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CHAPTER 1:

I was at kind of a crossroads in life. After two years of studying art in college I was taking a break to try and figure out whether I really wanted to continue that path or shift to something more practical that might help me actually get a job after I graduated. I had always loved art but I didn’t know whether I really had any hope of making a living off of it. Of course studying art didn’t mean that you had to be an artist yourself, you could get a job in a gallery or as an appraiser or as a teacher or something but if that’s what I ended up doing I wasn’t sure it was much better than going into a field with a more likely employment portal with greater financial potential.

I had a friend named Denise Calhoun who had started working for a temporary employment agency and seemed to be doing rather well with it although she seemed a little reluctant to share many details with me for some reason. Denise and I were one of those kind of rare situations where we had dated for a while and then promised to be friends after breaking up who actually did remain friends. In some ways I think we may have even grown closer from the experience.

Needing to get some kind of work going in a hurry I pestered her about the temp agency a couple of times but she still seemed reluctant to open up about it. I figured maybe she didn’t want the competition of someone new working at the same agency if jobs were limited or something so I tried not to press it too hard. Finally she sat me down and confessed the reason for her reluctance and it did come as a bit of a shock.

“Look Skyler, it’s absolutely nothing personal,” said Denise. “I’d hook you up with that agency in a heartbeat if I thought it was something you would be interested in but I have to warn you it’s not a normal temp agency.”

“Okay now you have to tell me,” I said with a laugh. “That sounds incredibly intriguing.”

“Fuck it, maybe you’d like it, how do I know?” said Denise with a shrug. “This agency caters to a very specific and exclusive list of clients. The range of employment fields is vast and your experience level is often of little importance. The clients are usually wealthy and the pay is absolutely fantastic.”

“So there’s obviously a catch and I assume it’s a big one.” I said with a grin.

“Yeah, the agency provides free use employees and you have to be down with that in order to work with them,” said Denise.

“I’m not sure I follow. What exactly do you mean by free use?” I asked.

“You know, you have to agree to have sex with the client whenever they want it,” she replied casually.

That kind of threw me for a loop. To begin with I couldn’t imagine that such a place would exist and if it did I couldn’t picture Denise working there.

“How the hell does that work exactly?” I inquired.

“How do you think?” she shot back. “Someone hires you to do a job and you do it but if they feel like having sex with you then you have sex with them. It’s a kink for rich people, what can I say? The job part of it is usually the least important thing and sometimes just an excuse to live out their fantasies.”

“But isn’t that like prostitution or something?”

“Yeah, kind of,” Denise replied. “I mean from a legal standpoint you’re having consensual sex with your employer so it’s ethically murky at best but I don’t really give a shit about that. So far it’s been pretty fun and the pay is great. If I get tired of doing it or have some bad experiences I’ll stop doing it.”

“That makes sense,” I said, even though I wasn’t sure that any of it made sense really.

“I would have told you about it sooner but they only hire women so I wasn’t sure how you would feel about that.”

“Well I’d obviously feel pretty unqualified since I’m a man,” I said with a chuckle.

“But you don’t have to be if you don’t want to.”

“Now you’re really losing me,” I said.

“Haven’t you ever heard of those pills that temporarily change your gender?” asked Denise.

“Yeah, I think I heard something about that back in college but I never gave it much credit as being real. It sounded like an urban myth or something,” I told her.

“No, they’re real enough. I just didn’t know whether you’d be willing to even consider something like that.”

When it sank in that she was serious my head kind of started to spin. My ex-girlfriend was telling me that she had a job where she got paid a lot of money but had to have sex with her employer and was suggesting that I do the same thing. She obviously knew that I liked girls so I wondered what would make he think that I would ever be interested in doing something like that.

“Just out of curiosity have I ever done or said anything that implied to you that I had some desire to become female?” I asked.

“No, not really. That’s why I never told you more about this despite you constantly harassing me for info,” she replied. “But like I said, maybe you’d like it for all I know. It’s just a job and it’s all temporary. You know I’m not big on judging people. It seems like you’re kind of spinning your wheels trying to figure out what you really want to do but you need some money and this would be a way of making some decent cash while you try to sort things out.”

“But I assume that I’d have to have sex with men,” I said.

“So, I do it all the time.”

“Yeah, but you’re a woman.”

“And you would be too if you did it. A lot of women rather enjoy having sex with men.”

“Well what if I don’t enjoy it? What if I hate it?” I asked.

“I guess we’d have to find that out first. You could take the pill and I could hook you up with some guy and you could try it and see if you liked it. Hell, I could take the pill and become a guy and do it with you if you’re freaked out about the idea of some stranger banging you the first time,” Denise suggested.

Now things were getting even weirder. Obviously I’d had sex with Denise before but never when the roles were reversed, not even play acting or something. Still I did notice that I was getting a little aroused by this conversation so I had to admit to myself that the idea was kind of kinky. And as Denise pointed out it was all just temporary, both the work and the potential gender change. If Denise and I both took the pill and I chickened out that would be the end of it but if for some reason it wasn’t that bad then  maybe I could try it for a little while and bank some money to buy myself some more time to get my shit together.

“Okay, if you’re willing to take that pill I’ll give it a shot,” I said.

“Cool. It will certainly be an interesting twist on our old sex life.”


CHAPTER 2:

I went to Denise’s place to have our big experimental sex session and we decided to take the pill in different rooms so that we would see each other already transformed after the pill did its thing. Denise went into the bathroom and I went into her bedroom and took off all my clothes before popping a pill in my mouth and washing it down with some water.

Getting naked in her room was a very familiar feeling but what happened to me after taking that pill was definitely a new experience. It all happened amazingly fast and as crazy as it sounds it really did turn me into a woman. I had tits and a pussy and when I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror I could see that I was actually quite attractive. Suddenly I heard a knock at the door and heard an unfamiliar male voice which kind of freaked me out.

“Are you ready in there?” asked the voice, which obviously was Denise.

“Just a second,” I replied.

For some reason I jumped on the bed and kind of struck a pose I guess. I wasn’t sure if I was trying to cover myself up or look more alluring but I just felt weird standing there in the buff.

“Come in,” I called when I was situated.

The door opened and a rather well-built young man entered. It had to be Denise but it seemed hard to believe. For a moment I wondered whether she was pulling some kind of a prank on me and sending in some dude to mess with my head but I couldn’t think of any reason why she would do that.

“Hey, look at me, I’ve got kind of a big dick,” said Denise as she swung her penis around in her hand. “And hey, look at you, you’re a hot piece of ass.”

I didn’t quite know what to say to either of those comments. My ex-girlfriend was waving her dick around and calling me a piece of ass. How was my brain supposed to process that kind of information coming at me so fast.

“Let me get a better look at you,” said Denise as she jumped on the bed with me and spread my legs apart. “We’ll have to trim that bush of course but you definitely have the tools. Let me see your ass.”

Denise just rolled me over and pulled me up by my hips so that my butt was sticking up in the air. I’d never been man-handled like that and it took me completely by surprise, still I didn’t object or protest. I guess I still was kind of in shock.

“Yeah, baby, you got a nice behind,” she said with a slap on my rump. “These pills seem to do a really good job.”

With that she rolled me over on my back again and lay down beside me. I couldn’t believe how nervous I was. Fundamentally I was just naked in bed with Denise, something I had done many times before, but under the circumstances I didn’t feel like this was any sort of a continuation of our former amorous activities. I mean on some level I knew who she really was but she looked and sounded like someone totally different, which I suppose was true of me as well.

“Nice rack. I think they’re going to jump to sign you at the temp agency,” said Denise as she began to fondle my breasts.

“Doesn’t this seem kind of weird to you?” I asked.

“Of course it does, but weird in a good way. I always wondered what you guys felt like when you had an erection. It’s pretty intense, isn’t it?”

“I certainly can be,” I replied, noting for the first time that she was now hard as a rock, which made her prick look even bigger.

“So I guess you’re turned on by seeing a naked girl?”

“Hell yeah,” she replied. “Especially one as hot as you are.”

She leaned over and kissed me and I put my arms around her neck. With my eyes closed it was much easier to feel like I was back on familiar ground but I knew that it wasn’t. My heavy bosom pressed up against her chest was kind of a giveaway, and I was feeling things down between my legs that I’d never felt before.

“I guess the pill must do something to your brain in addition to changing your body,” I suggested hopefully, trying to find an excuse for why I was getting so horny.

“Makes sense, although it may just be the fact that you’re acting on natural biological impulse,” said Denise. “I mean there’s nothing odd about a man and a woman being attracted to one another.”

“True, but a minute ago I wasn’t a woman and you weren’t a man,” I pointed out.

“But now we are and I’ve got a hard on and I want to stick it inside you.”

“Just like that?” I asked.

“No baby, we can work up to it,” said Denise as she slipped a hand between my legs and started to finger my snatch.

This time I initiated the kiss and tried to block out the memory of who we really were or what we had done in the past. We were just a guy and a girl making out on a bed. If I actually decided to try this crazy job thing this is presumably what I’d be doing with strange men. As long as I could compartmentalize my brain and keep my male memories pushed to the background maybe I could really just think of myself as a woman and let them have at it. The kissing and touching thing that was going on was pretty nice so far. Maybe the rest of it wouldn’t be so bad after all.

“You want to touch my dick?” asked Denise.

“I don’t know. I already know what a dick feels like,” I replied.

“You want to suck it? I assume you don’t know what that feels like, unless you’ve been holding out on me,” said Denise with a chuckle.

“I’m not sure this line of conversation is helping me,” I told her.

“Relax, I’m just messing around with you. I don’t expect you to go straight for the blowjob, but don’t act like you never pressured me to do it,” said Denise with a chuckle.

She was right about that. I did like getting my dick sucked and I wasn’t always terribly shy about making that known to her. Now I felt kind of guilty because the thought of putting that big thing in my mouth was kind of scary.

“Maybe we should just cut to the chase and see how you feel getting fucked,” said Denise as she spread my legs open and got between them.

“Okay,” I said very softly.

Then I felt her cock pressing up against the opening of my pussy and a moment later it slid into me like a key going into a lock. I think that’s actually a pretty good analogy because it definitely unlocked something within me.


CHAPTER 3:

Obviously I knew what fucking felt like but it hadn’t really prepared me for the sensation of being penetrated by a hot cock. First off it was just crazy feeling it push its way deep inside me and I think I realized for the first time what an aggressive act that was. That’s a big hard object and its suddenly being thrust into you over and over again. I was just laying there on my back with my legs wide open showing Denise my slit so that she could pound it. As I looked down I realized that I was seeing the view she used to have when I was doing that to her and it gave me kind of a new perspective.

“This is pretty cool,” said Denise. “How do you like it babe?”

“It’s...different,” I replied, trying not to sound too enthusiastic.

“We can stop if you don’t like it,” said Denise, calling my bluff.

“No, no, I didn’t say that,” I quickly added.

“I didn’t think so. That look on your face is kind of a give away,” said Denise with a laugh. “Just don’t expect me to last too long. I have no idea how to pace this thing.”

“Not as easy as it looks, is it?” I joked.

“I guess we’ll find out.”

I think it bothered me a little that my ex-girlfriend had a bigger dick than I did, but when it appeared that she also had some pretty good stamina I started to feel rather inferior. Ironically that actually made it easier for me to embrace the new role I was playing. I guess I kind of wanted to be emasculated so that I could distance myself from my male identity. I mean I wasn’t going to win any dick judging contests at the moment so why fight it?

It was also kind of nice to be on the receiving end for a change. It certainly made my pussy feel good but it made me feel good all over as well. I felt my nipples kind of tingle and flashes of energy sparking inside me at different points as Denise moved her prick back and forth. It was kind of like the difference between having someone massage just one knee or having them massage your whole body. It seemed like something I might really be able to get into.

“You look really pretty when you’re getting fucked,” Denise commented as my body kind of rose and fell to meet her thrusts.

“Thank you, so do you, I mean you look pretty when you’re getting fucked as a girl,” I said.

“I figured that was what you meant,” Denise said with a smile. “You look really happy. I think having a pussy suits you.”

I wasn’t sure if that was an insult to my manhood or my bedroom skills as her ex-boyfriend but I tried not to take it that way. I figured she was just trying to be supportive and make me feel more comfortable about what could have been the most humiliating experience of my life. I appreciated that and kind of wondered why we had never made our relationship work when we were such good friends.

I could see myself going to work and getting paid to feel like this I thought. It wasn’t really me getting fucked anyway, was it? It was some new creation based off of my DNA or something so it was a little like playing with house chips. There wouldn’t be any emotional baggage, it was just be a fun way to make some good money.

As Denise and I began to accelerate the pace of the action I became even more stimulated and soon we were kissing again, rather passionately, as I felt the constant probing between my legs. I hated to admit it but it was probably the best sex we’d ever had.

“Oooo yessssss…” I cooed. “Yes, that’s it!”

“I’m not going to last much longer,” Denise warned me.

“That’s alright, I’m ready for it,” I replied.

Soon thereafter Denise began to ejaculate inside me and I felt all squishy and wet and warm. Knowing that a man was putting his semen in me was just so weird, but strangely appealing.

“So how was that?” asked Denise once she had pulled out and flopped down next to me.

“I’ve got to say it was pretty amazing, and for your first time having a dick you used it like a pro,” I said.

“I don’t think I ever appreciated how much work that took. That was really hard on my arms and I kept having to back off so that I wouldn’t cum too fast,” said Denise.

Again it was hard not to think that my girlfriend was better at fucking as a man than I was. Maybe if we had switched places at the start our relationship would have lasted longer. It wasn’t that Denise ever complained about my prowess in the sack but I kind of knew that I wasn’t giving her everything that she wanted. This had been really fun and fulfilling because I still cared about her a lot and was happy that we both had a good time in bed.

“So what do you think? Should we try to start getting you ready to apply at the agency?” asked Denise.

“What exactly do you mean by getting me ready?”

“Well learning how to groom yourself properly and getting you something to wear. Some basics on cosmetics and probably a bit more sexual experience,” said Denise.

“Do you think I need that?” I asked.

“Well a big part of the job you’ll be applying for is having sex so I think having a little more experience under your belt would help, don’t you? I mean most of these clients aren’t really looking for the virginal type, if you know what I mean. They’re going to naturally assume that you know a thing or two,” said Denise.

“Maybe I’m not cut out for it,” I said.

“With your looks you’ll be way ahead of the game. A super pretty girl doesn’t usually have quite the same expectation level when it comes to sex. You can often skate by on the fact that men like looking at you so much when they’re fucking you,” Denise said with a laugh.

“Well this was certainly a great jumping off point,” I said. “As long as I don’t feel guilty after turning back into a man and start having suicidal thoughts I don’t see why I couldn’t pick up a few pointers.”

“That’s the spirit,” said Denise cheerfully. “Now go home and watch a lot of porn and study what the girls do in those videos. The more you can emulate that the better. This job is all about fantasies.”


CHAPTER 4:

I did go home and watch a lot of porn and it was interesting to see it with a fresh perspective. Like most people I had known sex only as the member of one gender, and since that gender was male an adult video was primarily a tool to jack off to while fantasizing. I never really thought about those videos being terribly instructional but for a man trying to learn how to be the ultimate fantasy female sex partner I found them very useful.

There was more sensuality to the female role, more running your hands over your own body or squeezing your boobs or even just tossing your hair. And you could do a lot with eye contact and facial expressions, not to mention the incredible sounds that women can make suring sex. Fortunately I had found that part of it to just happen naturally so I didn’t think I was going to have to fake anything but I realized that I could if I had to.

A lot of it seemed passive and reactionary in that you didn’t have to do anything other than provide an orifice for the man to pleasure himself in but showing how much you were enjoying that and being responsive to it was really kind of important. I knew from the male perspective that fucking a chick who wasn’t really into it was a total drag. I needed that confidence boost that came from feeling like I was really pleasing my partner and I assumed that most men desired that as well.

Then of course there was the blowjob, the signature example of female sexual skill. I had known girls who simply wouldn’t do it, which of course made me want it all the more, and now scared me a little because I wondered what was so bad about it. Did dick really taste awful? I had no idea but I knew I would have to find out if I went ahead with this program.

The really strange part of my instructional video viewing was that I was doing it as a man while thinking of myself as a woman. When I had taken the pill my body totally transformed into a female one so reacting to a naked man was more instinctive and reflexive. My tits were a constant reminder that I was a very different person at that moment but sitting in my room with an erection while thinking about sucking cock was kind of troubling on some levels.

Was the memory of being female that powerful or was the line really not that difficult to cross? Or was it just not that difficult for me to cross for some reason? I think I had always been a little in awe of men who seemed to be more overtly masculine. The guy with the hard body and the big cock who seemed ready to take charge of the moment. That had never really been me and I’m sure it contributed to the downfall of my romantic relationship with Denise. Denise and I fired on all cylinders as friends but tended to kind of fizzle in the bedroom.

It was as if the fact that I knew I would be becoming female again gave me some sort of “permission” to ogle other men’s bodies. It wasn’t Skyler Simmons the man watching this porn it was really Skyler Simmons the woman so I was free to think about touching my big boobs even though they weren’t there at the time, or imagine the feeling of wrapping my lips around another man’s cock because if it happened it would be happening to her and not me. That sounds really strange when I spell it out like this but that was actually the way my brain seemed to be reacting.

For my next session as a girl Denise, while still female, took me into the bathroom and showed me how to shave my body hair. That created a whole new array of odd mental calculations as the process was very intimate and not without erotic features. There she was, my ex-girlfriend, touching my naked female body and I was getting aroused. Maybe it was all the porn I had been watching but I half expected her to suddenly start making out with me but it didn’t happen.

Instead she dressed me in a very sexy sheer nightgown of hers and had me wait while she turned into a man again. Then we stood kissing at the foot of the bed for a while before she put her arms on my shoulders and looked very deeply into my eyes.

“So are you ready to take that next step?” she asked.

I knew what she meant and I knew that I was as ready as I would ever be so instead of answering her verbally I got down in front of her and started to stroke her cock.

“Can I call you Dennis?” I suddenly asked.

“Well, sure, I guess so,” Denise replied.

“Or something else if you prefer. I just think it would be easier for me to think of you as someone else, especially considering our history,” I said.

“Sure, Dennis is fine.”

So Denise suddenly became Dennis and with the slight change of a name became a he instead of a she. Oddly enough I liked keeping my name because it seemed to work either way and I suppose gave me one less thing to worry about but I was certainly learning the power of putting myself in the right mindset for coping with all the rapid gender bending I was doing these days.

When Dennis was nice and hard I started to use my lips and tongue to explore the length of his shaft and found that it was a remarkably arousing experience. Something about the heat, and the scent, and the way it throbbed with life was intoxicating to me and before I knew it I had his cock in my mouth. I knew from personal experience that getting too rough with a man’s penis was not the best way to make sure that he had a good time so I wanted to be careful but at the same time I wanted to show my enthusiasm.

“Oh, Skyler, you are really surprising me,” said Dennis. “I thought I was going to have to give you a whole bunch of instruction but you’ve done your homework I guess.”

It was encouraging to hear that my efforts were paying off and that I had gleaned something just from watching videos. It made me feel good and boosted my confidence. In so many ways I think sex is really about validation, whether you’re a man or a woman, straight or gay. You want to feel that you’re attractive and appealing somebody. You want to feel like you’re not alone and that you’re connected to another human being, even if it’s just copulating with a total stranger.

“Don’t worry about the taste, just swallow it down and try not to think about it,” said Dennis, bringing my mind back to the moment. “They’re definitely going to expect you to swallow.”

I was prepared for that mentally having watched a ton of BJ porn. And honestly I felt like I should probably know what it was like to swallow cum since I had cum in other women’s mouths before and always appreciated it when they didn’t spit it out. What’s fair is fair, right?

“Okay, here goes,” Dennis announced moments before I felt the gush of hot jizz spurting into my mouth and hitting the back of my throat.

I thought I was going to gag on it at first but I managed to get it down and then looked up at Dennis, hoping for a bit of praise for my efforts.

“That was a first rate BJ honey,” said Dennis as he reached down and stroked my cheek. “I mean, as far as I could tell. What the hell do I know about getting a blowjob, I just know how to give them, but since the goal is to get a guy’s rocks off and make him enjoy it while it’s happening I’d say mission accomplished.”

“It was kind of nice doing it for you for a change,” I said.

“Well you’ll just get better and better the more you do it so I think that just leaves one hole left to tap. Your next assignment is to get your ass ready for fucking.”


CHAPTER 5:

I accepted the fact that if I was going to do a job that paid me money and that the job entailed having sex I would want to be prepared for having whatever kind of sex was expected of me, as much as possible. Denise (or maybe I should say Dennis since she was him at the time) had casually described my ass as “one more hole left to tap” and I appreciated that kind of pragmatic approach. I wasn’t doing this to explore some lifelong fantasy of being female or to fall in love or anything like that. It was purely a professional arrangement so there was no reason not to think of my body as the tools I would bring to the worksite.

Honestly the idea that it was probably some form of prostitution didn’t bother me in the least. I didn’t grow up being female with a bunch of people judging my sexual decisions and I couldn’t see any reason in the world why you shouldn’t get paid for sex if you wanted to. That just seemed like nosy people trying to force their particular moral views on other people and I wasn’t into that at all.

Aside from the money part of the thrill of doing this job was to see if I could actually pull it off. Obviously the pill made me look like a woman, and in fact become one biologically, but I was going to have to live and behave like one with very little experience, and if sex was involved I wouldn’t be able to just cop a shy attitude and keep a low profile. I assumed that my primary purpose would be to be eye candy and provide gratification.

Denise did the best she could to teach me about being a woman in as short a time as possible and Dennis put me through my paces sexually. Then it was time to go for my job interview.

I dressed essentially like a secretary would dress in a porn video; business attire but with my skirt a little short and my blouse probably a little too unbuttoned at the top. I met a man named Tom Franklin in an office that looked like one of a hundred other offices in the building which were mostly financial services and insurance companies. I guess they sort of wanted to keep a low profile.

I had already submitted a resume and a photograph so I had passed the first stage of the employment test and Franklin had me demonstrate my clerical skills, which were actually pretty good since I had worked a lot of different jobs lately.

“Now I understand you know Denise Calhoun and she’s filled you in on some of the unusual aspects of this employment arrangement, is that correct?” asked Franklin.

“Yes, that’s correct,” I replied.

“You will be required to sign a consent sheet for each client you work for that basically stipulates your willingness to engage in whatever sort of sexual activity they might require you to participate in. There’s also an opportunity to designate certain acts that you are not willing to perform but you should be aware that the more restrictions you put on your waiver the harder it will be for us to find you employment.”

“I understand that.”

“We strive to match our girls with the best clients possible. These are usually wealthy, powerful, influential people who are used to the idea of paying for anything they want and expect to get their way. We rarely have complaints from our girls about abusive behavior or excessive demands because this is a two-way street. We provide a very exclusive and discrete service that our clients have come to appreciate and depend on so it’s very unlikely that they are going to want to do anything that jeopardizes that,” Franklin explained.

“That’s good to hear,” I said.

“If you have any problems report them to us immediately and we will handle it. Trust is the foundation of our business so avoiding conflict is a top priority.”

“I appreciate that also,” I said.

“Well, there’s just one more step in the process. Please remove your clothes,” said Franklin casually.

“Right here?” I asked.

“Yes. You can put them on that table over there and you can leave your shoes on.”

I stripped down to my shoes and stood before Franklin who came out from behind his desk to look me over.

“Very nice. Very nice indeed,” he commented. “You can’t always tell from a photograph. Now go face my desk, put your hands on top of it and arch your back.”

Denise had warned me that they might expect to “try me out” so I was prepared for this to happen, although it still took me by surprise a little because it was such a strange thing to be doing at a job interview.

I struck the pose I was requested to strike and Franklin got behind me. I heard his pants being unfastened and before long his cock was pressing inside my pussy. I realized that this was probably the exact sort of thing I would be doing on the job and honestly it was pretty exciting. Franklin was a bit older than I was and not some hot-looking stud but it really didn’t matter to me that much. There was something about the power dynamic that kind of turned me on.

You have to bear in mind that I didn’t have the same perspective that someone who had grown up being female might have had. If I had worked in an office as a woman for some length of time I might have been sexually harassed more than once and that would probably not have been a pleasant experience, or I might have been passed over for promotion because I was female, or I might have encountered a lot of everyday misogyny that most women have to put up with all the time, but my female identity was entirely based on watching girls in adult videos. To me this was sort of like an acting job, and the fact that I was being instructed what to do and what pose to get into just reinforced that.

It felt like Franklin’s cock was pretty thick and he was definitely filling me up quite nicely as I stared at the wall or glanced down at the desk while receiving his repetitive thrusts from behind. What an interesting job he had, I thought with some amusement. He probably really enjoyed giving job interviews, or maybe by this point it was all just routine to him. That was kind of a funny thought too. I wondered if he went home and complained to his wife about how boring his job was becoming.

For me personally there was something kind of satisfying about feeling like an object of desire, even if I was just a play toy for men’s lust. Maybe it was the sensation of feeling super attractive or the incredible ease of getting laid. Or maybe it was just my way of coping with the fact that some strange man had his cock shoved inside me. Whatever it was it was getting me off and that made me feel a whole lot better about my decision to do this crazy thing.

“Finish me,” Franklin ordered.

I knew exactly what he wanted and quickly turned around and got down in front of him. It was my first view of his prick and I liked what I saw. It wasn’t super long but it was thick and bulgy and I took it in my mouth almost greedily.

“Good girl,” said Franklin as he put his hand on my head. “You are going to be very, very popular.”

Hey, it was a job interview and it sounded like I was acing it, how could I not feel a little proud?

I drained his balls and we signed some paperwork and I put my clothes back on. It was funny but I hadn’t even thought about the fact that I was still naked until it was time to leave. That was probably a good sign I figured. There’s was no point in being shy or modest. I’d probably be spending a lot of time being naked in front of men from now on.


CHAPTER 6:

My first assignment was with a businessman named Colin Anderson. What his business was didn’t seem to be all that important. We were going on a business trip of some kind to meet with some other businessmen and I was there to look business-like...and sexy.

“Here’s the deal,” said Colin when I met him in his office. “I’m going out of town on business for about a week. You’re coming along as my personal assistant. That means you’ll carry my briefcase to meetings, hand me things if I ask for them, so you better familiarize yourself with the contents of that briefcase, run any errands that need to be run in between meetings and fuck whenever I feel like fucking. Think you can handle that?”

“Yes sir,” I replied.

“Good. Your main job is to look hot and show everyone the kind of quality tail I surrounds myself with. And as for the sex it’s purely a matter of convenience. If I find something better to fuck then I’ll fuck that, but if I don’t I’ve got you to fall back on,” said Colin callously.

“I understand sir,” I said.

“Outstanding. As long as you understand that I’m probably not going to treat you with a lot of respect or affection I think we’ll get along fine.”

“Of course sir. Is there anything you’d like me to do for you now?” I asked.

“No, I’m too busy at the moment so you can go home and pack. We leave tomorrow.”

It was strange to hear someone speak to me face-to-face like that. I suppose I would have assumed that a normal person would hesitate to come across as a complete asshole but I guess that was the point. I might have expected him to think those things but by saying them out loud it really put me in my place. That was probably for the best so that I didn’t think of this as anything other than a job. If your expectations are low it’s hard to be disappointed.

We were traveling by private jet, which seemed pretty exciting to me. I’d seen that sort of thing in the movies but never experienced it myself. His “real” staff was with him up to the moment we boarded the plane then it was just the two of us waiting to take off.

I had his briefcase and I knew I needed to study what was inside it so that if he wanted some kind of a report or contract or whatever I could produce it for him quickly. Once we were in the air Colin seemed to be working his phone and I busied myself with his briefcase. A flight attendant brought us drinks so I was at least allowed that perk. After a while Colin put his phone down and kind of opened his legs.

“I think I need a blowjob,” he said.

I came over and fished his dick out of his pants and got him hard pretty quickly. I didn’t know if he was testing me in some way or just really wanted a BJ but I figured it would be a good idea to give him the best head I could give.

While I was sucking him off the flight attendant came back with another drink and Colin just started sipping it while I continued my work. I imagined that the flight attendant had probably seen this sort of thing going on many times before and wasn’t shocked by it, but whatever she felt personally it was her job to serve him like mine was, although my job was a little more intimate.

“You’re pretty good at this, which bodes well, because I usually wake up wanting to get my dick sucked,” Colin commented. “I’ll expect you to be there with my coffee and those luscious lips ready to go...assuming I’m not already occupied.”

“It will be my pleasure sir,” I told him, taking his dick out of my mouth just long enough to impart that message.

“I like you. You’re very professional...as well as being a hot piece of ass,” said Colin.

At least one of us was being professional I thought, although I obviously would never have said that.


CHAPTER 7:

We were staying in a two bedroom suite so that I would always be close by if he needed me for anything. It was a gorgeous room and I was really impressed because I didn’t usually experience this kind of luxury. The private jet, the swanky pad, even the midair BJ was all quite exciting. It was a glimpse behind the curtain at a world I only knew from fiction and the fact that I was there playing the role of a woman only made the fantasy more intense.

We went over his briefcase and I was relieved that I seemed to be able to produce whatever he requested without much fumbling around. It was obviously another test and another chance for me to demonstrate that I was worth the rather large amount of money he was paying for me to be there.

“I have a dinner date tonight so you’re on your own,” Colin announced. “Probably best if you just stay in and order room service.”

I was a little surprised. I mean he was paying all this money for my company so why not take advantage of it? Of course he had warned me that I was basically there as backup pussy so it probably shouldn’t have come as any shock.

When he left for dinner I called down for room service and flipped on the TV. I had changed into some gym shorts and a tank top with no bra figuring that I wasn’t going anyway that night but I kind of forgot about that until the guy was wheeling my food in. His eyes practically popped out of his head and I could see him staring at the outline of my nipples pressing against the thin fabric of my top.

He was polite but he didn’t really seem to be flirting and I suppose they probably had rules about the staff fraternizing with the guests or something. Or maybe he just figured I was some rich guy’s bitch and out of his league. It was too bad really because he was kind of cute.

When I heard the door open later that night I couldn’t help but sneak a peak at his date. She looked familiar for some reason but I couldn’t place her right away until I suddenly realized that she was Cathy, the flight attendant from his jet. She looked really good in a white strapless dress and the way they were kind of laughing and joking and clinging to each other made me think that this might be a regular feature of his jet travel.

Funny that I’d thought that she was only there to serve him drinks while I was there to service his cock but from the looks of it her job and mine sort of crossed over. Maybe that’s cynical and they were both head over heels in love with each other but I knew that wasn’t likely.

I felt a bit guilty about spying on them but it was kind of hard not to. Besides, Cathy had seen me blowing Colin so why shouldn’t I see whatever she was going to do?

When she dropped her dress I could see that she had a tight little body that looked just great although I knew my tits were better. It was a crazy thing to feel smug about but a nice bosom is a nice bosom and I knew that I had a nice bosom.

Cathy squatted down and sucked Colin’s dick for a while and then they finished getting undressed and sat on the couch in the living room area. Cathy climbed on top of him and started to ride and I realized that I was touching myself. It was incredibly hot watching her little body bouncing up and down on his pole and I sort of wished that they’d ask me to come join them. As totally ridiculous as it sounds I think I actually felt a little jealous. I mean I was sharing a suite with the guy and yet here they were fucking while I was stuck in the next room.

Eventually I gave up spying on them and tried to go to sleep. In the morning I peaked into Colin’s bedroom and saw that Cathy was gone. There was a machine in the suite so I made coffee for Colin and prepared it the way he had instructed me to and then went back to his bedroom.

“Good morning sir,” I said cheerfully. “Here’s your coffee.”

“Thanks,” said Colin kind of gruffly.

“Would you like me to suck your cock sir?” I asked politely.

“What? Oh, yeah, sure...why not,” he said as he threw the blankets aside displaying his naked body.

His dick was already rock hard and I had a feeling he wouldn’t last too long. I knew that morning wood feeling where you wake up with an erection but I’d never had a personal assistant available to bring me relief.

It was the first time I had seen him naked and his body wasn’t bad. Not a lot of muscular definition but not flabby at all. He was very hairy, which seemed kind of masculine to me, and he had a decent-sized cock, which of course I already knew from having blown him previously but this was the first time I saw it fully exposed and not just sticking out of his pants.

“I hope we didn’t keep you awake or anything last night,” said Colin.

“Oh, no sir, although I did hear you come in,” I replied.

“I’d already made plans with Cathy, that’s the flight attendant on my jet. We usually fuck the first night whenever I travel,” he explained.

“She’s very pretty,” I said in between slurps on his love pump.

Colin seemed to be warming up to me a little and I assumed that meant that he was pleased with the job I was doing so far. That was encouraging and made me feel like I was on the right track and also made it a little easier to deal with the man.

I think I gave him quite a fine blowjob and he soon rewarded me with a mouthful of his sticky jizz which I swallowed down with relative ease.

“Is there anything else I can do for you sir?” I asked politely afterwards.

“Ah, no...you should get ready for the meeting,” he replied.

“Of course sir,” I said as I left his room.

On our way to the meeting he complimented my looks several times and also complimented me on my BJ skills so I felt very confident heading into the boardroom where the meeting was to take place. All of the people we were meeting with were older white men, except for a female secretary who was there to take notes, and it was hard not to notice how easily distracted they were by my cleavage, which I’m sure was part of Colin’s plan all along. They were just so transparent about it and took every opportunity they had to try and have an excuse to talk to me or about me.

I was polite, professional, and handled my official duties with aplomb and afterwards Colin told the driver to take us to a very fancy dress shop where he picked out something for me to wear to dinner that night. It looked like I wouldn’t be relying on room service that evening.


CHAPTER 8:

Colin was very different at dinner. It wasn’t exactly like we were on a date, and he still took charge of everything ordering for me and selecting the wine, but he was pretty polite and very complimentary.

“You seem to enjoy your work,” Colin commented.

“Well I’m new to the agency and this is my first assignment so I’m trying to do the best I can,” I told him.

“Well if you keep this up you’re going to get a glowing recommendation from me I can assure you,” he said.

He took me to bed that night and fucked me very hard and aggressively and I loved it. I was really getting swept up in this strange new role remarkably fast. It wasn’t a grin and bear it situation at all, I got off on this sexual power I suddenly had, even if it seemed like I was helpless and just a tool to be used by this powerful man at his whim. I saw the way that men looked at me wherever I went and knew that they wanted me. Colin’s interest was probably due in part because I was new and “fresh meat” but that was okay because this was only a temporary thing anyway. There would be other jobs, other men, other opportunities to drive them wild and reap the material benefits.

We stayed in town another day for another meeting at a different company and then hopped on his jet and went somewhere else. When Cathy brought us our drinks I gave her a knowing glance and she smiled at me in a way that seemed very conspiratorial. I didn’t know what her deal was with Colin but I knew she had some sort of arrangement that was beneficial to her like I did and it made me feel closer to her. She no doubt had her own plans and ambitions and was using this situation to further her aims. Or maybe she was just a frisky little whore who liked the fringe benefits of her job like I did.

That night I was a little disappointed that Cathy and Colin went to dinner again and I was banished to my room once more but later, after they had returned, there was a knock at my door and Cathy was standing there wearing a transparent little nightgown that barely came down to her hips.

“Colin would like you to put this on and join us,” she said handing me a similar outfit.

I grinned and pulled the negligee on quickly and Cathy took my hand and led me into Colin’s bedroom.

“Very nice,” said Colin, who was already naked on the bed. “There are my girls. Now let’s see what kind of mischief we can get into.”

Cathy and I got on the bed, one on either side of him, and I noticed that there was a bucket of champagne on ice and three glasses. Colin poured a drink for each of us and we took a few sips while he tugged at our nightgowns playfully and we giggled. Then the kissing started and we took turns smooching with Colin but also shared our moist feminine lips with each other.

I had never been close to being in a three-way before, and certainly never imagined that I would be female if it ever happened, but I was thrilled to be part of the equation no matter what gear I was equipped with at the moment.

It was Colin’s party, and I figured it was our job to make him feel good, so we both positioned ourselves down by his pelvis and started to give his cock some loving attention. It was so weird to be turned on simultaneously by both a burly man with a big prick and a petite blonde with a great ass but you play the hand you’re dealt I guess.

We took turns sucking him off for a while and then Cathy positioned herself over Colin’s face and lowered her muff down on top of him. She obviously knew him much better than I did and knew what he liked so I just kept sucking while he lapped at her gash.

“Why don’t you hop on and go for a ride?” Cathy suggested as if we were admiring a motorbike or something.

I took the suggestion and scrambled to get myself on top of Colin and then let his throbbing member sink deep within me before slowly beginning to grind myself on him. Then I started to move myself up and down on his rod, picking up speed as I went. Pretty soon my boobs were really bouncing and I was starting to squeal, which made Cathy lean forward to kiss me.

It was right about at that moment when Colin started to unload inside me and I slowed down and let him fill me up with his cream as Cathy and I kissed more passionately. It was frankly the hottest thing I had ever experienced but the night was just getting started.

Colin suggested that we amuse ourselves while he recovered and I needed no prodding to go after that pretty girl with both guns blazing. We soon had our nightgowns off and were kissing and touching each other all over. Colin just sipped some more champagne and enjoyed the show as Cathy and I started to finger each other aggressively. She got me off first but I returned the favor shortly thereafter.

While we were still going at it Colin must have recovered because he grabbed Cathy and started nailing her from behind. I got on my back and opened my legs so that Cathy could get her face down on my snatch and we ran with that arrangement for a while until Colin ejaculated again which basically signaled an end to the night’s festivities.

There was no way to deny my bisexuality at that point. Whether I was technically a man having sex with another man and a woman, or a woman having sex with a man and another woman I was squarely in the bi camp now and it didn’t bother me in the slightest. If anything it made me feel happy that I was that broad-minded that I could put aside all the prejudice and societal pressure and just do what felt right to me.

The rest of the trip was pretty much just Colin and I but there was one night where he hooked up with someone he knew in that particular town that I guess he liked to bang whenever he passed through. It was funny that I knew that there was nothing personal about any of the women he took to bed on this trip and yet there sort of was in a way. We were never going to become his wife, or probably not even his mistress, but there was something about the familiarity of us that he enjoyed. It was a little different than a one-night-stand or being with a hooker, even though we all probably got something materially out of the experience. I guess we were a cunt of convenience, ready to go at the drop of a zipper, or ready to fill in if nothing better was on the horizon.

I wondered how many other women had similar arrangements? How many were in somebody’s “little black book” until they moved on with somebody else or got too old to be of interest. It was fun being a girl you could call for a good time but I imagined that had a limited shelf life. To me it was just another reminder how lucky I was that this was all temporary.


CHAPTER 9:

“So how did it go?” asked Denise once my first assignment was completed and I was back home.

“It was great. I mean, couldn’t have gone much better I think,” I replied. “I’m so glad you turned me onto this opportunity.

Denise obviously worked for the same agency so it was possible that we would end up working for the same clients, which was kind of a weird thought for some reason. Apparently she hadn’t worked for Colin yet but there was no reason to assume that she might not in the future. I wasn’t quite sure how I felt about the idea of being compared to her as a lover but there was no reason to worry about it at the moment so I let it pass.

What was really tripping me out was the fact that seeing Denise again was making me horny but the only configuration I wasn’t interested in was me as a man and her as a woman, despite the fact that she was my ex-girlfriend. I was ready to fuck either Denise or Dennis, as long as I got to be female, that’s how fast things had gone from the status quo to my present urges. Now maybe it wasn’t so much that I’d rather always have sex as a girl now and instead the fact that the way Denise and I used to do it hadn’t worked out so well meant that in this case I preferred to have a pussy. Ultimately it didn’t really matter because I wasn’t going to press the issue no matter how horny I was.

It had been really interesting spending a whole week being female. Before going on that trip I only changed into a girl when I needed to. That had helped to keep the division of my identities clear but the continuity of sleeping, waking, eating, working and fucking as a woman everyday certainly had some benefits. I figured that the more time I spent being female the more natural that feeling would become and the easier it would be for me to portray a woman convincingly. To that end I decided that while I waited for my next job assignment I would go ahead and spend my time as a girl, unless there was some compelling reason not to.

The thing about the agency gig that was so cool was that it paid enough that you didn’t have to worry about money between jobs. It also meant that I had a little bit of spare cash available to supplement my female wardrobe which seemed like a good idea. I had been gifted a dress, a nightgown and a necklace by Colin on my last assignment so that was a nice perk but I felt like I might need a few more things, particularly in the casual realm, so that I was prepared for a variety of clothing situations.

When my next job opportunity came up I was anxious to make some more money but I had a little trepidation about the job description.

“One of our regular clients, a very nice couple, Frad and Ginger Mahoney, are going to be spending a couple of weeks at their beach house and are looking for a live-in maid while they’re in residence,” said Tom Franklin as I sat in his office at the agency.

“I’m not sure I’m really qualified as a maid,” I pointed out. “I mean I don’t even do that great a job of keeping my apartment clean.”

“To be honest with you they aren’t all that concerned about the domestic aspects of your duties,” said Franklin. “I think that they’re more interested in the physical appearance of their maid than they are with the actual housekeeping skills.”

“That’s fine with me, as long as they don’t get pissed off if I suck at doing laundry or something,” I said with a laugh.

The Mahoney’s turned out to be a middle-aged couple with a really nice beach pad. They obviously had money but they were also kind of down-to-earth. They seemed very much like people I could picture going to swinger parties or wife swapping or something and they probably did.

“Well, aren’t you just adorable,” said Fred when I reported for work. “Now I’m Fred and this is Ginger and no we aren’t a dance team.”

I just looked at him blankly for a moment not getting the joke right away.

“Fred and Ginger...Astaire and Rogers?”

“Oh, I don’t know why I didn’t think of that right away,” I said.

“Probably makes us seem like a couple of old fogies, but we’re actually quite modern,” Ginger chipped in.

“Especially when it comes to getting freaky as the kids say,” Fred added with a wink.

I didn’t know how many people actually said “getting freaky” but I liked these two degenerates. It was kind of refreshing to see older people so open about their kink.

They handed me a uniform, which was exactly what I expected it to be. It was the perfect sexy maid costume you’d wear to a very adult Halloween party or maybe something a stripper would peel out of during her act, except for the fact that it was well-made and not some cheesy fabric that you’d get at a party shop. It also fit perfectly because they had contacted the agency for my measurements and had the damn thing tailor made for me, which was kind of impressive.

I loved the fishnet stockings and all the little frills and decorative touches and I snapped a couple of selfies in the outfit before going to report for duty. They did seem to have a schedule worked out for me but there wasn’t enough on it to actually fill my days so I got the impression I was a very expensive prop. They had a cook and a housekeeper who actually kept the place running but I was expected to chip in every now and then, serving drinks or something like that.

A typical example of my “work” was a time when Fred had me get down on the floor and scrub some imaginary stain or something. After ogling my ass for a while he got down right on top of my back and started showing me “how to do it properly” while of course pressing his crotch against my backside.

“Just keep going honey, I think you’ve got the hang of it now,” said Fred and a moment or two later I felt his cock pressing past my panties and into my snatch.

It was a little hard to continue scrubbing the floor with a man pressed over my back and his dick poking my gash but I did the best I could. Having not gotten laid in a little while I welcomed the phallic intrusion quite gladly.

I could certainly understand the appeal of this particular fantasy to Fred. A pretty young girl in a hopelessly sexy outfit flashing her ass every time she bent over would get most men pretty pumped up, especially if they knew they could just pounce on her and unleash their animal instincts. Sure Fred could have hired a real maid for a lot less money but since he could afford it why not indulge in something that would only be a wet dream for most people?

The odd part was how much I was enjoying the fantasy as well. I had definitely not grown up with any sort of burning desire to be the helpless prey of the male animal. Nobody had ever extolled the virtues of being delicate or soft or vulnerable or ladylike to me. I wanted to be the caveman, the alpha of the pack, the stud...I just didn’t seem to have much luck at that. Maybe that’s why I enjoyed having the script flipped on its ear. I was good at this and thanks to those pills I looked the part too. Since I wasn’t trying to fight it I had easily embraced this strange new reality and it felt like I was the better for that decision.

I started to wonder if Fred was using some kind of ED pill because he kept humping me for a pretty long time, certainly longer than I would have lasted under similar circumstances. That seemed like something a middle-aged swinger would probably do and figured I’d better be prepared for some long sessions, which was fine with me because once my pussy was full of cock I was in no hurry to get it out of there.

Eventually he started to cum inside me and I did feel relief, but for my knees not for my snatch. I didn’t really notice how sore they were getting while it happened but I definitely noticed once I was allowed to stand up. I guess it was just what you’d call an occupational hazard and wasn’t anything that I couldn’t bear for what I was getting in return.


CHAPTER 10:

When I wasn’t in my uniform I was encouraged to wear a bikini, which given our beach location made plenty of sense and also gave my pervy employers plenty to look at even when I was on my free time. Sometimes I would just stretch out on the deck sunning myself and sometimes I would stroll around the beach feeling the sand between my toes and the surf rolling in against my ankles and marvel at the fact that someone was paying me to be there.

When I was “on duty” I seemed to have two primary duties, going around “dusting” with a huge feather duster and serving drinks, especially when the Mahoney’s had company. It seemed pretty clear that bending over as much as possible was the primary goal of my cleaning enterprises and showing off for their friends was the main point in my drink service. (Which also included as much bending over as I could manage without spilling the drinks.)

Sometimes it was enough that I served as eye candy but other times I was served up on the menu for their carnal delights. On one occasion I was “punished” for some imaginary transgression by being forced to remove my dress and being spanked by Fred while Ginger pulled up her dress and fingered herself. To further “teach me a lesson” I was instructed to blow Fred while he sat in a chair while his wife pressed herself up against my back and rubbed my pussy. It was a weird way to make a living but I could think of a lot of worse ones.

One night they had a party that quickly turned into a big orgy. It started with a lot of pot smoking, and I noticed a few people popping pills as well, and then everyone just started taking off their clothes and making out, usually with someone other than the person they had arrived with. I had started out serving drinks and taking away empty glasses but once they shifted from drinking to getting stoned I didn’t have much to do but stand there, which was kind of fascinating in its own way.

These weren’t porn stars or college kids in the prime of their physical condition they were just ordinary people who by nature or medication had no trouble shedding their inhibitions and shattering societal norms. The youngest person there was probably 15 years older than I was but they were all going at it with more fervor than I’d ever seen at the wildest frat party. It was kind of weird and voyeuristic to just stand there and watch all of these people fucking but it kind of gave me hope that all of this age obsession stuff was somewhat overstated. Everybody seemed to be having a really good time.

I thought I was just going to be a spectator until somebody got the idea that I’d be the ideal candidate for a bukkake session so I took off my dress and got on my knees while a bunch of dudes surrounded me and proceeded to jack off while their spouses snapped pictures as if it was Christmas morning with the kids opening their presents or something.

Bukkake is a kind of strange thing because it’s often demonized as the most humiliating form of male dominance but it’s really just a gay circle jerk with a chick providing a target for the men to aim their jizz at. It’s kind of hard to see a bunch of naked nudes masturbating together and not find it a bit comical. Certainly everyone was in boisterous good spirits so I didn’t feel particularly degraded or humiliated even when they started painting my face with cum. If nothing else it gave me a chance to get off my feet and then an excuse to go soak in a nice hot bath.

I seemed to be having a fair amount of “what the hell am I doing here” moments these days but fortunately they weren’t the bad kind, like waking up in jail or discovering that you had gotten a really hideous tattoo or something. These were more of the “wow, this is really trippy” variety. I never, ever, ever thought that I’d have a bunch of guys jack off on my face and that it would be part of my job. You know you usually kind of go through life with some hopes and expectations but mostly you just fall into a routine and try to keep up with that and hope that any surprises aren’t bad ones. Now I was living in an unfamiliar body, doing unfamiliar things with unfamiliar people for money, sleeping in unfamiliar beds and coping with unfamiliar feelings and emotions.

It was good that I didn’t feel traumatized by having a bunch of dudes paint my face but also somewhat disconcerting that I sort of got off on it. I wasn’t used to seeing men ejaculate in person, and certainly not ejaculate on me. I mean when a guy was busting a nut in my mouth I could see his balls and part of his shaft but the action at the tip was contained. Even when I jacked off as a man I wasn’t spraying it all over the room. Seeing that many dicks pumping that much cum all over me was a wild experience. It was like the money shot in a porn video except that there were a bunch of money shots all happening at roughly the same time and I wasn’t just watching from the privacy of my room I was watching all that hot goo flying right at me.

I wondered whether Denise had ever done anything like that. It was funny that if she had told me that a bunch of men had jacked off on her back when we were dating I would probably have freaked out but now I just wanted to compare notes and see if she enjoyed it. Things were just so different now that we were both dirty girls doing a naughty job.

The time really flew by and I was kind of sad to be wrapping up my assignment. It really was more like a “working vacation” than a job. I had worked through normal temp agencies before but I rarely got too attached to any place that I worked. Of course I wasn’t having sex with anyone at those jobs so it was definitely a less intimate environment.

The Mahoneys seemed thrilled with my work and gave me some very nice earrings as a parting gift so my jewelry collection was growing a little bit with each assignment so far.


CHAPTER 11:

There wasn’t really any question in my mind this time when I got home about whether to remain female or not while waiting for my next job. The thought of changing back into a man honestly never entered my mind. There wasn’t any really compelling reason to do so I suppose. Things were humming along just fine as they were, why rock the boat and make things confusing?

Of course that’s easy to say but it probably should have caused me some concern. Was there really nothing about being a man that was so compelling that I would feel strongly drawn to resuming my “true” identity? It was beginning to look that way but I didn’t want to think about it.

While I might not have wanted to think about it Denise wasn’t reluctant to bring the subject up.

“So you really seem to be taking to this female thing like a duck to water,” she commented one afternoon when we were having lunch while out shopping.

“It just seems convenient to stay this way since I’ll have to be female soon enough again for the next job,” I said.

“Oh come on, don’t bullshit me,” she said with a laugh. “You love it. You’re having the time of your life. Look at how much fun you’re having today, looking all pretty, getting your nails done, buying sexy underwear…”

“Look, you talked me into becoming a female sex worker and you turned into a man and fucked my brains out. How much more emasculated do you want me to be?” I asked.

“Who cares about being emasculated? So you don’t have a dick anymore, big whoop. Who cares? Are you worried that people will think you’re queer and have been living in the closet or something? What possible business is that of anyone but you?”

“Do you think I’ve been living in the closet? Is that why we broke up?” I asked.

“I don’t know, sweetie. I had a strong enough hunch about you to suggest that you try the gender changing pill but we didn’t break up because you were too gay or something. We’re just better as friends and you know it. You know I think you should try dating as a woman just to see how it goes. You’re bright, and beautiful, and fun to be around and you obviously don’t have a problem going to bed with men. Aren’t you curious to see if there’s some Mr. Right out there you might hook up with that could rock your world?” Denise suggested.

“But to what end? This is just temporary,” I  pointed out.

“Is it?” she replied.

“Isn’t it?”

“It is if you want it to be. Maybe you’ll decide that you prefer being a woman and just go on living that way,” said Denise.

I had felt like I was at a crossroads in life trying to figure out if I wanted to go back to school and continue studying art or switching my major to something more practical but now it felt like maybe I was at an even bigger crossroads concerning my gender.

I had clung to the word “temporary” like a life preserver but I was beginning to wonder whether I might be happier just swimming on my own. The first time I had contemplated taking a pill to become female had been terrifying but the fear quickly passed. Sucking a man’s cock didn’t make me burst into flames but it did light a fire within me that was new and exciting and full of possibilities.

Was it really the end of the world to consider the idea that I might meet a man and fall in love with him, or was it just the start of a new world that might be richer and fuller and more wonderful than anything I had previously known? Embracing the sex part had been incredibly easy so there was nothing to fear there, and as for the emotional part there was really no way to know how I would feel about that unless I got out there and experienced it for myself.

Denise offered to set me up with a guy named Todd she had gone out with a few times and it was weird to think of my ex-girlfriend hooking me up with one of her ex-boyfriends but we did have at least one thing in common...we had both fucked Denise.

“So if this guy is so great how come you stopped going out with him?” I asked while I was preparing for my date with her help.

“The chemistry just wasn’t there. He’s good-looking, and sexy, and a nice guy but the sparks weren’t flying I guess,” she explained.

“And you think they will with me?”

“I have no idea. I think you’ll probably have a nice date and he’s not some random psychopath who will stuff you in the trunk of his car or something.”

“Is that the yardstick for being a good date?” I said with a laugh.

“Welcome to the world of dating as a female,” she chuckled in reply. “It pays to be a little cautious.”

I had never really thought about that but I could see that she had a point. The last thing I needed was some weirdo stalker...or worse. I mean as a man I would never walk alone down a dark alley in a bad neighborhood but I’d also never be afraid to hook up with some woman I met online or picked up in a bar but I could begin to see how a woman might view a date with a stranger as sort of a dark alley situation.

Fortunately Todd came with the seal of approval from Denise and we enjoyed a very pleasant first date. I noticed how attentive and complimentary he was and then suddenly realized that he was trying to win me over, which I wasn’t used to at all. I couldn’t really remember a time in my life, as a man or a woman, where somebody tried to convince me to have sex with them. I had never gone on a date with a woman and thought “Oh God I hope she doesn’t ask me to fuck her” and sex was part of my work so I did as I was told. As I looked at Todd I tried to think of why I wouldn’t want to have sex with him but I couldn’t really come up with a good reason not to. Even so it was interesting knowing that for the first time that was my choice.

“So have you known Denise a long time?” Todd asked at one point.

“Pretty long,” I replied. “We’re very close at any rate.”

“So I guess she didn’t scare you off,” he joked.

“No, she had nothing but nice things to say about you,” I told him.

“That’s good because she’s a terrific gal.”

“Yeah she is.”

“And I have a feeling that you’re pretty terrific too,” he added.

“Well...why don’t we go back to my place and you can find out if you’re right.”


CHAPTER 12:

I hadn’t meant to be so brazen but it felt good to take the bull by the horns for a change and even better when the bull put that big horn inside me. I didn’t know if I was “playing” it right by hopping in the sack with him immediately but I didn’t really care. He was handsome and sexy and fun to be with, just like Denise had said he was, and I was horny and wanted cock. If he disrespected me for being an easy lay he probably would have hated me if he had known exactly what I did for a living.

For his part Todd didn’t seem to object to my aggressive behavior although he did kind of grab the power back once we started fooling around, which was fine with me. I just didn’t want to waste too much time keeping him in suspense when I had already decided that I wanted him to fuck me.

He got me naked on the couch and started to feel me up while he alternated between kissing my lips and my neck and sucking on my nipples. I was anxious to see his body but I was also enjoying the way he was playing with me so I let him dictate the flow of events.

“You probably hear this all the time but you are stunningly beautiful,” he said.

“You don’t think my ass is too big?” I teased.

“Well I haven’t really gotten a good look at it yet,” he replied.

I rolled over and wiggled my butt for him.

“No, it’s perfect,” he said just before he buried his face in my muff from behind.

I hadn’t expected that and was really trying to “smoke him out” of his clothes but I wasn’t about to complain. The fact that I was getting all the attention just built up my desire to do something for him. He actually got me off pretty quick, which surprised me a bit, but he was good with his tongue.

“Do you want to show me your bedroom?” he asked.

“It’s not all that much to look at,” I joked.

“That’s okay, I’m only going to be looking at you anyway,” he replied.

He scooped me up in his arms and I navigated for him as he carried me off to my room. Once inside he placed me on the bed and proceeded to get naked while I watched. It had been worth the wait because he had a fine body and a gorgeous cock and all I could think about was how badly I wanted that pulsating rod inside me.

“Denise didn’t tell me you were so jacked,” I said with a laugh.

“I’ve been working out more these days,” he replied as he got on the bed next to me.

“Lucky me.”

I kind of melted into his arms as we began to kiss again and when he swung over and got between my legs my wet pussy was twitching with anticipation. I wasn’t used to this much foreplay but it was nice.

“You know I’m going to have to suck that beautiful cock at some point,” I said.

“I’ll make a note of that, but first things first,” he replied as he slid his member into me.

I had honestly assumed that sex was just sex and that once a man put his penis in me it wouldn’t matter whether I was on the floor pretending to be scrubbing or in bed with a guy on a date but I rather quickly realized that there might very well be a difference, even if the physical act was the same.

There was something about “free will” vs “free use” that made the whole thing take on a deeper resonance I suppose. It wasn’t like I was already in love with Todd or anything like that but he was someone I could fall in love with and and want to be in a relationship with that wasn’t totally transactional. Although he had insisted on paying for dinner I wasn’t spreading my legs for him for the cost of a meal, I was inviting him into my pussy for mutual pleasure.

Of course I didn’t want to get ahead of myself and start putting a bunch of expectations on someone I had just met but it did feel nice to come to grips with the fact that I could enjoy the company of a man, not just tolerate for the sake of business. As I looked up at Todd’s face as he pumped me I thought that it wasn’t just okay to like guys it was actually a pretty cool thing.

Why not embrace it? It felt good to be in this role and I felt like I was pretty good at it. I wasn’t just lying there passively accepting my fate I was squirming, and squealing and clutching at Todd, extolling him to give me more and fuck me harder. It wasn’t an act, it was simply what I was feeling and how I was responding. I was counting on him to give me a good performance review so that I could get another job, but I was thinking that I wouldn’t mind another date if he was interested.

While missionary was kind of a basic position Todd did some fun things with my legs that shook it up a bit, like when he grabbed both of my ankles and used my legs like ski poles. Each time he moved them it changed the way his cock was hitting my pussy and gave things a little extra jolt.

“So are you a skier by any chance?” I teased.

“I’ve been known to ski. Maybe you’d like to go sometime,” he replied.

“I’d probably just break my leg or something.”

“Hopefully we could avoid any serious accidents, but based on your tan maybe you prefer sunnier sports,” said Todd.

“Oh I spent a couple of weeks at the beach recently as part of my job,” I explained.

“That must be nice.”

“Well it’s still work but yeah, I enjoyed the beach,” I said. “But skiing sounds like it might be fun...as long as you let me handle your pole.”

“I think that could be arranged.”

I didn’t think I needed to explain the most unusual aspects of my work on a first date, but I’m not sure what the appropriate date was to explain that you were basically a whore. I had a bigger hurdle in trying to figure out when and if to mention that I was really a man, although it was certainly getting harder to remember that myself, especially as Todd was pushing me towards another orgasm.

“Oh God, I think I’m going to cum again,” I wailed.

“Well don’t let me stop you,” Todd joked.

“You couldn’t even if yo wanted to,” I gasped.

“Are you sure about that?” asked Todd as he suddenly pulled his dick out of me.

“You cruel heartless man! You get that cock back inside me at once!” I practically yelled at him.

“Just testing your theory,” he said with a grin.

“Please, please, please put it back in me, I’m about to cum!” I pleaded.

“Well, since you asked so nicely,” Todd chuckled before ramming his hard prick back into my waiting gash.

“Oh yes...oh yes...now you’re giving me what I need…” I moaned. “Oh, God you’re making me feel so goooooooooooood!”

As I started to cum I pulled him down on top of me and began to kiss him like a maniac. A few moments later I felt him begin to ejaculate inside me and the timing just made my head swim. I was fine having sex without having an orgasm but it was always great whenever I did have one. My first time with Todd I had two and one of them was a near simultaneous orgasm with him. It made me think that maybe I should try this dating thing a little more often.


CHAPTER 13:

.My date with Todd couldn’t have gone better as far as I was concerned. We had a great rapport, the sexual attraction was definitely there, I felt totally comfortable and at ease around him and in bed he took me places I hadn’t been before. It was hard to see why he and Denise hadn’t stayed together but I couldn’t hold that against him since I was one of her ex-boyfriends too. For some reason she thought we would hit it off and she was definitely right about that so trying to delve too deeply into the psychology of why one relationship works and one doesn’t was probably a fool’s errand.

Speaking of errands I soon got my next job assignment, working for a Hollywood director as his personal assistant. Now that’s not to be confused with the job of an assistant director, which is entirely different. An assistant director is part of the crew and does a lot of scheduling and paperwork and management duties so that the director is free to be brilliant and creative. A personal assistant to a director was basically what they called a “gopher” as in you “go for” whatever the important person needs. In my case the director in question, who I will call Jake Braverman for legal reasons, told me quite clearly what I was there to do.

“Look honey I don’t need my career blown up by some harassment thing, you understand? Everybody thinks it’s so glamorous being in show business and that I must have a casting couch full of babes who want to get into the movies but this isn’t the old days,” said Jake. “When I’m working I’m working. I’m basically obsessed with the project and I don’t have the time or the energy to go looking for some kind of relief. I don’t need any complications interfering with my work. It’s nothing personal, you’re beautiful and I’m sure you’re very bright and a nice girl but I’m going to treat you like a fuck doll. I expect to see you in a skirt with no panties, but don’t make it obvious. Sometimes I might only have a couple of minutes free and I may just want to go at it, are we clear on that?”

In reply I reached under my skirt and removed my underwear, showing it to him before I slipped it into my handbag.

“Good. I think we’re going to get along just fine,” he said with a grin.

Once again I would be out of town for a few weeks as the production was shooting on location. The timing kind of sucked because I had just started dating Todd but this was great pay and kind of exiting to be involved with a real Hollywood production.

My primary duty on set seemed to be anticipating what kind of snack or beverage Jake would desire at any given moment. That could be coffee, water, a power bar, an energy drink or a Twinkie. At first I’d wait and see what he wanted then run off to the craft services table to fetch it but after a couple of days I figured out that it was best to just have a small ice chest with most of his favorites ready to be placed into his hand at a moment’s notice.

Now lest you think that this was just some degrading position designed as a pretext for having a hooker on the payroll I should point out that there are people who actually do that kind of work on many different kinds of production. And it makes a certain amount of sense when you consider how expensive making a movie can be and there are hundreds of people on the clock waiting for the director’s next decision. Do you really want the director wandering off to find a Snickers bar?

My first sex act on the job was a quickie in Jake’s trailer during a short break.

“Okay, I don’t have a lot of time so lower your expectations,” he said as he bent me over a low coffee table and flipped up my skirt.

A moment later his dick was inside me and as always it felt good having my pussy stuffed, although the hurry up nature of the copulating was less than inspiring. In the unnaturally bent over position I was in it really did underscore the “fuck doll” nature of my role.

“God I need this...I need this so fucking bad…” Jake groaned while furiously pumping me. “The stress is killing me.”

I wanted to say something nice or positive or supportive but I held my tongue. I didn’t think he probably wanted to hear my opinion no matter how flattering it might be. It was a shut up and be a piece of ass moment for sure and I was capable of doing that.

Jake spent most of the time he was fucking me complaining about one thing or another going on with the production, although for what little I knew about filmmaking it seemed like things were going fairly smoothly. I guess the pressure of being in charge of so many people and responsible for such a large budget must really get to you sometimes. Being a creative person who was interested in the arts I always picture the movies as a very artistic business but so much of it was really technical with a lot of talk about schedules and budgets and logistics.

I didn’t really feel sorry for Jake, because he knew the job he had signed up for and he was being extremely well-paid and his job had a lot of perks and prestige that went with it, but I did empathize with his anguish on a purely human level. He had the same pent up sexual tension that most men frequently have, plus a lot of job anxiety, so if sticking my butt in the air for five minutes so he could get his rocks off brought him some relief I felt happy about making his life a little better, even if it was only a temporary fix.

I figured the crew probably assumed that we were fucking because every time he went into his trailer I went with him but nobody ever said anything, at least not to my face. They may have made jokes about it behind my back but I didn’t really care. I did my job, which made me part of the team, and people seemed to treat me as such.

Jake seemed to really like blowjobs, especially while he was working on something else like going over his storyboards or talking on the phone. He always referred to it as “multi-tasking” and made some reference to how Napoleon could dictate six letters at the same time without losing track of where he was in any of them. Of course when he was on the phone I made a special point of trying to distract him just to see how well he really could concentrate with his dick in my mouth. It was rather amusing hearing him try to stay cool when I knew I was driving him crazy and usually he had to end his call prematurely in order to grunt a load of hot jizz down my throat.

Jake didn’t seem all that interested in having me share his bed at night, although I was supposed to remain “on call” in case he decided that he wanted me. I don’t think he was banging anyone else I think it had more to do with the early mornings required of film production and his work obsession. Maybe he had some regular lay or maybe he picked up different girls but I sort of got the feeling that he was trying to keep the whole sex thing on the low-down. With me he was getting his rocks off with no complications or potential for scandal. When I did a Goodle search of him before starting the job I saw that he’d had some accusations of “inappropriate conduct” so it made sense that he’d want to keep his act as clean as possible.

The crew was a lively group who had dinner and drinks together frequently so I tended to hang out with them on my off hours, although nobody ever made a move on me. I got the feeling that I was marked as the director’s property or something so no one wanted to run the risk of pissing him off.

I stayed in touch with Todd while I was away, sending him pictures of the set or me standing with some movie star but I obviously didn’t provide any salacious details about what I was really doing there. I was anxious to get home and see him since we had just started dating when I had to take off.

The highlight of the experience was when I got to appear in the movie very briefly as an extra. They were shooting a scene at a hotel swimming pool and while the main characters are talking at a table you can see me walking by in the background wearing a bikini. It was funny because almost nobody in the world would know that it was me but I knew I’d definitely be thrilled to see myself on the big screen when the movie came out.


CHAPTER 14:

The movie gig had been one of the stranger ones as far as sex was concerned. I never got in bed with Jake and I don’t think I ever saw him totally naked. I was basically a cum receptacle, which was strangely kind of okay. There wasn’t really any chance of developing any kind of emotional attachment since he was basically just masturbating inside me. That might sound awful but since it was just a temporary job it did make it easier to keep things on a transactional level. Once that job was over it would be on to the next job and whatever weirdness that entailed. If one of my clients ever wanted to use me again that would be fine, but if I never saw them again that would be no big deal either.

What was happening with Todd, however, was a much different thing. We’d only been out a couple of times so far but like I said we had stayed in touch while I was out of town and I found myself thinking about him a lot. I had already found from the first time I took one of those pills that I could enjoy having sex with a man. I had even discovered that I could enjoy my daily life as a woman just fine. Logically that would seem to imply that being romantically attracted to a man shouldn’t be that big a deal but it kind of was.

When I was working through the temp agency I was kind of like a made up character playing another made up character. I wasn’t really a woman, so that person didn’t actually exist, and that female character was playing whatever role she had been hired to play. I wasn’t really a maid or a personal assistant to some rich and powerful man so it was pretty easy to suppress my real identity and just become whatever person I was supposed to be at the moment. With Todd I was still playing a character but that character was just the female version of me.

I wasn’t just taking orders from a boss who had very definite ideas about what I should do and when, I was just interacting with another person, getting better acquainted, becoming friends, and making love because I wanted to, not because I had to. And the more I got to know Todd the more attractive he seemed and the more I wanted to be with him.

Falling in love with another man was surprisingly easy to do I found. A person is just a person and if you like them and have feelings for them and are attracted to them it doesn’t make a damn bit of difference what society thinks you’re “supposed” to feel or not feel. The hard part for me was grappling with the reality that I was a man, as far as most of the world, most of the time was concerned, but I was always a woman with Todd. That wasn’t really a sustainable deception and it weighed on me heavily.

“Temporary” had been the key word in this whole crazy enterprise. I would take a pill to temporarily turn into a woman so that I could work for a temp agency that would get me temporary jobs that would involve participating in sex acts with clients. Presumably I would go back to being a man in between these short time employment opportunities and employment through the agency itself would just be a “stop gap” until I found something steady or went back to college. The reality was none of that seemed to be happening. Whether I was working or not working I was living full-time as a female and had made no effort to find other employment nor had I given any real thought to my educational dilemma.

I was just having fun being a girl, making good money, and starting to date someone who seemed like a pretty cool guy. If I had been born with a pussy I’d probably be feeling pretty good about my life at the moment but that temporary female status was starting to really get in the way of things when it came to planning my future.

It was hard for me to believe that I might actually be happier spending the rest of my life as a woman and yet I never seemed to find any excuse to pop another pill and become male again, even for a short time. I could argue that it was for convenience or so that I could become as familiar as possible with being female but it was getting hard to argue that it wasn’t just the way I preferred to live now, and I guess I wasn’t the only one who noticed that.

“So you seem really happy these days,” Denise commented one afternoon when we were hanging out together.

“Yeah, I am really happy. I mean work is weird, as you know, but never boring and very profitable. I’m getting laid and I’m dating a guy I really like and I think I look and feel better than I ever have in my life,” I said.

“That’s so fantastic to hear, sweetie,” said Denise. “And I’m glad that you and Todd are getting along so well.”

“Yeah, although sometimes I do wonder whether Todd ever compares us,” I said with a laugh.

“I’m sure he does, but probably not just us specifically. I imagine everyone compares lovers at some point in their mind,” said Denise. “And remember, you’ve both had sex with me, and in your case as both a man and a woman, so feel free to compare and contrast as you like.”

It was funny to think that both Todd and I had been men dating Denise. It was like a weird family tree with a lot of inbreeding or something, very hard to keep everything straight. It was actually getting hard for me to even remember that I had ever been a man dating anyone but it certainly wasn’t ancient history. So much had changed so fast.

It seemed highly unlikely to me now that I would ever be as happy being a man as I was being a woman but damn that was a big thing to think about. What if this was just some kind of a phase I was going through? What if I was just intoxicated on making decent money and having a lot of sex? It felt very good and very natural to be female all the time right now but it was supposed to be a short-term thing.

Maybe it was best not to worry about it I thought. Maybe I should just let it ride and go with my feelings a little longer. I was having enough trouble trying to figure out my career path and whether I should go back to school and continue studying art or switch to a more practical major.

At the beginning of this story I said I was at a crossroads in life and having added this new gender complication only intensified that feeling. Even so I felt that somehow I would come out of it better, stronger and happier. The pleasure of my newfound femininity was certainly a great compensation for all of the stress that I was going through but I also knew that I had to be very careful about the decisions I made. My whole future felt like it was on the line and making bad choices now might have severe repercussions in the years ahead.


CHAPTER 15:

There was a little town not too far from my campus that was known as sort of an artist’s colony with lots of little galleries and shops and boutiques. In the two years I had gone to college so far I had always meant to visit the place but never gotten around to it for some reason. When Todd asked me if I’d like to go someplace for a weekend getaway it seemed like the perfect time to make that visit.

I was pretty excited by both the thought of visiting that place at last and the thought of spending some continuous time with Todd. I had obviously spent intimate time with men away from home on my job but there my role was rather different. I liked the idea of spending some hopefully quality time with a man that I was attracted to and being an equal partner and participant instead of a paid employee.

The town certainly lived up to my expectations. It was quirky, funky, arty and a bit avant-garde. There was an old barn that was set up as a gallery but even the barn itself was a work of art as every inch of the exterior of the building was covered in colorful murals and designs. It seemed like every cafe and coffee shop in town had local art hanging on the walls and there were stores filled with local craft items. It was just so far from the homogenized plastic corporate chain world that dominated most America that it felt like breathing clean air for the first time.

Todd was an interesting and eclectic guy. His fields of knowledge seemed vast yet he didn’t seem to have any particular area of expertise. That was kind of unusual these days when people were expected to have a limited focus on some specific thing that would make them money. The idea that you might want to learn something just to expand your knowledge seemed almost quaint and old fashioned in modern America but I found it an incredibly appealing attribute.

I had been a little worried that I would be dragging Todd around to a bunch of boring places he really didn’t want to go but he seemed to genuinely enjoy the uniqueness of the town as much as I did, even if art wasn’t a specialty of his. He was curious and sometimes kind of blew my mind with an inciteful comment and always kept me entertained with his witty quips. I just wanted to get him back to our room and fuck so badly that I sometimes had to remember that it was my idea to soak up all the local color.

“So are you an artist or just someone who appreciates art?” Todd asked at one point when we were checking out some of the local shops.

“Well I...I...I don’t know?” I replied.

“It’s not a trick question,” he said with a chuckle. “You said you were studying art in college and I just wondered whether that meant you were learning how to create art or learning about art for some other purpose.”

“It may not be a trick question but it’s certainly a tricky one for me,” I said with a laugh. “I think creating art would be the most amazing thing in the world but I don’t know how good I am at it or whether I could possibly make a living doing it. That’s why I’m not in college right now.”

“That is tricky,” said Todd. “If your dream is to create art would you be happy just having a career that was art-related or would that make things more frustrating?”

“Yeah, you kind of hit the nail on the head. I mean there are all kinds of jobs that have something to do with art, working in museums or galleries, being an historian, art restoration, blah blah blah...but will that really make me happy or just remind me that I’m just a failed artist?”

“Well first off I don’t think you can fail at being an artist because that’s a personal expression,” said Todd. “You can starve but I don’t know if that qualifies as failing.”

“Yeah, starving would kind of suck,” I chuckled.

“You do temp work, you said, and it seems to have kind of flexible scheduling so maybe you can at least avoid starving while you explore your creative side,” Todd suggested.

I hadn’t really thought of it before but Todd was probably right. Because of the unique sexual aspects of my job I didn’t have to work as often as a “normal” job but could still make good money. I could potentially practice my art while doing the temp jobs on the side to pay the bills. Of course that would mean continuing to prostitute myself but somehow doing it for my art made it seem more noble.

I had actually been thinking about getting out of that business because it was just one more thing that I felt guilty about hiding from Todd but my actual identity was probably a bigger concern if I had any thoughts of going forward with a more serious relationship with the guy. I had been able to live as a female for long stretches at a time but my past was bound to catch up with me at some point.

When we got back to our room I tried not to think about guilt or career moves or big life decisions and just enjoyed the ecstasy of being fucked by Todd. We both got out of our clothes pretty quick and I hopped on the bed and got on all fours. Todd was right behind me and soon plunging into my pussy while he grabbed my hips. I looked back over my shoulder and we somehow managed to kiss in that position and I felt a lot of my stress and confusion melting away.

I was having a really great time with Todd on this trip, enjoying his company, enjoying his conversation, enjoying his cock. I didn’t want being somebody’s girlfriend to be my whole identity but it did help me cope with some of the big decisions I needed to make in life. I felt like Todd was someone I could talk to who really listened to what I was saying and gave it some thought. Any guy could potentially put his dick in me and make me feel good physically but Todd had a knack for making me feel good about myself as a person.

And some point I found myself with my upper torso lifted and Todd groping my breasts from behind as he kissed my neck. It felt like we were melting into a single being, impossible to tell where one person started and the other ended. We moved together in a perfect rhythm and even our breathing seemed to become synchronized.

“Oh my God baby...oh my God…” I gasped as I felt myself on the verge of an orgasm, “this is so much better.”

“Better than what?” he asked.

“Better than anything,” I replied just as the orgasm ripped through my whole body and sent me into a state of bliss I had never really known before.


CHAPTER 16:

It had been better. Better than any of the sex we had enjoyed before, which was saying something, better than having sex at work, and better than any sex I had ever experienced as a man. Yet I felt like I was in a trap of my own making. It would be crazy not to fall in love with Todd but crazy to allow it to happen. I had to come clean with the man and let him know that I wasn’t who I appeared to be but I dreaded the thought of ruining our lovely getaway. On the other hand being alone with him was the perfect time to have that kind of a serious conversation.

Feeling confused, conflicted and guilty was becoming a regular thing with me but it wasn’t a good feeling. It felt like I needed clarity in my life and that it was time to make some decisions, even though that had never been my strong suit.

The first decision was a pretty fundamental one...did I want to officially become female for the rest of my life? I did it at the start our of curiosity, then started to doing it more often out of convenience, and now I had been doing it so much it actually felt like my natural state. Frankly I had loved being a woman, once I started to get the hang of it. It seemed to suit me for some reason and the fact that I was falling in love with Todd was a pretty compelling argument in its favor.

So let’s say that I was going to be female from here on out, there was probably going to be a lot of red tape to make that legally official. That didn’t sound like a lot of fun but neither was shaving my body hair all the time and at least once I jumped through all the hoops of fire I’d eventually be done with that.

As a woman I would still need to decide on an ultimate career path, that wouldn’t change because I had swapped my dick or a pussy...or would it? There was no question that I saw the world a little differently through female eyes, processed information differently and felt deeper emotions in my female state. It made me wonder whether it would cause me to create art differently. This trip had really rekindled my passion for the idea of being a creative person and I was kind of anxious to see whether I noticed any change in my work. I hadn’t done any kind of drawing or painting at all since I had stopped going to college and started working for the temp agency but I was filled with a renewed sense of inspiration.

The next issue I had to deal with in my hypothetical declaration of transition was Todd and how to break the news to him that he had been boning a man on a gender changing pill all this time. That wasn’t a fun thing to think about but I knew it had to be done. It would be a relief to me to get it off my conscience and make things easier because I wouldn’t have to hide my past like I had been doing so far. If he rejected me I couldn’t blame him but if he accepted me he would probably be a great ally and a source of support that I desperately needed.

The really tricky part was also telling him the sordid details of my work at the temp agency. That was sort of a “double whammy” of hard truths to drop in anyone’s lap. It’s hard to think of a casual way to explain to someone that you’re a transgender sex worker.

“Baby, when you asked me how I knew Denise I said we had known each other for a long time and that we were the best of friends, all of which was true but wasn’t the whole truth,” I said as we were lying in bed.

“What do you mean?” asked Todd.

“I mean we used to date,” I replied.

“Really? I had no idea Denise ever dated girls.”

“No, I mean I was a guy then.”

I proceeded to tell him the whole story how Denise turned me on to the gender changing drugs so that I could get work at the temp agency while I tried to figure out what the heck I wanted to do with my life and the sordid details of what working for that agency entailed. I held nothing back and found it incredibly liberating to finally have it all out in the open, no matter what the ramifications might turn out to be.

“The most important thing, I think, is that this experience has made me realize that I belong being female. It’s the greatest thing that has ever happened to me and I’m determined to remain this way for the rest of my life, and meeting you has been one of the best parts of that experience. Everything about being a woman was supposed to be temporary, meaningless, and hopefully harmless but instead it turned into this big life-changing epiphany and you simply mean too much to me to continue keeping you in the dark about this,” I concluded.

“That’s quite a story,” said Todd as he rubbed his chin. “So you’re basically saying that you want everything in your life to continue going as it is now?”

“Yeah, that’s pretty much the size of it, at least as far as my gender is concerned,” I replied. “I’m still grappling with my career issues but I’m inspired to try and focus my efforts on being creative. Being a woman is a new passion that I only recently discovered but art has been my passion for as long as I can remember.”

“Well that all sounds like pretty terrific news to me,” said Todd. “I didn’t know you before so it’s no big shock to me. I’m sure you were probably a really cool guy that I would have enjoyed hanging out with if I had met you back then but honestly I think I’d rather have what we have now than just be drinking buddies or something.”

“Can I climb on top of your cock and look lovingly down at you as I grind your big throbbing member into my wet gash?” I asked sweetly.

“I don’t see why not,” Todd replied with a chuckle.

I swung myself over his body and guided his dick into my pussy with my hand and then I let myself sink to the bottom and sat there gazing at Todd with what must have been a look of wonder, relief, excitement and affection all sort of rolled into one. I couldn’t believe how easily that had gone. It made me feel kind of silly for not telling him sooner but maybe we needed to get to know one another better first. The idea that I was “really a man” might have been off-putting until he spent some time knowing me as a woman. Or maybe I had just caught him in a vulnerable state. He had a nice erection going, and was obviously hoping to put it in me, so perhaps that impulse was too great to succumb to critical thinking at that moment. Whatever the reason I wasn’t going to worry about it now. I was right where I belonged and doing what I hoped to be doing many, many times in the days ahead.

I started riding him very slowly, never breaking eye contact as he reached up and squeezed my boobs. I had fallen in love with him because we had an obvious physical attraction for one another and because we had that sort of easy familiarity that’s hard to establish with a relative stranger. I felt like we were in tune with each other.

“Oh baby, I love you so much,” I said as I began to push myself up and down on his pole a little faster.

“And I love you too darling,” he replied.

Pretty soon I was riding him faster and faster and my boobs were bouncing too much for him to keep a grip on. As much as I wanted to continue looking at him my eyelids were getting heavy and I couldn’t really focus on anything, I could just feel the warm sensation of powerful intimacy that coated my insides like a thick blanket.

I threw my hands behind my head and moaned loudly while I gasped and tried to think of something clever to say but words failed me. And that, I suppose, is one of the really cool things about being in love with someone. You don’t always have to be clever or witty. Sometimes you can just be with someone and that’s enough, especially when you’re both making each other cum.


CHAPTER 17:

After we had finished Todd surprised me with a gift he had bought when he went to get coffee earlier while I was taking a shower. It was an artist’s pad and some charcoal drawing sticks. I had mentioned that I used to like sketching things in charcoal and he had remembered and thought I might want to do a little sketching now that I seemed more inspired.

I had Todd get back in bed and stretch out with one arm propping his head up and the disrupted blankets kind of draped over the lower part of his legs. The human form is often considered one of the most difficult things to reproduce in art but I always had a fondness for attempting that and something about sketching my lover while his seed was still fresh inside me took me to new artistic heights.

“Damn, that’s really impressive,” said Todd when I showed him the results of my hasty sketching. “And thank you for making my dick look so big.”

“Your dick is big honey, I don’t think I took any artistic liberties there,” I said with a laugh. “But yeah, I am actually kind of pleased with how that turned out. I seem to draw the human form better than a lot of beginning artists but I never really knew what to do with that skill. You inspired me, I guess.”

“So I’m your muse, am I? That’s kind of cool. I’m pretty sure I’ve never inspired a work of art before,” said Todd.

“It’s just a sketch,” I reminded him.

“Which is a work of art,” he pointed out. “At least as far as I know with my relatively limited knowledge of the subject. I think self-expression is great, whether it results in some kind of fame or fortune or not. You have a gift and I think you should explore that. And if you need a nude model to practice with my big dick is always at your service.”

“Oh baby, your big dick can service me anytime, anywhere,” I said as I kissed him deeply.

For someone who had always lived a rather confused and conflicted life, torn between impulses and practicality, things finally seemed to be falling into place for me. I still had no idea whether being an artist would lead to any sort of employment opportunities or whether it would just always be kind of a hobby but at least I knew that I needed to see where it might take me. I also didn’t know whether being female would be some kind of great improvement of my skills as an artist or just mean that I would enjoy doing pictures of naked men but that was also something that needed to be explored.

School could wait a little longer I figured. I wanted to see how far I could take my work on my own before deciding whether it would be beneficial for me to go back and focus on formal training or time to accept reality and switch to a more practical major. In the meantime I would set up a studio and experiment. That would mean continuing to need money to support myself so I’d probably take a job with the temp agency whenever I had the chance while looking for something less sexually explicit that would still give me flexibility in my schedule, if not quite as much money for the effort. It was a little weird thinking about having sex with other people now that I had a steady boyfriend but that sex was never romantic and always just for a paycheck so it seemed like it wasn’t the end of the world to suck a few dicks on the clock every now and then.

“Temporary” had been the key word in my experimental foray into womanhood but I knew now that femininity was probably the most permanent thing in my life. Permanent enough that if Todd and I decided to live together or even get married someday I would do it without hesitation or reservation. There would probably be more temporary situations in my life as things unfolded but at least being a woman was one thing I knew that would last forever.


AUTHOR’S NOTES:

I’ve actually worked at “legit” temp agencies and I can say that usually the job was very professional but on occasion you ran into the “new girl syndrome” where men at the company looked at female temporary employees as “fresh meat” to be devoured and then quickly dismissed once the assignment was over. That was kind of the jumping off point for this book. Somehow knowing that a woman would only be working there for a limited time made them seem like “fair game” that anyone could try to bag as quickly as possible. I just took it a step further and made sex be an actual part of the job description. I honestly have no idea whether such a thing really exists, or ever has, but it seems likely to me that some variation of the “escort” service probably extends to the world of business, especially in a climate where people are worried more than they used to be about sexual harassment lawsuits.

In any case it served as a catalyst in my story for a man to be tempted enough by the good pay and flexible scheduling that he might actually consider changing his gender to reap the benefits of such an employment opportunity and that of course led Skyler to discovering his true identity and making the bold decision to embrace it.

Hope you enjoyed it!


SOCIAL MEDIA

I’ve recently started trying to establish some kind of more substantial social media presence. What I’m really hoping for is to get people to engage and communicate with me so that I can better understand what my readers want to see in the future. And I would like to use things like my blog as an outlet for some of my other artistic endeavors that I hope you will find entertaining and stimulating.

At the moment the two that I’m concentrating on are:

https://www.facebook.com/pages/Stacey-Zackerly-Author/1433132996914960

http://staceyzackerly.blogspot.com

There’s a lot of fun stuff starting to happen at the blog like my new cartoon/caption series called “Stacey’s World” that is a surprisingly honest and generally amusing look at my life primarily from a sexual perspective.

I would love to hear from you guys and make this relationship more of a two-way street. The fans that I’ve met online have been absolutely awesome and I can’t wait to make some new friends!


SORT OF 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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