at the mundane stuff. Maybe I’d just be this annoying bitch who got on your nerves all the time,” I said.

“I doubt that somehow but I have an idea. You’ve already made way more money than you needed to impress your dad. Probably too much money really, since it would be hard to explain how you got so much cash so fast, but tell him whatever you think he’ll want to hear. Then tell your folks that you’re going to celebrate the end of summer by going on a trip with your buddy Terry, which will be true, except that you’ll be going as Tammy instead of Frank. Why don’t we find out how you like being female for an extended period of time and see whether you’re the perfect girlfriend or some annoying bitch that gets on my nerves.”


CHAPTER 17:

It was a great plan and I wasn’t going to question Terry’s judgment. It wasn’t that I thought of him as the “brains” of the outfit, while I was just some dumb bimbo, but he was certainly an “ideas man” and most of his ideas seemed to work out really well.

Being female 24/7 was exciting but also a bit of a daunting proposition. For one thing I needed clothes that didn’t make me look like a hooker, or at least so much like a hooker that I’d be getting propositioned on our vacation. It would really be the first time I was dressing to please myself instead of a client, although I naturally wanted to please Terry with my style choices. I was also going to be wearing a bra for much longer stretches than I was used to but I had a feeling that I’d be spending a fair amount of time on this trip naked.

Tammy had always just been this “character” that I played whenever I took a pill and transformed. I knew how Tammy walked and talked and acted but now Tammy was going to actually be me and I wondered how different that might be.

I was actually kind of a jittery, bubbly ball of energy. I was excited to have so much girl time alone with Terry but I also felt like a spy behind enemy lines. I would be surrounded by “real” women who might see through my disguise at any moment and expose me as a fraud.

Fortunately Terry was a real calming influence on me. “It’s no big deal,” he kept saying, or “fuck ‘em if they’ve got a problem.”

One of the things I always admired about Terry was the way he seemed to have his shit together. Some people have plans but they’re really just dreams and in the end they’re just talk but Terry was decisive. He did his homework and then he tried to put things into action. I always wished that I could be more like him in that respect but at the moment it was cool enough that he was my temporary boyfriend and kind of taking charge of things.

Another thing that was great about the way Terry handled our situation was the fact that he never particularly referenced my maleness. It was like I was just this girl named Tammy and always had been. He treated me like a woman, which made me feel more like a woman, which gave me more confidence and helped me to relax somewhat and enjoy our getaway.

It was really the best of times for me. High school was fading into my rear view mirror and I had never had so much money before. It wasn’t like I was suddenly rich but in teenager terms I was pretty flush with cash. I had also never had such a serious crush on anyone before, and certainly not on anyone who reciprocated like Terry did. Those pills that Terry had found were really some kind of a wonder drug because they not only changed my gender they changed damn near everything about my life for the better.

That being said it’s kind of hard to wrap your head around the idea that you were probably living in the wrong body your whole life. It doesn’t seem like the universe should make that kind of mistake but I guess it happens way more than we tend to assume. Gender assignment is really more of a crap shoot than an orderly plan. It’s a coin toss with one big result riding on the outcome, but somehow I had been given a chance to toss it again, although this time with a two-headed coin so there was only one way it could turn out. Perhaps I should have said a two-tailed coin since I had done it specifically to become a piece of tail.

Despite my initial nervousness everything went pretty smoothly. I did have to remember not to walk into the wrong bathroom and I was not very skilled in sitting in a short skirt in a ladylike fashion but I don’t think I committed any really terrible faux pas. Most of the time my instincts, or perhaps my feminine intuition if you will, seemed to be on track and I just did what any normal girl my age would probably do.

Of course the sex part was easy, and there was a heck of a lot of that, although I was still learning how to be a good lover to the same man over and over instead of just being a bunch of holes to stuff for whoever had the cash.

“You know what I especially love about your cock?” I asked one evening as we were lying on top of our big comfy hotel bed.

“No, what?” Terry replied.

“It looks so fierce.”

“That’s an interesting choice of words,” Terry said with a chuckle.

“I mean it’s got all these veins and bulges when it’s really hard. It’s a totally serious, no bullshit cock,” I said.

“Well...thank you. I take that as a compliment,” said Terry.

“Oh, it is. It’s a big compliment actually. You know what else I really like about your cock?”

“No, what else do you really like about my cock?”

“It’s so manly it makes me really glad that I’m a woman and that I get to have you stick it inside me. I mean seriously, dude, what girl wouldn’t want to climb on that big pole and ride it?”

“Believe me, plenty have declined the opportunity,” said Terry.

“Dumb bitches, what did they know?” I scoffed. “More for me anyway.”

“So I take it you want to climb on my big pole and ride it?”

“In due time. First I’m going to suck it and get it super hard. Then I’m going to get on top of you and bounce around like a maniac until I’m creaming all over your big manly dick,” I announced.

“Okay, sounds like you have a viable plan and good objectives so I see no reason not to commence,” said Terry.

I thought it was a pretty good plan myself but I was happy to hear a positive second opinion, especially since I valued Terry’s judgment, and he would be an important part of said plan.

For the first phase I leaned over my man and kind of stretched out along side him with my lower body. I had already been kind of casually stroking his prick so I didn’t need to do much more of that to get him fully erect. The goal of this BJ was simply to get him warmed up, and to give me the pleasure of tasting his manhood a little before mounting him for the main event.

Maybe some of you think I’m crazy for waxing prosaic about blowjobs so much but honestly they’re really fantastic. I think everyone should probably suck a cock at least once in their life to experience it for themselves. If nothing else they would learn a little something about what it takes to give good head and hopefully appreciate it more when someone did it to them.

Anyway, as I said, the dick sucking was just an appetizer and before too long I straddled Terry’s waist and prepared to lower myself down onto his waiting rod. I had brought a variety of sexy lingerie with me and at the moment was wearing a black outfit that was basically a sheer bra and a garter belt that held up equally sheer stockings. I removed the bra before taking my seat because I knew that a big part of the fun for Terry would be watching my boobs bouncing up and down as I rode him.

With that out of the way it was time to let him slip inside me and I gasped, as I almost always did, when the cock first pressed past my pussy lips. Then I took my time and savored each inch as I raised and lowered myself repeatedly on his rigid member. Sometimes I just let my pussy bottom out on his pelvis and then rocked back and forth before riding the elevator again but once I really got started bouncing there was no stopping until I felt his hot semen blasting up inside my cunt.

I was correct that Terry would enjoy watching my bouncy boobs and it seemed to delight him to try and capture them in his grasp only to see them slip away again and sway wildly as I started to climax.

“Jesus Christ you are such a stud! Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me baby...fuck meeeeeeeeeee!” I cried out.

Honestly there wasn’t much of anything he could do at that point except play with my tits or hold my waist. I was driving the engine forward and his job was to simply ejaculate inside me when he was ready, which he did shortly after my own orgasm had taken hold of my brain, body and soul.

“Fuck you’re an amazing lover,” Terry gasped when I finally stopped riding him and just bent down to kiss him.

“Aw, shucks, I bet you say that to all the whores in your stable,” I teased.

“Well with the summer coming to an end I’d say the stables are closed,” said Terry.

As strange as it sounds I actually felt a little bit of sadness over the realization that my days as a hooker were over. Not that I really wanted to be a prostitute my whole life but it had definitely been one wild and amazing experience, and best of all it had given me the opportunity to discover the wonders of womanhood.

In any case I wasn’t going to let anything spoil the magical mood I was in. I was young and happy and madly in love with a wonderful guy. The clock was ticking on this idyllic scenario so there was no point in wasting any of that precious time on wistful thinking.


CHAPTER 18:

“So have you decided anything?” asked Terry one day when our romantic getaway was winding down.

“I’ve decided that I’d rather have your cock inside me than any other man on the planet’s,” I replied with a grin.

“I appreciate that, and believe me, I’d rather put it inside you than anyone else but what I meant was have you decided anything about the future?” said Terry.

I was kind of confused. My future had kind of already been decided, I assumed. I was going to start going to college and eventually I would have to find a job and then life would sort of go wherever it went. I hadn’t been dwelling on any of that because I wanted the fantasy life I was living to go on forever.

“I’m not sure I know what you mean?” I replied.

“Well I assume part of this trip was to give you some time being female to help you decide whether you wanted to make that change permanent,” said Terry.

Suddenly I felt like the dumbest bimbo in the world. Terry was a practical guy. While I’m sure he would enjoy a spontaneous romantic vacation it would make sense that he would see it as  part of larger picture. He was obviously as much in love with me as I was with him and wanted to know whether there was any future for us as a couple. I had just been trying not to think about anything other than the happiness of the moment but now it was kind of all on the table in front of me.

I didn’t know what the legalities or red tape might be but theoretically if I just stopped taking the pill while I was female I’d stay a woman indefinitely. I suppose I always knew that bit I hadn’t really considered it as a choice I might want to make. Now that I was thinking of it that way I could think of lots of reasons why I would want to make that choice. Unfortunately I could also see some drawbacks.

It was one thing to suddenly announce to my family that after giving no indication of being transgender I had decided to spend the rest of my life as a woman but an awful lot of my friends, and other people who knew me, knew Tammy as some whore they paid to have sex with.  It was the fact that nobody would ever know that Tammy was really me that made it much easier  to go along with the plan in the first place. They would also know that they had been “tricked” in a way into thinking that I was a cis woman, although technically there was really no difference once you took the pill. It wasn’t like I was trying to make my male body look more female I was actually transformed completely.

While I didn’t think it was too likely that any of my clients would feel offended I did worry that it might give me a reputation that would be hard to live down. I didn’t really want three months of turning tricks to define the rest of my life.

On the other hand I didn’t have to make a big deal of it. Terry was my closest friend, and he obviously wanted me to stay female, so whose opinion was I really worried about? It was my body, even if it wasn’t the one I was born with, and I enjoyed the experience and no one got hurt so if somebody couldn’t handle the fact that I had changed it was really kind of their problem more than mine.

Ultimately the decision to remain female was much easier to make than I thought it would be. It wasn’t like my two week vacation as a girl was sufficient time to know everything about what I was getting into but it was enough to push me over the top. I didn’t know what to expect so I didn’t have a lot of expectations. That was actually kind of exciting. A lot of things were going to be new to me, and some things I would probably enjoy more than others, but that was life in a nutshell anyway, wasn’t it? You can make all the plans in the world but fate has a way of tossing things your way that you never expected…like me turning female and becoming a hooker and then realizing that I loved being female so much I decided to stay that way for the rest of my life. Never saw that coming, but I’m sure glad it came.

In a weird way I sort of owe it all to my dad and his work ethic. Without him pushing me to take a summer job I would have just been lazy and bummed around the whole summer doing nothing. Instead I ended up with a big wad of cash, killer tits and a sweet little pussy, and an absolutely fantastic boyfriend that I loved madly with all my heart. Nice work when you can get it.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I was talking to somebody and they were reminiscing about the summer jobs they used to have and how it seemed like a drag back then but compared to the day-to-day grind of “real” employment it now seemed kind of idyllic. Of course they hadn’t done any gender changing or turned any tricks but in my dirty mind that was the first thing I thought of when I thought about a story involving someone getting a summer job before heading off to college. That’s pretty much where the inspiration for this story came from. Hope you enjoyed it!


NEW VIDEOS!

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

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

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