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Madam Rosa had seen it all, starting in
the business just after leaving school, she’d intended to work her
way through college, but once she realized that the job was
relatively easy and that she could make more in a night that most
college grads did in a month, she had stuck with it. Of course,
retirement came much earlier for most, and few had the will or the
sense to put away earnings for a time when they could no longer
turn a trick, but Madam Rosa had been wiser than most, and had
ultimately ended up owning her own brothel and running her own
harem of young women eager to turn a quick buck.

She ran a clean house, had her girls
checked out by the local physician on a regular basis, and allowed
for no drama from her girls or her customers. Everyone in the area
knew her, and she knew them; their tastes, their desires, their
every little kink. She used this knowledge for one thing and one
thing only, and that was to put the customer with just the right
girl to make the customer as happy as possible on each and every
visit to Rosa’s Roost.

Being a Madam had led to a number of
strange encounters, and tonight was no exception. The “young lady”
who had come in and shyly asked to speak with the owner was sitting
in her office, trying to work up the nerve to answer the simple
question “What can I do for you?” that Rosa had asked moments
before. Rosa knew a few things about the person sitting across from
her. First, it was obvious that “she” had not been born a “she”.
That being fairly unusual, but not unheard of, in her type of
establishment, it mattered little to Rosa. The second thing she
knew was why the young woman was there, but she was unconvinced
that “Jade” possessed the requisite skills and bold nature
required.

“No offense intended, but
you know my house doesn’t usually cater to the sort of men who
would desire your company. You understand?” Rosa asked.

“I do, but surely from time
to time you have a man who would?” the young woman asked. “I
understand if you want to keep your business plan simple, but I
think I can provide a discreet service to select
clients.”

Rosa was unconvinced. “You said your
name was Cinnamon?” she asked, thinking the name a bit pretentious,
but descriptive.

“Yes Madam, my given name
was Kevin, but only Uncle Sam still calls me that” she said with an
eye roll.

Rosa had to admit, that despite knowing
that Cinnamon was not always a girl, she was a pretty one. She had
all the right curves in all the right places and looked more
feminine than a couple of born women she had worked with. “Well,
supposing I had some clients that might have an interest, what
could they expect? What are you willing to do to satisfy my
clients?” she asked, wondering what the young woman would
answer.

Cinnamon smiled. “We are in the
business of pleasing our customers are we not? I would be willing
to do whatever that took” she said.

Rosa had to admit, that was the right
answer, but knowing what she knew, in this case she required a
little more information. “Do you pitch, catch or both?” she asked,
cutting to the chase.

Cinnamon openly laughed now. “Either,
if it please. I’ve even enjoyed some women” she said.

Rosa was suddenly very intrigued. “You
might have to prove that” she said, allowing an impish grin to
spread over her face.

“If it lands me the job, or
even if it doesn’t. A woman like yourself is a rare creature to be
sure” Cinnamon said.

Rosa stood and walked around her desk.
She was dressed in matronly style, which set her apart from her
girls, and from the look on her face Cinnamon approved. She stood
right in front of Cinnamon and pulled the subtly hidden tie under
the hem of her corset and watched the young woman’s eyes as her
skirts fell away, revealing her naked womanhood. If Cinnamon was
feigning interest, she was doing a fine job of it.

Sitting back on her desk, she raised
one leg, opening herself fully. “Do you like what you see?” Rosa
asked.

Cinnamon answered not with words but by
leaning in and extending her long moist tongue to lick a long, wet
stroke up Rosa’s slit before standing and pressing her own skirts
against Rosa’s naked sex. To her surprise the bulge that proved
Cinnamon had been born a man was rigid and pressed against her with
vigor. “What do you think?” Cinnamon asked with a devilish
smile.

With rising excitement, Rosa worked
feverishly to remove Cinnamon’s skirts, until finally, Cinnamon
pitched in, letting her cock spring free. Rosa quickly wrapped both
hands around it, impressed with the length and girth alike. “Oh
that is a nice cock love. Show me how you use it!” Rosa moaned
before leaning in to kiss Cinnamon as the young woman removed her
top.

Rosa was impressed with the “work” that
had been done. The breasts before
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