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Chapter One

 

Holding a note in my hand, I walk across campus as birds sing above me in the tree. I hope the focus group will pay today because my stomach grumbles. I can’t go another day eating chips for dinner. Something more substantial would be nice because I don’t have rich parents to replenish my bank account. It doesn’t take long to get to the building. They’re having the focus group in the Communications and Marketing building, where I never go because I’m an engineering major. 

The ad must have attracted a lot of attention. People pack the lobby. Checking the note, I look around the room and count. I’ve made it in time. A woman stands by the door, keeping an eye on the number of people. She turns and glances out to the hallway, letting in one more person before shutting the door. Dressed in a red dress and black heels, she walks across the carpet. Her beauty doesn’t escape me. I’ve seen the woman around campus. She towers over most of the other women, and her beauty shines across distances. 

“Welcome to our focus group. My assistant will come around and give you a number. Those with the number one will go first, and the fives will go last. Understood?” 

Everyone in the lobby nods. The assistant moved around the room, handing out chips. I get a five. I can forget about going to my first period. “Do we get paid today?” 

“Yes, everyone gets a gift card when they leave,” the woman says and doesn’t look back at me. She continues to everyone around the room. They call the first group after a few minutes. 

Twiddling my thumbs, I wish I had brought a book. The game on my cell phone is repetitive, and I’m ready to get back to my day. My stomach grumbles to remind me of the lack of food at home. I sigh, staring at the ceiling. My glasses fall back and hit my forehead. When I return, I notice the woman in the red dress staring at me. The first group has left. Her eyes focus on me. I twist in my seat until she looks away. 

They call the second group. It moves much faster than I had expected. It’s my first focus group. They’re nothing more than tiny ads in the back of the school newspaper. It’s the only place they mention the focus group. It doesn’t take more than an hour to get to the last group. The mysterious woman calls me and the other stragglers into the room. It’s like the last hour at the bar, not that I go to those places often. 

We get in the private room. Three cups with different colored liquids sit in front of us. I stare at the questionable liquids, unsure that I want the money for tasting these. 

“Welcome. This is quick and painless. We have three new flavors of juices here,” the woman says and walks over. She glances at my name tag, “Earl, pick up cup number one and taste it.” 

I do as she asks. It tastes like apple juice with a flavor I can’t quite discern. “What juice do you think it is?” 

“Apple,” I say in a weak voice. 

“Speak up please, Earl,” the woman says with a giggle. Her radiance intimidates me even more. I croak out the word apple. “That wasn’t so hard, was it, Earl?” 

I shake my head and don’t speak again. Feeling my cheeks rise in temperature, I duck my head. I want to finish this, get my gift card, and go to the grocery store. The woman, her name tag says Bethany, steps away while running her finger along the table. Desks form a semi-circle around her. She instructs everyone to write as many flavor profiles as they can for each juice and also determine the best-tasting drink. 

“We want to see how the flavors work, what stands out, what tastes good. Take a few minutes. My assistant and I will revise your papers for sufficient detail before you leave.” 

Tasting the drinks, it doesn’t take long for me to fill my paper with information. I rush through it. Bethany looks over my work, accepts it, and her assistant hands me a gift card for fifty dollars. 

“Anything else?” 

“That’s all. Enjoy your gift card,” she says with a soft smile. The way her dress hugs her body catches my eye. It’s hard not to notice a bosom like hers. She must notice me staring because she grunts. “Have a nice day, sir.”

“You too,” I say and run out the door.




♦




Sitting at a bench on campus, I grade exams from last week. It’s my least-favorite part of the job, but overall I love working as a professor. I’ve found a way to mix both the professional and academic worlds. My focus groups and marketing career hasn’t stopped, and they give my graduate students a chance to learn practical, hands-on information. They add to my paycheck each month too, but they become few and far between near midterms. 

The sun brings more heat with each passing day, which allows me to wear my favorite dresses and heels. Jeans are more comfortable for tucking, but dresses are worth the extra effort. It becomes second nature after the first few times, and nobody notices my bulge. I get harder than most ladies on estrogen, but there hasn’t been a problem at school, yet. Yet being the key word, but fear isn’t where I want to live. 

Recrossing my legs, I lose track of my thoughts. The lines blur on the page. It doesn’t help that the student’s handwriting is horrible. Wind blows around me. Flowers bloom in the trees. It looks beautiful and smells even better. 

“Bethany,” an unfamiliar, quiet voice says. I don’t startle easily. Turning in my seat, there’s a young man behind me. He looks familiar but generic. He has brown hair and blue eyes, glasses, and a young-looking face. 

“You should speak to people from the front, young man. Didn’t your parents teach you better? How can I help you?”

“I… was wondering… if there were more focus groups,” the man stutters. Trying not to laugh, I tell him to take a seat. He sits across from me and pushes his glasses up his nose. I remember when I used to wear glasses, happy it’s a thing of the past. 

“You have to check the papers for those, I’m afraid. We don’t have many happening now because of midterms,” I say. His disappointment is as clear as the sky today. It’s like watching a hurt animal in the forest. “There are a lot of campus jobs in the food court or in the library. What’s your major?”

“Engineering,” he says. He crosses his arms over his chest, “I don’t want to work in one of those places. It’s not fair that my dad can’t help,” he says. The young man looks like he might cry. It makes me shift in my seat, uncomfortable and ready for him to leave. 

“What’s your name?” 

“Earl,” he says. 

“How old are you, Earl?” 

“21.” 

“When I was your age, I worked as a server in a restaurant. Why don’t you try somewhere downtown? They make good tips,” I offer. 

The young man isn’t listening. He’s looking off to the campus buildings. His eyes show an overwhelming amount of emotion. He’s like a dark rain cloud against the sunny day. “I can’t be a waiter,” he finally says. 

This young man is desperate, but I know nothing about him. I’m a professional at this University. I could help him, but I don’t know if he wants what I can offer. It’s unique. 

“Earl, you’re making this difficult for me. I can see you’re in a hard place, and I want to help you,” I say, clearing my throat. He looks at me for the first time in several minutes. His eyes captivate. He is beautiful under all the meekness. I remember my awkward stage as I look at him. Becoming a woman has give me more confidence than anything else in the world. “How do you feel about alternative lifestyles?” 

He raises his eyebrow at me, “what do you mean by ‘alternative’?” he asked. 

I shake a finger at him, “I can’t explain here. Take this card,” I say and slide one across the table but stop him before he picks it up, “by accepting this card, you agree to my terms and conditions. If you want money, I can help, but you can’t tell a soul about what you discover from this point forward. I expect complete confidentiality. Any breach of contract will cause no payment for you. There will be real paperwork later, but this is a verbal agreement. Understood?” 

Earl doesn’t touch the card. He stares at it with questioning eyes. Good, he’s smart. This isn’t a normal job. I expect loyalty and discreetness from my employees. “What do I have to do?” 

“It’s nothing you can’t handle if you want to make money,” I say. 

Earl leans forward and speaks in the lowest voice possible, “do I have to have sex?” 

I try not to laugh at the innocence he possesses. I wish I could capture it in a perfume and wear it. Men love an innocent woman. They turn their head at me too, but that all changes if a young beauty comes walking in behind me. It makes me laugh how obvious men are, but I don’t mind it. I’m not much better when it comes to men; quick to turn my head when a better piece comes along. 

“You don’t have to have sex. Not exactly.” 

“I can’t agree unless I know what I have to do,” he says. 

“Then, I guess you don’t need money. If you don’t mind, I have papers to grade. Keep your eye on the paper for our next focus group,” I say, forcing a smile. 

Earl looks at me and the card lying on the table. He snatches it before hopping to his feet. 

“Don’t forget our verbal agreement. I have good lawyers,” I say, taunting him. He doesn’t look back at me and disappears into the mix of people on campus. I smile to myself, knowing he’ll call me. Hopefully, his dick is nice enough to add to the collection. 


Chapter Two

 

The obscure business card sits in front of me. I called my dad, but he said they don’t have a dime. Everything is going into my school, he said. They pay the apartment which is a lot, but I’m left to feed myself. My tuition is covered by a scholarship, but I’m hungry. My stomach rumbles. I need to eat. 

Picking up the phone, I type in the numbers. A week has passed since I sat with Bethany on campus. She’ll probably think I’m weak. The phone rings. She answers, “hello,” she says in a sweet-sounding voice. 

I mumble a response. 

“Who is this?” she asks. 

“Earl. I’m the one from campus. You gave me your card,” I say. 

“Ah, I was expecting your call. How are you?” she asks. It sounds like she is sitting in a busy area. A door chimes. Sound dims on the phone. “Sorry, it’s so loud here. I’m in New York for a few days on business.” 

“It’s okay. When can I start the job? How many hours is it?” 

“You will make good money, don’t worry. Much better than any of those hourly jobs pay. One hour for me is like fifteen or twenty with them. I’ll send you a message later via this number. Is that okay?” 

“Yes,” I say. 

“Before I go. How much body hair do you have?” 

“Not much.” 

“Do some manscaping before you come. If you don’t know what to do, look it up on the internet. I’ll see you this weekend. Don’t be late,” she says. 

I respond, but she has killed the call. It’s dead on the other line. Manscape? What did she mean by that? I type it into the computer. My jaw drops when the results come back. Hoping she didn’t lie when she said no sex, I go to the bathroom to get ready for the weekend. 




♦




New York is amazing. I love the big apple, but it’s always nice to come home to the relaxing Midwest, where the houses sit far apart. I have a lawn. Few New Yorkers get to say that, but they can claim many other benefits over me. Who cares, I love my house, which I’m heading to in a taxi. Checking my watch, I should have enough time to shower before Earl arrives. 

I tip the driver and have him carry my bags to the door. He doesn’t protest when he sees the twenty in my hand. I can hear my sweet dog barking in the backyard. After tossing my bags in the entrance, I go around the side to pet her. Her tail wags like crazy. My neighbors emerge from their house, coming over to say hello. I wave at them while they approach me, squatting by Bear, my dog. 

“Thank you so much for taking care of Bear,” I say, lifting him into my arms. 

“It was no problem. She’s sweet and loves her doghouse.”

“She better with how much I spent on it,” I say. We laugh together. My neighbors are nice. An older couple with kids in college. They don’t make problems if I have a late party, as I always bake cookies beforehand. They just think I’m a professional woman that likes to have fun. Not once have they suspected me for a man. I can tell by the way they talk to me. Going through transition was rough, when people knew I was born a man by looking at me. My heart goes out to those girls in the change, but there comes a time when one blends in like a chameleon in the forest. 

I reach into my purse to grab money for the couple, “here,” I say and hand them a fifty. 

“Oh, we can’t,” they try. 

I stomp my heel into the pavement. “Please, I’m tired and need a shower. It’d cost me a lot more to take Bear to a doggy daycare and having her here with y’all gives me much more peace of mind.” 

“You drive a hard bargain,” the wife says and takes the bill. They turn to go inside. I make a mental note to make them some cookies. It’ll make them happier than the money, but that will have to wait. I have a cute boy coming over to audition. 

Rushing inside, I peel the dress off my body and dart to my renovated bathroom. Hot water pelts me. My dick is free after a long week of tucking. I run my hand over my balls and shaft, massaging them for comfort. After a few minutes like that, guilt from wasting water fills me, so I clean my body and get out as soon as possible. 

As I’m drying, the doorbell rings. My phone is in the bedroom. I don’t feel like tucking again, so I get a loose housedress with a robe to go over it. I wear a pair of tight panties and push my dick to the side. Earl shouldn’t notice. He rings the doorbell again as I rub lotion onto my skin. I slip on some sandals and trot to the door, loving that Earl is waiting for me. 

“Come inside,” I say and open the door. 

Earl steps into the house and looks around with wide eyes. “Your house is nice,” he says as he takes in the modern design. Large paintings decorate the walls. 

“It’s my baby. Would you like something to drink?” 

“Water,” he says. 

I lead him to the kitchen. I get a glass from the cabinet and fill it with water from the tap on the fridge. He takes it, watching me with caution. 

“Take a seat,” I say and point to a bar stool at the island. 

“What do you want me to do?” 

“Model nude for me. I want to take pictures of your form.”

“That’s it?” he asks. “How much?” 

“I’ll give you two hundred for today’s shoot. Normally I do one hundred, but you seem eager.” 

Earl rubs his chin and drinks from his glass. “So, this is a onetime thing?” 

The way his eyes move from side to side show his nerves. He’s skittish like a frightened cat. I’m surprised he hasn’t jumped up from the stool and darted out the door. Not answering his question, I go for a rocks glass and pour myself a whiskey. It’s been a long week, and I’m ready to enjoy the weekend. Letting Earl watch me, I press my lips to the glass. The robe shows my cleavage. I’m not hiding a thing, minus my special piece. 

“It can become as much as you want it to,” I say. “But let’s start with the photo shoot for now. How’s your dick?” 

“Um… it’s okay I guess,” he says. “I don’t know. I don’t compare it with other guys.” 

“That’s a shame. You don’t like dick?” 

“No,” he says, shaking his head. “Nothing against gay guys. Just not my thing.” 

“Don’t get all worked up, Earl. It was just a question,” I say and wink at him. “Are you ready? Sure you don’t want a drink?” 

“I’ll take one. But not too strong.”

“Don’t worry your pretty face,” I say and cup my hand around his chin, slapping his face gently. Making him a drink, he’s watching my tits bounce. It’s so easy to see where his eyes are looking. I don’t mind because I’ll be doing the same once he strips down to nothing. I clear my throat and raise my eyebrow when his eyes meet mine. “Like what you see?” I ask, squeezing my bosom together with my arms. 

He blushes, “sorry, I didn’t mean to stare.” 

“They’re a nice size, aren’t they?” I ask, wanting him to admire my beauties. 

“Yeah, it’s hard not to look,” he says with a goofy smile, looking like a frat boy. It’s hard not to imagine him staring in a porno as the nerd he is. Keep the glasses and add muscle, he’d be a star. I don’t act in the films but love to record sexy moments and sell them to an elite group or keep them for myself. Men are beautiful, and I can’t help but document them at their prime. As I grow older, more young men come from the weeds every day. It’s only part of the reason I love working at a college. Endless seas of men in their prime. 

After finishing my drink, I refill it. He’s been here twenty minutes. Tension is brewing. He stirs in his seat. He hasn’t drunk much of his whiskey. “Follow me to the shooting room,” I say and walk to the bedroom in the back of the house. 

I open the door and wave my hand for Earl to step inside. A bed and another massive painting decorate the room. It  is white with a few black streaks. Abstract. Captivating. 

“Get undressed,” I say in a flat voice, hiding my excitement. Holding a camera in my hand, I look at the young man with intensity. 

Earl looks at the bed and the painting. He bites his nails. I step forward and rub his shoulder, whispering into his ear, “don’t be afraid, beautiful. Get naked.” 

Earl swallows, unbuttoning his pants. He drops them to the floor. He’s wearing loose boxers. Not briefs like I love on men. His piece looks nice under the fabric. I touch his shoulder again, watching his dick jump. 

“Looks like someone is excited,” I say.

“Can’t help myself,” he says, staring at the floor. I lift his chin to meet my eyes. 

“You need confidence in the photo. Do some push-ups.”

He takes a minute to drop to the floor. I encourage him with my hands. While he’s doing repetitions, I cheer him on. Push him forward. When he gets to twenty he drops. 

“Who told you to stop?” 

“I can’t do more,” he says, catching his breath. 

“Stand up and lie on the bed.”

He does what I tell him to do but puts his arms awkwardly at his side. His dick is nice. Not too long but thick, and semi-flaccid. He isn’t hairy, making his balls look nice and smooth. 

“Put your arms above your head. Try to flex your muscles.” 

His abs tighten as he stretches above his head. He folds his arms to flex them. Earl’s like putty in my hands. I could play with him all day. 

“Rub your dick. Keep it looking nice,” I say. 

He looks down, slightly uncomfortable, and runs a finger along his tip. Grasping the shaft, Earl rubs up and down. His dick grows quickly. His eyes are closed. 

“Not too hard. I want it lying flat, not standing tall.” 

Earl nods, trying his best to calm himself. I pull the robe a little looser to expose my breasts. He notices. Earl fixes his eyes on me.

“You’re beautiful,” he says in a soft voice. 

“Take off your glasses,” I say, ignoring his compliment. We’ll see how beautiful he thinks I am when he finds my magic rod. Earl pulls the glasses from his face. I take them and instruct his poses. He’ll make a nice addition to my collection of photos. Snapping pictures, it doesn’t take long to finish the shoot. 

I sit on the bed next to Earl and give him his glasses. He pulls the sheet over his dick. We look at the photos together. I can tell it’s hard for him to see, “Which one is your favorite?” 

“What kind of question is that? They all look terrible,” he says. It’s the most aggressive he’s sounded since we met. There’s fire in his eyes. 

“You won’t say that in ten, twenty, or thirty years. I love pictures of people in their prime. I still have mine,” I say, hiding that those show me as a young man just like him. 

Earl nods, “I see your point. Can I put on my clothes now?” 

“No, we need some of you standing up, and then you can go,” I say.


Chapter Three

 

I spent the two hundred dollars, but my fridge is full and the light bill paid. Hopefully, my roommate doesn’t eat all the food before I can, but that doesn’t matter. Ever since that day with Bethany, I can’t get the woman out of my mind. She was flirty with me: showing me her cleavage, taking pictures of me naked, touching my body. Women don’t treat me like that. Especially women my age. They look at me and walk the other way or don’t even notice me at all. 

It doesn’t matter. They’ll come once I’m making a large salary as an engineer. Resisting me then won’t be as easy for the ladies. It’s only a matter of time, but until then I need to do more work for Bethany. I hope she doesn’t do anything with the photos like put them on the internet. But it was the easiest money I’ve ever made. 

Walking through campus, I’m searching for Bethany everywhere in the crowd. She’s not my professor, so I don’t know her office hours. I don’t even know where her office is beyond the Marketing and Communications building. Her last name is a mystery too. Bethany. That’s all I know. 

Glancing at the clock on the library tower, I still have ten more minutes to walk around campus and look for Bethany. She stands out in the crowd. When she struts down the sidewalk, it looks like she should be in a big city and not on a college campus. The way her hair blows in the wind. I’ve touched myself more times than I can count thinking about her, but she saw me naked. That’s more than most women. I’ve had sex a couple times, but not with a woman like her. Bethany looks like she knows her way around the bedroom. She isn’t an inexperienced woman like most of the ladies on campus. 

After walking two circles around campus, I’m five minutes late for my class and no closer to finding Bethany. I don’t enjoy having a paper trail with the work she has had me doing, but I’m hungry and want to see her. 

Me: When can we meet again? I’m broke. 

She returns a message before I get to class. 

Bethany: Come over tonight after six and we can talk about further assignments. 

Something about the words make me regret reaching out to Bethany again, but I would regret it my entire life if I didn’t walk down this road. Wherever she wants to take me, I’m going. 


Chapter Four

 

My professor scolded me for arriving late, but it doesn’t matter now. I’m showered and heading to Bethany’s place. It’s ten minutes to six, and I’m two away from her house. None of my friends live in her neighborhood. Most of the professors don’t either. She must have a good amount of money from other sources to afford the house on her own. I get outside and park a few houses down from hers. Trying not to arrive too early, I sit outside and wait. 

Parents walk with their kids on the sidewalk. My car must stick out compared to the rest because they scowl in my direction. Averting my eyes, I notice a couple staring out of the house next to Bethany’s. There are so many eyes on me I shiver. Bethany will have to forgive me, but I get out the car and briskly walk to her door. She answers on the first knock, much faster than the first time. 

“You’re early,” she says and slips a silver earring into her ear. She’s wearing a green dress, tight around her body. It’s strapless and her chest peeks out the top. She’s a little taller than me, so her boobs are in my face. I wish to shake my head between them but resist, shrinking into myself like normal. 

I step inside. Bethany closes the door behind me. She pushes me forward into the house. The paintings attract me like the first time. It hasn’t been long since the photo shoot, but it feels just as surreal. Bethany has a whiskey waiting for me on the island, “take it,” she says. 

I reach for the glass. Grasping it, I lift it to my lips slowly, waiting for Bethany to drink from hers. She’s watching me over the rim. Her dark eyes meeting my blue ones. We’re staring at each other. No words are being said. She reaches across the counter and stokes my hand. My dick twitches. She leans down so I can see into the slit between her breasts. 

“You’re a boob guy for sure,” she says and giggles. I love how feminine she sounds. Her voice is high, artificial almost. She sounds like a cartoon when she’s happy. Her smile mesmerizes me. 

“Just those. It’s like someone created them with precision,” I say. 

She winks at me. She’s on the other side of the kitchen island. It feels much farther than it is. 

“Are you ready to make some money?” 

“What do I have to do?” 

“I have some select clients. Because you’re new, they won’t pay as much, but I have a show arranged for you at seven.” 

“A show?” 

“Yes, a show. We will record you while the man watches. His name is Micheal. He’s an old client. It’s a gift on my behalf the first time. I’m paying.”

“Is it always for guys?” I ask, a little disappointed. 

“No, but men are much more willing to pay for experiences like this,” she says in a matter-of-fact voice. A business woman replaces the light-hearted lady from a couple moments ago. 

“How much does it pay?”

“Depends. The better you look, the more you make. Your dick is nice, so that’s a plus. You can also make a little more for using toys, if you’re up for it.” 

“Like, sticking something up my ass?” 

“That’s exactly what I mean, sweetie,” she says. 

“How much would I get for that?” 

“With your body now? My clients might pay one fifty for that, an hour of your time. If you work out, you can charge more. My top guy is making a few hundred for every hour, but he looks like a Greek God.” 

“Why do jocks play on artificial turf?” I ask her. 
Bethany taps her glass, “I don’t know, why?” 
“To keep them from grazing.”

“Yeah, you could say that,” she says and chuckles. “What do you say, Earl? Do you want to do it?” 

“It’s still better than working in the cafeteria,” he says and throws back the rest of his drink. 

“Don’t drink too fast. Micheal doesn’t like drunk boys.”

“Let’s go then,” I say. 

“You still have a few minutes. Why don’t you go do some sit-ups and push-ups so you looked more toned for the camera,” she says. 

I listen, going over the open space between her kitchen and living room. The booze is running through me, making it harder to push through the exercise, but I do as much as I can until Bethany calls me to the bedroom.




♦




“Strip naked,” I say to Earl. He’s standing in the recording room with his arms crossed over his chest. Looking reserved, I pull his arms apart and instruct him to loosen up. “Micheal wants an excited man for the camera. Don’t disappoint me, Earl.”

He nods. Dropping his arms to the side, he shakes his shoulders. Earl hollers into the air. 

“There you go, baby. Do that. Five minutes. Get your dick ready. Micheal will want you hard and waiting,” I say, getting the nice camera ready. I connect my laptop to the camera. Earl’s sitting on the chair. He’s touching his flaccid dick. Watching it grow distracts me from my job. There isn’t much time, and the green dress grows tight on my body as my feminine dick pushes against my panties. It doesn’t want to be caged. 

Trying my best to ignore Earl’s hardened shaft, I pull up my custom-made software that ensures complete privacy for both my clients and contractors. Neither party can record. It’s once and done. The clients have to pay beforehand and can leave a tip afterward if they’re extra delighted. 

Micheal appears on the screen. “How’s it going today?” I ask him. 

“Great, what boy do you have for me?” he asks. 

“This delicious 21-year-old nerd. Are you ready?” 

“Yes, I’m tired of looking at a woman. Let me see the hunk.”

I move my eyes to Earl. His eyes show fear, but I smile, putting up my thumb. He nods, and I switch the camera to him. I move my hand in a circle in the air like a director. Earl moves his hand up and down his cock. 

“He’s going to have to do better than that, Bethany,” Micheal screams. 

I cut the volume on our end, so I can direct Earl. He does everything I tell him to without hesitation, making Micheal coo. 

“Lick your hand, Earl. Touch your nipples. Grip your cock. Show Micheal everything you’re working with down there. Pull your balls down and stand.” 

His dick grows by inches as he pulls at his balls. He has a small amount of hair. He’s like a little twink with a big cock. It looks massive against his small body. 

“Give him a toy,” Micheal demands. 

I turn to the closet and get out a transparent male masturbator shaped like an asshole. After dropping lube into the middle, I pass the fleshlight to Earl. He looks at it with interest before slipping the sleeve over his cock. He buckles. The pleasure must be too much. I should have given him a pill to stay hard. 

“Don’t you dare cum,” I say through clenched teeth. “Not until Micheal’s ready.” Earl glances up with a serious expression. He’s breathing deeply. His chests rises and falls. “Take it slow. Sit on the chair. Put your legs on the arms and show Micheal a little of your ass.” 

Earl listens and lifts his legs. His dick is pulsing inside the sleeve. It must feel like ecstasy on his untrained cock. 

“Oh yeah, slip a finger in that ass you dirty slut,” Micheal says. 

This makes Earl blush. It’s his first time on camera. I wave him forward. Earl rubs his asshole, unsure of what to do. I love watching the torture on his young face. It makes my dick twitch, wishing I could feel what he was feeling at my age. Thirty-one isn’t far from twenty-one in numbers, but it’s a world of difference in life experience. Sex. Lasting longer. 

Earl fingers himself for a moment before moving back to his cock. He grips his nipple and runs the fleshlight up and down his dick. It’s easy to tell how close he is to cumming. 

“Bite your tongue. Do something,” I tell him. He bites his lips, making him look closer to shooting his load. Searching for ideas, I think of something that might stop him dead. I lift my dress and pull my panties to the side. Earl doesn’t miss a beat. His eyes widen. He strokes his dick with the fleshlight, watching my cock. I smile at him, “don’t lose focus, sweetie. Micheal wants a show.” 

He watches my hand move over my feminine cock. His eyes don’t move from my dick, but it’s in line with the camera. Micheal can see everything as Earl stares into the camera. He’s playing with his dick and nipples, lost at the sight of my body. I pull him in further, dropping my panties to the floor. 

I lick my lips. His eyes have moved to mine. 

“What’s going on over there?” Micheal asks. 

“Keep going,” I say, ignoring Micheal. “You can cum soon.”

Spitting into my hand, I cover my cock. I pull my dress over my breasts and drop it to the floor, exposing my entire body. Earl beats the sleeve faster over his dick. He’s staring at my body with fascinated eyes. 

“Look at the camera, baby,” I remind him. 

He reluctantly moves his eyes away from me. Micheal purrs and instructs Earl to beat his dick even faster. He wants Earl to stand up when he cums. To catch the liquid in his hand. He wants to admire the pile. Micheal encourages Earl with his words. I encourage him with my body. I step to the side and jump on my toes. He’s looking at my cock and my breasts. I’m not very hard, but my cock is long. It’s a shower, not a grower. 

“Cum for me,” Micheal says. The man is grunting as he shoots a load all over his stomach. I see the moment on camera. Earl stands as he’s instructed. He stands in front of the camera. The frame no longer shows his face, only a close-up of his cock. He’s moving the sleeve over his veined cock. 

I watch Earl as he closes his eyes. He hasn’t stopped moving the sleeve over his cock. His breaths shorten. He must be getting close. I would love to cum with him but don’t have time to get hard. 

Earl puts out his hand and throws the sleeve to the floor. He beats his dick for less than five seconds before streams of cum are flying from his dick. Micheal cheers for Earl. 

“That was hot. Get a better body, and I’ll pay good money for you,” Micheal says and signs off the site. I close the camera and walk over to Earl without putting on my panties or dress. He stares at my hairless body from top to bottom. I touch Earl on the shoulder. 

“You did well,” I say. 

“Thank you,” he says and drops his head to the ground. He huffs. He must be weak after letting out such a large load. I guide him to the chair and go to the kitchen to grab him some water, putting on a robe on the way. When I get back to the room, Earl is dressed. He runs his hand through his hair before taking the glass.

“Did you hate it?” 

“No, it wasn’t so bad. I could never have real sex for money, though,” he says. He doesn’t mention my dick. I can’t help but wonder what he thinks of it. He’s averting his eyes; not as eager to gaze at my bosom. 

“Give me a second,” I say and go to my purse. I hand him another two-hundred dollars. 

“I thought it was less.” 

“You deserve the tip.” I go to the door to signal for him to leave. There’s awkward tension in the air, and I want Earl out my space. 

“Thanks for the opportunity,” he says before disappearing out the door. I close the door and listen to him leave out the front door. 

 

 


Chapter Five

 

Sitting on my bed, I hear my roommate in the living room. He’s blasting the TV. At least there’s a lock on my door because I’m in my room watching chick-with-dick porn. My dick’s put away in my pants. It’s more out of fascination than anything. Before Bethany revealed herself, I would never have thought she had a dick. I don’t even think of her as a man at all. She sounds, looks, and dresses more ladylike than most women, if that’s a thing. She wears dresses and heels, not jeans and a t-shirt. 

There’s no sound on my computer, not that my roommate would hear it over the sports, but I can’t look away from the screen. It’s the fourth video I’ve watched. Trying not to touch my dick, I analyze the scenes. The first one had a girl fucking the guy. The second was the other way around. There were two women and one guy in the third video, and one of those ladies had a dick. The fourth one is a guy fucking the girl, stroking her dick, eating her ass, and doing everything he can to pleasure the woman. 

It’s hard not to imagine myself doing all that to Bethany. Her ass is more perfect than any I’ve seen. Round like a peach. Her tits must have been crafted. They are perfect. I can picture her riding my dick while I stroke her cock. 

Fuck. 

It’s getting me hard thinking about Bethany’s naked body. A girl with a dick shouldn’t get me feeling like this, but there’s something about her. I want to taste every inch of Bethany’s body. Feel her ass around my dick like that fleshlight earlier today. 

Unbuttoning my pants, I can’t resist anymore. My dick presses against my jeans causing pain. I free it. It’s twitching. The guy uses the full length of his huge cock to stuff the chick’s ass. She moaning. Her little dick is bouncing in front of her. Her tits look like any other woman’s. The guy smacks her ass. It must sound hot, but I resist turning on the volume. 

My body’s heating up as I stroke my cock. I spit into my hand. It’s hard to believe I’m horny after this afternoon. Unlike a lot of guys, I don’t jack off much. Today differs from most. Bethany revealed herself and changed my world. My cock twitches in my hand. The girl’s dick is growing as the guy plays with it. He pulls her close to him, holding her neck. He’s fucking the girl hard from behind, commanding her to cum before he does. 

She agrees in a girlish voice, pushing herself to cum as he uses her hole. Fuck, I want to have Bethany like that. Her ass must be tight. I close my eyes, imagining I’m that guy in the video, and Bethany is that woman. Would I have it in me to command her like that? I don’t know, but it’s hot to think about. My toes curl. I’m getting close for the second time today. 

The chick in the video pants as cum flies from her dick onto the bed. The man pulls his raw dick out her ass and makes her suck it. She swallows his massive cock, letting it hit the back of her throat. She sucks it as I get close to cumming. 

“Open up,” the man in the video says. 

She’s on her knees and does as he says, taking his huge milky load on her tongue. I close my eyes, hoping I’ll do the same to Bethany, and cum all over my stomach. 


Chapter Six

 

A week has passed since Earl’s first recording. Micheal requested another with him, and he did one more besides that, but every time I record Earl, I want him for myself. I don’t want to share him. He’s the cutest nerd. In two years, he’ll be making a large salary. I can support him until then, if he accepts my offer. 

I cook dinner for us, but he doesn’t know. Surprises are more fun. After I get the chicken in the over, I pull out my phone to send Earl a message. 

Me: What are you doing tonight? 

He texts back before I can open the fridge. 

Earl: Nothing, you? 

Perfect, I think and return to putting ingredients back in the fridge. Making a man wait turns me on, so I don’t respond right away. He’s not doing anything. The way he looks at me when he’s here tells me he wants more than business. I haven’t gotten undressed since the first recording, but I can see the lust in his eyes. He lingers around the house after cumming, unlike most of my other models. 

I get back to the kitchen after washing my hands and rubbing scented lotion into them. There’s another message from Earl waiting. 

Earl: Did you want to do something? 

Me: Come over. Have dinner with me. Do you eat chicken? 

Earl: Best food in the world. I’ll head there now. 

He’s eager. I am too but don’t show it like him. He’s punctual, trustworthy, maybe even gullible. Most people would have sold his images, but I’m not that kind of businesswoman. My clients expect one-hundred percent discretion and pay for it. I don’t have to fuck over my models like other producers. Scrolling through my phone, I rest against the counter. The chicken’s in the oven. Earl’s on his way. My nails are done, and they didn’t get messed up making dinner. I bought the sides from the store. Nobody has time to make potatoes. 

Earl rings the doorbell. I set my phone on the counter and wait a minute before opening it for him. He stands there, holding a bunch of flowers. Taking them, I lean forward and hug the young man. He awkwardly wraps his arm around my body. I press my chest into his face. He doesn’t breath. I squeeze him before letting him pass through the front door. He walks into the house, much more comfortable than the first time. He places his jacket on the couch and turns to me, looking confident. I love the fire in his eyes. Earl leans against the sofa. 

“It smells great in here,” he says and winks. 

That makes my dick twitch. I don’t know what has gotten into him, but I love it. 

“Would you call a Greek hooker a feta-tute?” 

“I can’t with you,” I say, giggling harder than I’d like. He makes my guards fall. They’re like butter and he’s my skillet. “I need to get a vase for these.” 

He watches me as I search through the cabinets for my vase. Filling it with water, I watch Earl through my eyelids. He’s still against the couch, but I can see him in my open-concept layout. “What did you do today?” 

“When I wasn’t thinking about you? I studied,” he says. His hand gravitates toward his dick. He rubs the outline through his pants. I pretend not to notice but wish to wrap my lips around it. All those times I’ve watched his naked body without pleasuring it. Without stroking his dick or tasting his precum. Micheal got all the show, asshole. 

“I got white wine for dinner. Is that okay?” 

“Sure. I’m not picky,” he says. 

“Let’s sit at the island. Come over here.” 

He sits across from me. I pull the chicken out the oven and get the potatoes heated up in the microwave. He asks if I want help, but I tell him to wait until later. After pouring two glasses of wine, Earl and I toast. 

“To a fun night,” he says. 

“Yes,” I agree. Our glasses clink. I get the food on plates and place them on his side of the island with a candle in the middle. I dim the lights before sitting down. It’s like we’re in our own private restaurant. The wine chills on ice next to us. 

“This is so fancy,” he says, looking at me and the food. 

“Only the best for you. How did you like your first week of work?” 

“It was okay.” 

“What if you didn’t work at all?” 

“But I need the money,” he says. 

“You could be my boyfriend,” I say, swirling the wine in my glass. 

Earl swallows and says nothing. It doesn’t upset me. He needs to digest the idea. I turn to my plate and cut into the food. He does the same. His aura is different. The shock radiates from his body. 

He talks after a few bites, “are you talking about taking care of me?” 

“You’ll have a nice salary in less than two years. You’re a junior now, and once you graduate, you’ll make good money.” 

“My parents pay my rent. Not my food,” he says. 

I sit with the information for a moment, sipping my drink. “Come over for dinners. You can have a key and come get food whenever you want, if you were my boyfriend. Or you can keep recording videos for Micheal and make your own money. Or you could work anywhere else college kids work. Like I said, I waited tables at your age. But, you’re cute,” I say, trying to stop my rambling. I place my hand on Earl’s thigh. He doesn’t jump, accepting my touch. 

“I appreciate the offer, Bethany. I’ll think about it,” he says. 

We finish our food with little talking. Our feet touch under the island. I trace my heel up his leg. He smiles at me, not pulling away. 

“Should we go for a walk and enjoy the spring air? There’s a lake not too far from here.” 

“Sure,” he says. We throw back our wine, put on light jackets, and head out the door. 


Chapter Seven

 

Spring brings a chill to the air, so it’s a little cold outside, but I don’t mind with Earl by my side. We’re several houses away from mine. We pass his beat-up car. 

“Why do you park so far from the house?” 

“How do you know that’s my car?”

“I watched you from the window,” I say. We continue. Earl grabs my hand. I take it and intertwine my fingers with his. We still haven’t talked about my dick, but he’s sending clear messages. 

“Why did you come here tonight?”

“I can’t stop thinking about you when I’m at home.” 

I awe at his words. His crystal-blue eyes shine in the darkness. He’s beautiful underneath the awkward exterior. A year with me and all the ladies will bang at his door. 

“Is that a good thing or bad thing?” 

“It’s not a bad thing. Maybe I’m confused. I don’t know what’s happening with me,” he says. I squeeze his hand as we walk down the sidewalk. The lake isn’t too far. The air grows moister as we get close. We’re the only people outside. Our voices are like echoes against the night. 

“I’ve spent a lot of my life confused. Do you like women?” 

“Definitely,” he says. 

“You haven’t said anything about my special piece,” I say. He doesn’t pull away his hand, but his pace slows. His breath becomes heavier. I’m watching him as he forms an answer in his mind. 

“I watched some videos.”

“What did you think?” 

“It was… interesting, to say the least,” he says. 

“When was the last time you had sex with a girl?” 

“Six months ago. We met online and went out for a few dates, but she ghosted me after sex.”

“Doesn’t sound much like a female.”

“I’ve seen her on campus once since then, and she ran in the other direction. The mood hasn’t struck me since.” 

“You’re here now,” I remind him and lean on his shoulder. He’s a little shorter than me but still great for comfort. There’s nothing like having a man by my side. Earl nods and kicks at the sidewalk. His shoe scrapes against the cement. Not too far from there, we reach the entrance to the park. I lead Earl down the path between two large fields of grass. 

“How far is the lake from here?” he asks. 

I turn around toward Earl. His face looks different without the streetlights. My eyes adjust to the moonlit area. More stars appear in the sky as we get farther from the street. Earl’s hand is sweaty in mine. It’s a strange warmth against the cold night. “We have to cross this clearing, and the lake is over there. The trail goes all the way around, so this way is faster.”

We walk across the spongy grass. Earl is next to me talking about his engineering classes. How he can’t wait to graduate and make real money. Earl grows quiet and looks my way. We aren’t too far from the lake. “When did you last have a boyfriend?” he asks. 

“A few years ago. Just flings since then. Most guys don’t hold my interest,” she says. 

“What about me then? I’m nothing special.” 

“I disagree. You’re unique. Most men search for women like me to fulfill a fantasy. You and I explore each other together. I might not have all the parts of a woman, but I’m one better. You might not know it yet, but men love sucking dick.”

Earl shakes his head, “no way. I don’t think I could do that,” he says. 

“Would you suck your own if you could?” I ask him. 

He considers my question. “I suppose I would, but that’s my cock.” 

“And what about mine?”

“Um, I don’t know,” he says. 

I try to hide the pain in my heart. It’s like there’s a knife hanging from my chest. He could kill me with his words. I smile at him and say, “come on, yes or no?” in my brightest voice. He doesn’t respond right away because we arrive at the lake. 

“Wow, this is beautiful,” he says and gazes at the endless-looking body of water.

“It’s our own little paradise in the neighborhood.”

“How big is it?” 

“How big is what?” I ask in a joking voice. 

He doesn’t look amused, “the lake.”

“Oh, I don’t know? A square mile? Something like that. You can reach the other side quick by kayak.”

“We should do that sometime,” he says and takes my hand again. I don’t know if that answers my question, but there’s lust in his eyes. It’s a look I’ve seen before. He’s hungry like an animal, and I’m the only target in sight. The ground is cold and wet, so Earl takes off his jacket and lays it on the ground for us.

“Aren’t you cold?” 

“It’s worth it to make you comfortable.” 

Sitting on his jacket, we look out to the lake. The smallest waves crash against the bank. Insects chirp in the night. We’re alone in darkness. We can’t see a soul in any direction. There aren’t house lights or anything else. It’s protected land and a secluded lake. It’s impossible for me not to move closer to Earl, capturing his body heat. I slip my hand on his side. He’s gotten harder since the first time I touched him. 

“Have you been working out?”

“You can tell?” he asks with a chuckle. 

“Oh yeah,” I say, wanting to rip the shirt from his body. 

“When did you make the change?” 

“I was your age, actually. My last year of college was rough, but I wanted to enter my career as a woman. I was successful and after ten years the trauma is nothing more than a memory.” 

He traces his fingers up my arm, “that must have been difficult.” 

“Everything is possible,” I say, hoping he knows I mean more than my transition. I want the goofy fucker to become my boyfriend, let me take care of him the next year. He can spread his wings then, but we’ll have fun in the meantime. 

“That’s true,” he says. His hand moves from my arms to my thigh. That does it. Blood is rushing all through my body. Earl grips my thigh before moving his hand up to the rim of my dress. I’m gasping at his touch. Earl’s gentle as he reaches under the fabric. I hold his shoulder as his hand moves up my bare skin. He reaches my panties and looks at me. I nod, giving him permission to do whatever he wants. 

His knuckle presses against my hardening shaft. I reach and move to release my tuck. He wraps his hand around my dick, looking me in the eyes as he does it. Earl moves and climbs on top of me. He pushes my dress up to my waistline, exposing my panties. My dick hangs out the side, harder than I’ve seen it in ages. 

“I guess this answers your question,” he says and bends his head down. His lips kiss the tip, sending ripples through my body. I’m undone at his touch, hoping he doesn’t stop. He can’t. I jumble the jacket in my hands as he’s running his tongue up and down the tip of my cock. I’m moaning like a little bitch, using the most girlish voice I can. He grunts, making his actions manly. There’s nothing manlier than taking a dick and he’s doing a great job. 

I reach my hand forward after a while, encouraging Earl to go further down my shaft. He listens with ease. His mouth surrounds my dick. I want to explode on his tongue, sharing my salty dessert. 

“Take it all, baby,” I say while I lock his hair in my fingers. We’re outside. The wind tickles my dick with his slob all over it. He’s producing more liquid than a thunderstorm. He moves his head up and down my dick while playing with my breasts. My legs wrap around his neck, braced on his shoulders. My balls tighten. I don’t hold back. “Swallow and I’ll rock your world,” I say a moment before the cum rushes from my tip. 

Earl chokes and gags on the hot liquid streaming into his mouth but doesn’t pull away. Instead, he tightens his mouth around my sissy cock and sucks every drop into his mouth. 

I collapse on the jacket, looking up to the stars. Earl kisses my body, sucks on my tit, and lies next to me. We sit there, relaxing in the night air, letting waves of ecstasy run over us.  

 

♦




I can’t believe I did it. My life has changed forever. Am I a fag? I don’t even know. Really, gay guys are fine in my book, but I’ve never once thought about making love to a man. Bethany isn’t a man, though. She’s all woman minus her dick, which I sucked. 

We sit in her house. I haven’t left. We haven’t talked about it. We’re chatting about the University. How the campus looks, but there’s a lightness to her voice. She liked it. She’s happy. Bethany leans closer over the island, “maybe we could do what we did on campus,” she says in a seductive voice. 

“No way,” I say, shaking my head like a crazy person. 

“It was a joke, babe. Should we drink the rest of that white?” 

I look at the bottle sitting on the bar in the water bath. “I was hoping you’d return the favor,” I say. 

“Oh, is that so?” she says and walks to the other side of the island. She’s wearing the cocktail dress again but left the panties at the door. 

“Yeah,” I say. 

“How so? What can I do for you, Mr. Earl?” 

I grab Bethany’s ass, using my hands instead of words. I’m a changed man from the one she met at the focus group. My fingers move between the slit in her ass. There’s nothing protecting her from my hands. She leans forward to kiss on my neck. Suck on my ear. My finger makes its way into her asshole. She whimpers into my ear as I force two and then three fingers into her hole. 

“Oh, yes, Earl,” she says, panting. Gripping the chair, she tries not to fall over. I’m fucking her with my fingers. I’m hard all over again. Unable to believe that I got hard while sucking Bethany’s dick, it’s not different now with my fingers up her hole. “Fuck me,” she says. Her hands move down to my waistline. She desperately trying to get my pants off. When she does, I push her head down to my dick. She eagerly wraps her lips around it, squatting under me and taking every inch of my thick piece between her lips. My head drops back as my eyes close. I want to enjoy this as much as she enjoyed me sucking her. Her lips move up and down my dick, making me grip the island counter. She played music before we sat down, and it drifts into my ear. The porn I watched the other day crosses my mind. I’m that man, taking my woman, who happens to have a dick. I’ll fuck Bethany like he fucked that woman. 

My hand unconsciously moves to the back of her head, pushing her down to the base of my dick. She coughs on my cock and tries her best to keep it in her mouth. She’s sloppy and making me fall in love. A minute later, I pull her up. 

“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I tell her. 

She nods and gets to her feet. I take her dress off before she can leave. She pulls my shirt over my head, making me naked like her. Her dick hangs flaccid over her balls, but she’s beautiful. I picture the next year of our life together as we walk to the bedroom. Bethany’s in front of me, and her ass looks perfect. There’s not a hair on her back or front. She must obsess over it, but I appreciate every second she spends to look like that.

We get to the bedroom, and she throws me to the bed to continue sucking on my dick. But I want her ass. I pull her up,  “ride my dick,” I say. 

She goes to her drawer across the room and comes back with a condom and lube. She uses her mouth to unroll the condom over my dick. I’m playing with her nipples as she works on me. She puts lube on my dick and gets into position, squatting over my rod. My hands can’t help but travel to her chest as she slides down my dick. I bend my knees, but she pushes them back to the bed, taking control. 

“Enjoy the ride,” she says and moves her hips. She sliding her asshole up and down my entire cock. Her full attention is on me. I could come in an instant, but I want this to last as long as possible. 

“Take it slow,” I tell her. 

She turns with a wicked smile, pinching my nipple. “A little pain will take the edge off,” she says and doesn’t let up on my dick. She’s using it to her pleasure. I can see it in her eyes. I pinch myself when I get too close as she rides me. Her dick grows as she continues. “Touch me.”

I listen, stroking her cock. 

“Cum in me,” she says. 

“I’m trying to wait,” I manage. 

“Don’t,” she says and fucks my dick with her ass. I should be fucking her, but it feels too good to move. My body vibrates. I’m on the edge. She moves my hand to her dick. I jack her off as she uses my dick. “Oh, fuck. Fuck,” she pants in her sexy, feminine voice. “Cum with me.” 

Before I know what’s happening, cum is flying from her dick for the second time tonight. She covers my chest. Her ass grips my dick, pulsating around it. It’s too much. I grip her sides and thrust into her, cumming with all my might. 

She moans and leans down to kiss me. We make out as my dick slides out her ass. She collapses to my side and pulls the condom from my dick. Bethany throws it to the floor. We lie there late into the night, kissing and touching and more, and I love every second. 


Chapter Eight

 

Last night was everything. I woke up before Earl. He didn’t go home. Mixing some pancakes at the island, I prepare breakfast. I’ll wake up Earl when I finish if he doesn’t come out the bedroom before then. 

Soft jazz plays in the background. I’m light after our night together. Earl confessed he wants to become my boyfriend and move in with me. He’ll tell his parents he found cheaper rent and ask them for money to pay the light bill. I told him it wasn’t necessary, but he wants to help. Whatever he wants, as long as we get to wake up and go to sleep together. 

The pancakes don’t take long. I put some sausage links in the oven. I’m not a big breakfast person, but we both need energy after the night we had. Picturing his dick makes me weak. I want to take it again, but first he has to prove he can handle me. I might be a chick, but I still like to get my dick wet. 

Earl stumbles out the bedroom a minute later. The smells must have awoken him. He rubs his eyes. He’s not wearing more than his boxers. Morning light reflects off his toned body. While he takes a seat at the island, I grab some orange juice from the fridge. 

“It smells good. Are you always going to spoil me like this?” he asks. 

“Probably not,” I say and wink at him. 

“Dang.” 

“Would you rather have breakfast or some more loving like last night?” 

Earl rubs his chin, “hmm, that’s a hard decision.” 

I slap him with the kitchen towel and slide the orange juice across the counter. I plate two dishes with the food and take a seat next to Earl. He rubs my thigh, kissing me lightly. 

“Thank you, beautiful.” 

“You’ll thank me later with your ass,” I say, winking at him. 

“Oh, yeah?” 

“Mmhm. Hope you’re ready. We’ll try it after breakfast.” His face goes whiter than normal, and I laugh. “Don’t worry, it only hurts the first time.” 

“I guess it’s worth it to have a woman like you by my side,” he says and rests his head on my shoulder for a second. “But, for now, let’s forget about that and enjoy breakfast.” 

“Whatever you say, baby,” I say and lift my glass of orange juice. He clinks his glass with mine. We enjoy breakfast before going to the bedroom for his initiation. 
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