
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
    Books by Christy Lynn Rose 
 
      
 
    Working Vacation 
 
    The Photo Shoot 
 
    The Gym 
 
    An Actress in the Making 
 
    Caught in the Act 
 
    But I’m NOT a Woman 
 
    A Beauty Makeover 
 
    Fantasy Bed & Breakfast 
 
    A NU You 
 
    Fantasy Fashions – Volume 1 
 
    How I met my Life 
 
    My Journey 
 
    It all works out… In the end 
 
    How I became… A Sissy Slut 
 
    Choices 
 
    The Panty Raid 
 
    The Road Less Traveled 
 
    Fantasy Fashions – Volume 2 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The Ghost Transformation 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Well, this day is just going to shit” Clark said as he looked at his car, sitting in the ditch on the side of the road. “An hour, they said! And I’ve been here for two hours waiting for the truck to come and get me out!” Clark swore some more in his head and realized that he was going to have to call into his boss and tell him that he was going to be late, AGAIN! 
 
    Last week, he had to call in late because of a flat tire.  A couple weeks before he got pulled over for speeding because he had left late. While he didn’t get a ticket, he was late to work by 30 minutes and that was not a good thing. A couple weeks before, he recalled something else got him late. 
 
    Not that he liked the job at the store. Working in a “big box” store, at first, had appealed to him since he thought that there was a chance to move up from a little pion but as time progressed, he found that promotions were only given to those who were willing to put their lives into the corporate giant and not into his private and personal life. He had tried but watching those who didn’t work hard, except in the office politics, get ahead and those who worked hard to make sure customers were happy, well, they got… NOTHING! 
 
    But he sucked it up and made the call to his supervisor. Unfortunately, when he found out who was calling in again, he had him hold on and his call got transferred to the Manager of the store. 
 
    “Clark, I’m told that this is the third time this month that you called in late. Not only that but I see that you have been late in clocking in and out for your breaks. So what’s your excuse this time?” 
 
    “John, I am currently standing by the side of the road looking at my car sitting in a ditch and waiting for AAA. They were supposed to be here an hour ago but they are still not here. So, I am calling in as there is no way I can be there in the next 30 minutes.” 
 
    “Well Clark, I guess you should not worry about coming in today. As a matter of fact, don’t bother coming in at all for work as we are going to let you go. I think we can find someone who WANTS to be here on time, seeing as you seem to have trouble with the concept. Good luck on your future endeavors.” And the phone clicked off. 
 
    Clark had no idea of what to think. But this day certainly IS going to shit. And depending on what kind of damage there is to the car, it could only get worse before getting better. And now he needed to find a new job. 
 
    Ten minutes later, AAA showed up. The driver apologized about being late but there was nothing Clark could do. If he got mad at the guy, he might not try to be gentle taking the car out. So he sucked that up, realizing that the weather was probably causing lots of trouble today. The bright spot of the day was when his car came out and there appeared to be no real damage, except for a little dent in the front fender. He signed the work order, started the car back up and started driving. He went from there right to the unemployment office. 
 
    Twenty minutes later, he was out of the office, realizing that he would probably be told he was not eligible for benefits but at least he would try. He also had a couple of places to put in his resume and did that as he headed home. 
 
    When he got home, there were two messages on his answering machine. He was a little old school and did have a cell phone but also a land line. The first was just a confirmation that he was, in fact, terminated and that if he filed for unemployment, because of his tardiness, he most likely would not be eligible for benefits. 
 
    The second call was rather interesting. It was from a local (Thank goodness) law firm looking for him about his grandmother’s will. He thought it was kind of weird since she had passed on almost a year ago and they were NOW getting the will done. So he returned their call and was asked when he could come in to go over a few things. Since he had nothing better to do that afternoon, they said it would be fine and made arrangements for later that day. 
 
    Clark cleaned up, changed into something a little more casual. He also reflected that his grandmother, though somewhat eccentric, was also rather poor so coming into a sum of money was not something he would be expecting. But he did remember a property that was kind of out of the way so maybe they had sold that. But he also knew that there were lots of other relatives that would also be getting something. 
 
    Of course, Clark was not expecting anything but it was going to interfere with his “private pleasures” not that he had been expecting any time to do so because he would have been working. But when he changed, he decided that he would take off his white cotton briefs and put on his favorite pair of Vanity Fair panties. When he pulled them up his shaved legs, he felt the familiar delicious feel of the fabric. Then he rolled some stay up stockings up his legs and then pulled on his pants. A pair of high top sneakers and he was good to go. 
 
    He knew putting on a bra would be bad form so he just went with the sweatshirt he was going to wear and then put on his coat. Hopped into his car and drove, CAREFULLY, to the lawyer’s office. When he got there, he found FREE parking available and went to the office. He checked in with the receptionist, was offered and accepted a cup of coffee and sat to wait. It took about fifteen minutes for the receptionist to call him back up and she introduced him to the law clerk that would bring him back to the office. 
 
    When he got there, there was only the lawyer there and none of his relatives that he was expecting. This seemed rather weird to him, but he figured, it probably is just some sort of formality that he is there. Was Clark ever wrong about that! 
 
    “Clark Grissom, my name is Anthony Carlson. I am the executor of your grandmother’s last will and testament. I can read it all to you or give you a cop of it, up to you. If I read it, we will most likely be here for a while, as your name is the last one on the papers. 
 
    “I think I should tell you that, well, your grandmother was kind of eccentric, to say the least.” Clark agreed, nodding his head. “There really was not a whole lot in her will but the way that it was written, and goodness knows I have seen lots of strange and wondrous wills in my time, hers certainly takes the cake.” 
 
    Clark smiled. “Well, she was a very interesting woman in the years that I can remember, right up to when she passed away. I know in that last year or so, I was there a whole lot, mostly because, well, everyone else said they were too busy to take anything to her and I was always available. And she certainly liked to tell her stories; that is for sure.” 
 
    “Yes, she certainly did. So, should I go through it all or just basically tell you what has happened over the last six months?” Clark looked at the lawyer with a look of curiosity. “I can tell you have no idea what the will said or did. Okay, let me tell you what has transpired and then we can go from there. 
 
    “When she passed, since there was no need for waiting, I opened the will again, making sure that there was not another one filed elsewhere. Once we knew that, I knew that this was going to be difficult, because of the conditions of the estate as well as the will. 
 
    “The estate is much more than anyone in the family knew. But the conditions in the will made things far more interesting than anyone had expected. And every single person who has been here in the last six months has failed to comply with the terms of her will. 
 
    “Of course, your parents were unable to be here as they passed on some time ago. But, your aunt, two uncles and several other older cousins have been here, one at a time, to have the will read to them. And each of them has been told the same thing, in terms of the conditions of the will. 
 
    “First of all, since it was only one person at a time coming in, she had put into the will that none of them were allowed to tell the others about the terms and conditions of the will. If they did, they would become ineligible for the default clause. That clause, though not huge, is enough to at least pay a few bills between the 10 of you who are listed in the will. 
 
    “The default clause is that if NONE of the members of her family are able to complete the main stipulation, the family would split evenly the $100,000 that is in trust for the family, making it about $10,000 for each member. 
 
    “But the main part of the will is her house, which is valued at over $250,000 but has a buyer interested in it for much more. If no one in the family is able to spend a week in the house, they are dropped from that part of the will and go to the default clause. You see, your grandmother did not want to sell her house and some of the relatives have been trying to get her to sell it. The offer for the house still stands but right now is sitting, waiting for ownership of the house to be transferred to someone. 
 
    “I should tell you that each of your other family members, over the last six months, have not been able to stay in the house or on the grounds of the estate for more than two or three nights. In fact, each one has called here telling me that there was no way in hell that they were going to stay there. One even claimed that it was haunted, though I tend to disbelieve that claim. 
 
    Clark chuckled. “Anthony, I guess I should tell you that my grandmother LOVED to tell us all that the house was haunted and that last year she was there would always remind me to make sure I left this or that out for her ghosts. I would do as she asked, because I thought I was just humoring her. But whatever I left out was always not there the next time I was there. In the end it was almost daily I was there. I usually attributed it to her going to get it later but near the end when she really couldn’t get out of her bed; it was kind of weird that whatever I left was gone the next day. Hell, sometimes a couple of hours later if I came back earlier.” 
 
    “Well Clark, that is the part of her will that I have had the most difficulty with. Because I cannot tell you the specifics of their claims, and some of them were really bizarre, but I can tell you this. Once you get there, you are to spend the week, 7 full days and nights, on the estate. You can go to the store to shop, though I would recommend that you do that BEFORE going there. The reason is that there is an independent firm that is verifying the terms of the will. I am supposed to let them know when you start, which is when you call me to tell me you are physically there at the house. If you manage to stay there the entire time, then you will be awarded her ENTIRE estate, save for the funds in the trust, which will then be split evenly with the other nine relatives. You are the last one on the list and as such, you are the final one. 
 
    “One last thing, so you know. If you do not manage to comply with the terms of the will, the estate, minus the trust, is being donated, in full, to Charity. Actually several of them, after the house gets sold. None of those charities KNOW about this part of the will, as they would be there trying to get all of you out of there, for sure. Also, this firm has no relationship with those charities so there is no conflict of interest there. 
 
    “Oh, one other thing I forgot until just now. This is ALSO from your grandmother,” and the lawyer pulled out an envelope, with his name written on it with his grandmothers particular scrawl but legible none the less. “I am instructed to tell you that you cannot open it here. So I will hand you the keys,” which the lawyer did, “As well as the keys to the car that is there, though you cannot drive it since it is not registered. It is in the shed but may be in need of a jump start. So when do you think you can take the time for this?” 
 
    Clark thought it over. “I can be there tonight without a problem. I even know where the store is. So, do I call here or what?” 
 
    “Well, if you are going to be there tonight, Clark, you can call here at the office. I should be here until around 10pm, taking care of some other matters. I can wait for you if necessary, as long as you are certain you can be there tonight.” 
 
    “I’m sure. I have some free time on my hands so…” 
 
    They shook hands and Clark put the keys in his pocket. He drove home carefully and packed a few things that he felt he would need for the week. He also brought some things that he thought he could enjoy while there. He went through the pantry there at his place and took most of it with him. “I need a week’s worth of food. Grandmother has utensils to cook but after all this time, I am sure the others ate anything that might have been there.” 
 
    He got into his car and drove to his grandmothers. Before getting there, he pulled into the grocery store and picked up perishable foods, as well as some other snacks and such. He knew that his grandmother did NOT have cable or internet, so books and such was what he knew he needed to bring with him. 
 
    Once he had everything that he needed, knowing that he was now officially broke, spending his last few bucks. But he also knew that if he didn’t make it through the week, at least he would have $10k for his troubles. 
 
    He got to the house before dark. He placed the call to the lawyer’s office and he answered on the second ring. 
 
    “Well, I am in front of the house. I forgot to ask. Is there power?” 
 
    Yes, and I am glad you reminded me. There is also an alarm system but I don’t know if it is armed. The code you need is 3239.” 
 
    Clark unlocked the door and started to hear beeping. He saw the keypad there by the door and entered the number and it stopped beeping. 
 
    “It was armed and not it is unarmed.” 
 
    “To arm it again, just press your numbers again and then hit either the ‘A’ key if you are staying in for the night, or ‘B’ if you are exiting the house for the day or night. Upstairs, there is another keypad where you can arm it for the night, turning on all the sensors except motion in the master bedroom.” 
 
    “Glad you told me, though I don’t think ghosts register on motion sensors, Anthony,” Clark replied, laughing. The lawyer laughed. 
 
    “Well Clark, take care. If you have any questions, please feel free to call me, though NOT at night when the ghosts are there.” 
 
    They chuckled one last time and Clark started bringing in the groceries and his luggage into the house. On the last trip, he set the alarm and went about unpacking everything. 
 
    As he looked around the house, he felt the old familiar feel of the place and walked into the living room and looked at the fireplace. When he looked at the clock, he saw that maybe it was not a good time for a fire there, but he also remembered that there was a smaller one in the master bedroom. 
 
    He grabbed his bag and carried it up with him, walking down the hall to his grandmother’s old bedroom. When he walked in, he could feel her presence there, even though he knew that she was not really there. He went to the dresser and opened a drawer and was shocked to see that all of her clothes were there in the dresser. He checked the rest of the drawers and even the closets and realized that NONE of her things had been packed up or moved. 
 
    He noticed that the bed was bare and he knew where the sheets were. As he walked to the linen closet, he could still feel her presence in the hall but paid it no never mind, at least at first. He went to the closet and found some sheets. But all he could find were the “nice” sheets that while he liked them, he wasn’t sure how they had managed to remain behind. He would have thought at least ONE relative would have taken them. 
 
    He brought the sheets to the bedroom and smiled. Why not, just to feel a little better. 
 
    “Grandmother, if you are indeed here, how is it that none of them took these sheets. Because I know how you liked these and hated the cotton or flannel ones. But those are the ones that are gone. 
 
    “Anyway, Grandmother, I hope that you are finally at peace up there. And I hope I don’t let you down.” 
 
    He took the sheets and started to put them on the bed. He was still amazed that the red satin sheets were still in that closet, along with the others that his Grandmother had. He remembered her asking him one day to help her out and change the sheets that her eldest son had put on the bed the day before, telling her that she would be warm that way. Even when she told him that she wanted to be comfortable and happy and not “warm and toasty” he would not listen. But she was too frail to bother. When Clark got there the next day with some groceries, he swapped them out as she had asked and even smiled at her. 
 
    When that was done, he unpacked his stuff onto the bed. “But where to put it all?” he walked to the closet and slid some of her things to the side. As he did, he noticed that there was a great deal of beautiful dresses and even a couple of gowns. In the back of his mind, he frowned, “too bad none of those things would fit me. They are just absolutely beautiful!” But he did NOT take any of them out of the closet. 
 
    When he checked the other closet, it was more of her clothes. “Damn, grandmother, you were certainly the clothes horse. But as pretty and wonderful as they are, I can’t really blame you” he addressed the heavens. He then went to the dresser and picked up a pair of her panties. 
 
    “I guess I know where I got my taste in undies though, huh grandmother!” as he picked up pair after pair of Vanity Fair and occasionally other manufacturers panties and bra’s. Just out of curiosity, he looked at the sizes and stopped cold dead! 
 
    “Grandmother? You wear the same sizes as me? But that can’t be right? But you certainly seem to have the same taste in undies.” He took them out of the drawer then put them back, putting them to one side and his own on the other side. 
 
    When he opened the next drawer, he knew what he would find. In that drawer were all of his grandmother’s stockings, garter belts and slips. The next drawer down held other marvels. Corsets and teddies. It was the next drawer that REALLY got him laughing. 
 
    “Grandmother, you are REALLY teaching me a whole lot about you! I just wish I knew this back then as we could have had some rather interesting conversations!” as he looked at the toys she had in the drawer. They had been hidden under some sweaters but after taking the top layer off, he lifted a panel and found her “toys”, including a couple of dildos, batteries for the two vibrators as well as some leather wrist and ankle cuffs and even a leather collar. All of the leather was in red patent leather. And when he picked up the little box and opened it, he found a couple of gags. One was a red ball gag but the other was far more provocative. It was a penis gag with a couple of holes in it to allow the wearer to breath. 
 
    Clark smiled as he looked at all of these things. He closed the drawer and opened the last two to find blouses and other things of a “normal” variety. He managed to make some room by taking the shirts and blouses out of one drawer and bringing them to the closet and putting them on the shelves in the closet. 
 
    He then walked to the fireplace and started a fire. After a couple of minutes, the bedroom felt nice and warm and he went to the bathroom. He opened the shower and started the water and then walked back and stripped out of his clothes. He tossed them over the chair, grabbed his kit and went back. 
 
    Of course, he decided that he would clean up and shave since he had the time. So he made sure he was nice and smooth, washed his hair as well and stayed in the shower with the water turned way up to ease the tension he felt in his back and neck. 
 
    “Damn, it is still the same day that I lose my job and this happens. I need to relax some.” He stayed for a few more minutes and then got out; shaking his head as he realized that he forgot to grab a towel but opened the cabinet in the bathroom to find everything there as well. He took out a huge bath towel and dried himself off. 
 
    He padded, with the towel wrapped around him and sat on the chair in front of the vanity. He looked around and then noticed the envelope with his grandmother’s handwriting on it. “Damn, I never even looked at it!” he walked over and picked it up, opening it. Inside were a note and a small key. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    My dearest Clark, 
 
    My apologies for not telling you this all sooner, but I am an old lady and sometimes, though we might want to talk about such things, it tends to feel awkward to discuss these things with anyone, especially someone far younger than I am. 
 
    But I want you to know a couple of things. One and this is the most important thing. I love my children and grandchildren very much, but somehow, especially after your folks passed, you became somewhat more important to me. 
 
    Two, your mom knew about your “secret” and shared it with me. I told her, just as I will tell you here, that the secret is nothing. Because you like wearing women’s clothes is no big deal in the grand scheme of things. She should love you, which she said she did, no matter what. I also told her that we ALL have secrets that we are afraid to share with anyone. This did cause your mother to blush and as it was her secret, well, let it remain her secret, okay? 
 
    If you are reading this, then I am sure that you may discover some of MY secrets. I do want to tell you that I wish I had spoken to you about YOUR’S before now, as I am sure you would have enjoyed our conversations and such. But now that you have an idea of what I may have in terms of secrets, unless the others have cleaned out the house already, let me tell you something. 
 
    Unless I miss my guess, while you may not think we would wear the same size, that is not the case, at least back a few decades ago. The clothes in the closet may, indeed, fit you and if they do, then by all means, ENJOY! If the undies in the drawer fit you, ENJOY! If the other things intrigue you, indulge and ENJOY! 
 
    Now as for the key there. I will tell you this. It unlocks the door to the attic. Wait until the next day to go up there. But I will tell you that your grandfather, God rest his soul, introduced me and got me hooked on some things that, though certainly not illicit or illegal drugs had the same effect on me. But again, wait. 
 
    So, now that I have shared that with you, let me share one or two last things with you. Whether you want to believe them or not, the stories I told you, and I know I told you many of them, do NOT capture the true nature of those stories. Believe it or not, what I told you might be considered tame to what actually happened here. MY grandmother shared those stories with me when I was younger, younger than you are now and I didn’t really believe them until much later. 
 
    If you manage to make it through the week, and I have this sneaky suspicion that you will indeed make it through, this whole house will become yours. But there is more to the estate than the house. What you and the rest of the family do NOT realize is that between your grandfather and myself, we lived under our means, as they say. You will not have to worry about the house or the family. 
 
    But, if you cannot make it through the week, and it might be far more difficult than you realize, then the house and fortune that we amassed will be donated to several worthy charities. But there is also one codicil in the will that even the lawyer does not know as it is part of the charity will. There is a business out there that you will inherit either way. Though I would hope that you inherit it along with the property. But you will learn more about that later. 
 
    Enjoy your week here, Clark. And honestly, I wish that I had met “Clarice” while I was alive, though I am sure I will meet her sometime as I look down upon you, smiling! 
 
    Grandmother Clair 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Clark looked at the letter in shock. Mom knew??? She never said anything. And I wonder if dad knew? Geez, if they did, they never said anything to me, one way or the other. But grandmother knew too? How much time did I worry about either of them finding out and they both knew. Heck, grandmother wanted to MEET her! He looked up towards the heavens and smiled. 
 
    Then he walked over to the dresser and pulled out some of HER undies, finding a beautiful red matching set. He walked over to his case and pulled out the breast forms and brought them over to the bed. He opened the next drawer and found a beautiful red under bust corset with garter tabs and a pair of black seamed stockings. He looked at them and smiled. 
 
    Wrapping the corset around his waist, he managed to get the stays connected. Then with ease and a little practice, he pulled the cords tight and tied it in place. Then he pulled the panties on, put on the bra and inserted his forms. Lastly, he rolled the stockings up his legs and was indeed surprised that they all fit him rather well. 
 
    “Damn grandmother, you were not kidding! These fit beautifully!” and then he walked to the closet. Looking inside, he looked at the shelves and found a pair of stiletto heels. He looked at them, shaking his head. “There is NO way,” but he picked them up and went to put the right one on his foot. And it FIT! He tried the left one and it fit as well! He looked at the dresses there and found one that he really liked. When he took it out of the closet and walked to the mirror, he held it up in front of him and his jaw dropped! 
 
    He was now wondering how it would look ON him and he took it off the hanger. He pulled the zipper down and then stepped into the long dress. It was black satin and velvet and would be a wonderful dress to wear on the holidays. When he had it on, he worked the zipper up in place and walked back to the mirror. “OH MY GOD!” 
 
    Next he walked over to the vanity and opened the drawer and top to find lots of makeup. Twenty minutes of futzing around with it, he managed to get a look he liked and then walked to the mirror again. 
 
    “Grandmother, I certainly HOPE you can see Clarice now! I so wish that we could have met like this!” and he felt a little chill in the air and on his shoulder. When he looked, there was nothing there. But he smiled. “Thanks grandmother!” 
 
    Now, Clark/Clarice had nowhere to really go but he thought he would just walk through the house dressed up. He spent the next three hours walking in the house, made a little snack for himself then went back up and sat by the fireplace, took one of his books out and spent some time reading. 
 
    But eventually, he started to feel sleepy. He looked at the fire and saw that it was just about out. He closed the glass screen partly, leaving the net screen in place and walked over to the bed. There he took off the dress, putting it on the hanger and put it on a hook behind the closet door. He almost took the heels off but decided that he would leave them on. He went back over to the bed and lied down on the bed, smiling and feeling good. Within minutes he fell asleep, falling into a deep and dream filled sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    As Clark fell asleep, a voice started to play inside his head. 
 
    “Oh joy! Another girl to play with, Andrew!” 
 
    “Francis, that is NOT a girl, you silly dolt! That is a boy!” 
 
    “No way! Just look at her! That is a GIRL!” 
 
    “Okay, see for yourself. But I was watching him this entire time and that is a BOY!” 
 
    Francis walked up to Clark and looked at him. “Looks like a girl to me…” and when he got to the crotch found out that it was indeed a boy! 
 
    “Why didn’t you tell me? I mean, I know you told me it was a boy but why didn’t you TELL me?” 
 
    Andrew just laughed! “But maybe he wants to BE a girl, Francis. I mean, he did get dressed up and did a fairly good job looking like a girl. Hell, he looks better than the other three girls that were here, though none of them really liked to play the game.” 
 
    “Yeah, that’s true. And those other guys were such arrogant people, thinking that they could come in here and lay claim to the house. How dare they! And I bet this GUY is no different either!” 
 
    “I don’t know, Francis. I mean, Claire seemed to favor him these last few years, you know that. And she lived here for many a year and never wanted to change things. Even her husband enjoyed the games at times. But I don’t know about this one. He just looks to me like he would LOVE to play the games as well!” 
 
    “Yeah Andrew, he might. But the others, they might get upset because HE is a boy! You know how those old guys get. They like only playing with the girls, though the last time they tried, those girls fought like they were possessed, no matter what we did to calm them down.” 
 
    “Francis, not every girl likes to be made love to by us. Hell, even the couple of guys who we tried with enjoyed it once but when the others got involved, they freaked out and ran away. Forget about the other games.” 
 
    “Andrew, I think maybe we START with the other games FIRST! Let’s see how he takes to it. Then maybe go from there.” 
 
    The two of them, Francis and Andrew, looked down at Clark. Remember that Clark is now all dressed up in the red lingerie and still has on the stiletto heels. The two ghosts are looking down at him, realizing that though Clark is a boy, he certainly LOOKS like a beautiful young lady. When Andrew reaches out a hand and caresses Clark’s cheek, they can see him smile and lean his head into the touch. 
 
    “Well, I guess he is receptive to touch, Francis. What about suggestion, I wonder?” 
 
    “What was HER name again…? Oh yeah… Clarice… Clarice, please stand up for us!” Andrew whispered into Clark’s ear. 
 
    Clark sat up and shifted on the bed, put his feet, still clad in the heels on the floor and stood up. They looked and smiled. 
 
    “Wonderful Clarice. How about you follow us young lady?” 
 
    They led Clark through the bedroom and up to a door. When they got to the door, they looked at each other. “Clarice, you need to go back and get the key to this door. Can you do that please? I promise that you will have fun if you do.” 
 
    Clark walked back into the bedroom and picked up the key. He then returned to the attic door, unlocked it and followed Francis and Andrew up the stairs. When they got to the top, Clark snapped on the lights and the upstairs attic became brightly lit! 
 
    Though still asleep, Clark was able to “see” the entire room up there and smiled. The two ghosts took note of this and smiled to each other. 
 
    “So Clarice, do you LIKE this room?” Clark nodded. “Do you want to play a little game with us, Clarice? It might be fun…” Clark nodded again. 
 
    Andrew motioned Clark over to a small table that looked like a pommel horse for gymnastics. But it sat a little lower. At the base were some chains and leather restraints and within moments, Clark was bent over the table, ankles spread wide and connected to one set of cuffs and his wrists were connected to another, essentially locking him bent over the table without a way to get up. 
 
    “Clarice, do you want a gag for your mouth? It might get a little intense and loud if you don’t” but Clark shook his head. “Okay dear. But if you feel like you need a gag, let us know and we can take care of that for you!” 
 
    Then Andrew picked up the riding crop off the table sitting next to the horse and let it fly and strike Clark’s ass. The sound it made caused him to cringe but he didn’t cry out. Andrew struck him again and a little feminine cry came out of his lips, plus a smile. Andrew continued to deliver strikes against his ass and they could start to see that Clark was enjoying it. He then picked up a paddle and smacked his ass and this time a little louder feminine cry came out of his lips and a tear started to flow. 
 
    “Do you want more, Clarice?” Francis asked this time. This time, Clark, as Clarice, actually BEGGED them to keep spanking HER! “Please, I’ve been a bad girl. I need to be punished!” 
 
    The two of them looked at each other. “Bad girl?” 
 
    Francis smiled. “Bad girl, Clarice? Do you need a strong punishment or were you not quite THAT bad?” 
 
    “I’ve been really bad, Sir. I need to be taught to be a good girl. But I’m afraid to be a good girl because it is so much more fun being a bad girl, sir!” 
 
    “Well young lady, we will have to work on that. But first, your punishment. 100 lashes for being a bad girl and then MAYBE you can make it up to us for the exertion we are giving. Oh yeah, that’s 100 from each of us, you naughty girl!” 
 
    They looked at Clarice and saw her smile. “Thank you, sirs! I deserve it, I really do! For all my bad and nasty thoughts!” 
 
    “What kind of thoughts, Clarice?” 
 
    “Naughty thoughts about sex with men. Wanting to prove how naughty I can be with them and make them, well, you know… Horny! I know it’s wrong but I want to be a good girl but these nasty thoughts keep coming to me and I need to be taught to be a better girl.” 
 
    “Well Clarice, let us see what we can do.” Then the next strike of the paddle hit Clarice’s ass and she moaned out. As each strike was delivered by Andrew, each one becoming stronger and harder, Clarice just took it and moaned a little more. When that 100 were done, Francis took his place and started to deliver his 100 lashes. 
 
    Francis put a little more into it and with each one, Clarice was now moaning in ecstasy, actually begging for more! When they were at number 90 however, Clarice begged for something neither one expected. 
 
    “Oh God, PLEASE MASTER… FUCK ME!!! Fuck me like the slut I am being punished for!” 
 
    “Oh poor Clarice, you may not be able to handle that right now. But rest assured you WILL get what you deserve!” When the last strike of paddle to flesh was delivered, they released Clarice and she knelt down on the floor. She seemingly looked up at both of them and had a look on her face. 
 
    Francis smiled and then a moment of inspiration struck and he pulled out his ghostly appendage. Clarice wrapped her warm red lips around it and took it all the way down her throat, causing him to moan. Andrew looked on, amazed at this turn of events and wondered what the hell was going to happen. None of the others, even Claire when they would play, went to this extreme. 
 
    Francis looked down to see Clarice looking up at him and within minutes, Francis was feeling something that he had not felt in centuries. And when he exploded, he looked down to see Clarice start to swallow SOMETHING! And the smile on HER face told him that she enjoyed it. 
 
    “Andrew, you HAVE to experience this!” Andrew wasted no time and pulled his cock out and Clarice wrapped her lips around it and started to suck his ghostly cock, causing Andrew to let out a pleasurable moan just as Francis had. In minutes, he too watched as Clarice swallowed his ghostly load. 
 
    “Masters, can you please punish me again? I should not have taken advantage of you like I did and I’m sorry!” Clarice smiled at the two of them.  
 
    “Well, bend down and lift your ass up and we will give you another, short spanking.” Clarice did as she as instructed and they took the riding crop and delivered another 100 lashes each to her upended ass. With each lash, Clarice moaned with pleasure and thanked them. 
 
    When they were finished, the two ghosts smiled. “Clarice, time to get up and go back downstairs. Make sure to lock the door and put the key away. And we will talk to you tomorrow, okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Masters.” Clarice went down the stairs with a smile on her face. When she got to the hall, she turned and turned off the light, closed and locked the door and walked to the bedroom. She put the key back on the table and then walked over to the bed and lied down. At first she winced a little as her ass hit the bed. But in a minute, she fell deep asleep. The clock on the table read 3am. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
      
 
    Clark woke up, not realizing anything at first. When he looked and saw that he was still wearing the red lingerie, he chuckled and got up. He stripped out of it and put everything in the hamper he found in the bathroom. Everything except the stockings, which he took and hand washed in the sink and hung them on a line in the bathroom. He then took another shower. 
 
    “Damn, that was one hell of a strange dream I had last night!” he thought. “But damn, it was a pretty neat one too. I don’t know why I remember it so clearly but it certainly was erotic!” 
 
    Clark finished washing and got dressed in his boy clothes. Okay, he put on his panties and put boy clothes on over that, because he was going to go outside. 
 
    As he left, he passed the alarm and turned it off for a minute. “Did I set that for overnight?” he wondered. Probably not, since I fell asleep so damned fast. Then he went out the door, since he was just going to walk to the shed to check on the car he was told about. 
 
    As he got to the shed, he took the keys out of his pocket and unlocked the shed. When he opened the door, he was shocked to see the car in the garage. He had never seen one like this in such pristine condition. 
 
    It was a 1936 Packard Convertible in bright yellow. The top was up and looked in excellent condition. He took out the key and put it in the ignition. “How the hell do you start one of these?” he wondered. He turned the key and was rewarded with a noise. It was slight but it was enough. He looked for and found the latch, opened the hood and saw the battery. He walked over to his car and brought it up. He looked again to make sure that it was 12 volts, put on the jumpers and went back to start it. It cranked, sputtered and after a couple more minutes of sitting started up. 
 
    “Damn, that needs to be tuned, that’s for sure.” And he took out his phone and went to google to see what he needed to do to tune it up. It took him a little while and a WHOLE lot of his data to find it but he found what he wanted, made a few adjustments and it started humming properly. He looked at the tires and wondered if they were rotted. But he moved his old car out of the way, got back into the Packard and pressed the clutch. “Damn, it’s like it’s brand new!” as he depressed it and put it into gear. When he started moving, he drove it around the driveway leading up to the road, got onto the road and went down a little bit, turned into a neighbor’s driveway, backed out again and drove back to the house. 
 
    When he got back to the house, he drove straight into the shed and turned it off. He got out of the car, looked for and found a battery charger and plugged it in. Then he removed the battery from the car and put that onto the charger. That was when he noticed a strange mark on his wrists. “Damn, what the hell did I do last night?” Then he dismissed it, locked up the shed and started to walk to the house. That was when he noticed a car coming down the driveway. 
 
    Clark watched as a police car pulled into the drive and pull up to the house. Clark watched as the police office, a woman, got out of the car, looked at Clark and smiled. Clark remembered her as well as being one of the many other people who he had met when he visited his grandmother. 
 
    “Clark, right?” 
 
    Clark smiled. “Vicki, right? How are you?” 
 
    The officer smiled. “Did you start your grandmother’s car? Because I got a call from a neighbor that someone was driving an old yellow car on the highway without plates.” 
 
    Clark smiled. “Yeah, but I just went up to Mr. Jasper’s house and turned around. Now the battery is charging. Maybe later I will go and get it plated and such. I have to wait for papers from the lawyers. He did warn me NOT to drive it but I just felt like I had to at least see if it would move. I promise not to do that again!” 
 
    “Well it was Mr. Jasper that called. I’ll let him know it was you and Carrie’s car and it wasn’t being stolen or anything. And, sorry about your grandmother, by the way. I didn’t get to see you until now.” 
 
    “Thanks, Vicki. Can I offer you a cup of coffee, maybe? 
 
    Vicki smiled. “Sure, I’d like that.” Clark opened the door and led her to the kitchen and made some coffee. At least Grandmother, he thought, had one of these Keurig machines. A couple minutes later, they started talking about grandmother and her stories that she told. Vicki had heard many of them and she related some to Clark that he had not heard. 
 
    “Clark, she could tell some of the most peculiar stories, and some of them were, well, kind of, well, erotic.” 
 
    “Oh, I know. Some of the ones she told me had me wondering what the hell she was talking about. But still, she did love her ghost stories, didn’t she. Some were kind of funny though too.” 
 
    “Yeah. Well, thanks for the coffee. Hope that we will see you around here for a while. Been kind of bad to see the house empty and all.” Then Vicki surprised Clark by giving him a kiss on the cheek. “See ya around, Clark.” And then she left, closing the door behind her. 
 
    Clark sat there for a few minutes, trying to figure it all out. He finished off his coffee, took the two mugs back to the sink and washed them out. 
 
    “Okay, time to go through the rest of the house and clean it up. That shouldn’t take too long.” And off he went. 
 
    It took him the entire day to go through the three bedrooms and clean them out. There was not much in them but the bedding was all dusty and mussed up. These bedrooms had smaller, double beds as opposed to the King in the master bedroom. He found the sheets for those beds where he expected and replaced them all. He also opened the windows in all of the rooms and the light breeze started to blow through the house. 
 
    He went to the shared bathroom and cleaned that, learning that if a toilet sits for a long time where there is hard water, well, the stains are REALLY bad. But after scrubbing it with bleach as well as a few other cleaners, the tub, sink and toilet sparkled like new. He went downstairs to where the other, half bath was and took care of that as there were the same issues. 
 
    He went back to the master bath, picked up the lingerie that he had worn, as well as the clothes he wore the day before and brought them down to the laundry room. When he started the washer, though, he saw that the water was NOT clean and decided that washing clothes would wait for a cycle or two until he flushed the nasty water out. It didn’t take long, but he was wondering about the kitchen sink since he had not gotten nasty water out of it when he washed the mugs, but then remembered that he had run that faucet earlier. Or had he? 
 
    He also realized that the master bath was not messy either. But since there HAD been other family members here, maybe they had not bothered to clean the rest of the house. No matter. He then went through the rest of the house, from the small dining room to the living room and cleaned everything from the windows to the floors. As he went, he opened windows to let the fresh air in. While it was a little chilly outside, he realized that the fresh air was needed to get the stale air out of the house. 
 
    Clark then went into the kitchen and started to make something to eat. He realized that he had not eaten anything all day and had only had that one mug of coffee. He opened the refrigerator and pulled out some ground beef and some tomatoes He found his onion and garlic and then some pasta. 
 
    Twenty minutes later he had his pasta sauce cooking and put on the pasta. Ten minutes after that, he had his dinner. By the end of the evening, he had eaten the entire pound of pasta he had cooked and realized that was not the smartest thing he could have done. But he had been really hungry and he did enjoy cooking. 
 
    He went back upstairs and immediately stripped down and opened the drawer to pick out something nice to wear. This time he found a matching black panty and bra set, opened the next drawer to find a black garter belt and stockings and got dressed again. He put the forms in and adjusted everything. He even reached down and tucked himself into place. Then he picked up a chemise and slipped that over his head. He went to the vanity, brushed out his hair and did his makeup again, bring Clarice out once again. Lastly, he slipped on another pair of heels, black patent pumps this time. 
 
    Then he went around the house, closing the windows to offset the chill and set the alarm for occupied. He remembered that he would have to set the alarm for night time when he got upstairs. He went into the kitchen to grab a soda and some chips and then walked back up to the master bedroom, closed the door, sat down and started reading. 
 
    When he felt sleepy, he walked to the bed, not taking the shoes off again and forgetting to set the alarm for night and within minutes, fell asleep again. Tonight’s dream was nothing compared to the previous dream. In fact, it was more intense and erotic for Clarice, which as he dreamed it, brought a smile to Clark’s made up face! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
      
 
    Clarice was lying in bed, anticipating the arrival of her masters. Andrew arrived after a couple of minutes and a couple more arrived shortly afterwards. 
 
    “She didn’t go upstairs today. I wonder why” a new ghost, Carmine, asked. 
 
    “Might be because she went through the house and cleaned it all up, from top to bottom, minus the attic. And she got that car of yours started Carmine.” Andrew replied, smiling. “Besides, the longer she waits to go up there in her normal self, the better off we are, right?” 
 
    “Andrew, you KNOW that this is a boy, right? I mean, she… He may LOOK like a girl but he is a… HE!” 
 
    “Yeah, Carmine. Francis didn’t care last night. Honestly, I didn’t either after how she responded. And SHE does like playing, at least last night she did.” 
 
    “Yes, Andrew,” a new voice said. This time it was a female voice. “Clarice is a nice boy who wants to be a girl. But, how does he like being treated like a little slutty girl?” 
 
    “Maggie, just because the boys didn’t want to play with you doesn’t mean that Clarice won’t play. In fact, you might have some competition, since he got a visit from your great niece, Vicki, today. And she kissed HIM on the cheek” 
 
    Maggie scoffed. “Well, let’s see how well she responds tonight and maybe we can talk. But you guys KNOW I don’t really like boys in the first place. The girls that were here earlier never managed to last long enough for me to see them so that’s why I am here tonight. I want to see what this… GIRL… is like. Carrie did always say that she thought Clark should have been her niece. Well, let’s see how accurate that statement might be.” 
 
    All three of them looked at Clarice. “By the way, where is Francis? I thought he would be here again tonight?” 
 
    Andrew smiled. “Well, he is afraid that if he visits with Clarice again, she will suck him so hard he might, well, he said he might get all swallowed up and never be able to enjoy her again. I think he is just shocked at how good Clarice took to it last night and doesn’t want to risk jinxing it.” 
 
    They all laughed. 
 
    “Clarice, time to go visit the play room dear.” Andrew whispered. Clarice sat up and stood up. She then walked over to the dresser and picked up the key. Before going out of the room, though, she removed the chemise and stood there in just her panties, bra and stockings. 
 
    “Masters and Mistress, is this okay or should I wear something different?” They all looked at her and it was Maggie who replied. 
 
    “You are fine just like that, Clarice.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress. I hope that you are pleased with me tonight. I want to be a good girl, though it seems that I am only good at being a little naughty, which gets me punished.” 
 
    “Yes, Clarice, I understand that. You will have to be punished tonight because you did two naughty things. You got kissed by that police officer AND you drove a car illegally. Both offenses you are going to have to be punished for and then trained to be a GOOD girl. Do you understand, Clarice?” 
 
    “Oh yes Mistress! Thank you for your training tonight. And thank you for caring enough to punish me for being a bad girl!” 
 
    All three ghosts smiled. They had NOT expected this kind of reception. But they all three walked with Clarice as she unlocked the door to the attic and then turned on the lights. As they went up the stairs, Maggie noticed that Clarice’s ass was wiggling just like a girl’s ass does as it walks. She turned to look at the others and they too smiled as they noticed this movement. 
 
    Maggie whispered, “She DOES want to be a girl, it seems. But the question is, how much?” the guys nodded. 
 
    Once they got to the top of the stairs, Andrew walked to the middle of the attic and smiled. He then reached over to the table and took two short lengths of chain and clipped them to the ceiling rafters. Then, in a trance, Clarice walked over and put her hands up as Andrew locked the cuffs around her wrists. Then he took another set of cuffs and locked them around her ankles and spread he legs out a little bit, dropping her down some and taking the slack out of the chains above her head. He then locked the chains in place. 
 
    “So Clarice, do you want the gag this time? It will be longer and somewhat more painful I think.” 
 
    “Yes Master. I want to feel the gag in my mouth so you can punish me harder than last night!” 
 
    Maggie smiled. Then she picked up two gags. One was a big ball gag and the other was a penis gag. “Which one, Clarice?” Maggie asked. 
 
    “Oh Mistress, you know I am such a little slut…. Oops, I wasn’t supposed to say that, was I?” 
 
    Maggie smiled. “Yes, and now you will have to have the penis gag in your mouth AND get another punishment for such foul language from out little girl!” Maggie walked up to Clarice as she opened her mouth and in seconds, the gag was placed in her mouth and bucked tightly. 
 
    “Let’s see how much she screams with the gag in place, shall we? Andrew asked as the first lash with the riding crop landed against Clarice’s panty clad ass. Andrew delivered a very strong blow and what came out of Clarice’s gagged mouth was a muffled feminine scream. But when you looked at her face, you could see that there was pleasure there. Maggie saw this and smiled. 
 
    Soon, Andrew was finishing his 100 lashes with the riding crop and Clarice could see Carmine smiling as he held the paddle in his hand, gently slapping his own palm as he waited for Andrew to finish. When he did, Carmine walked up to Clarice, who looked down and though gagged, you could tell that she was smiling. 
 
    “I see you drove my car, young lady!” Clarice nodded. “Did you like it?” Clarice nodded again. “I’m glad that you liked it, as I loved it when I bought it back in 1936 off the showroom floor. Of course, I was much older than I look now when I got it.” Then he delivered the first strike on Clarice’s ass, causing her to moan a little. 
 
    “Yes, I had a great time when I got that car. My wife and I took it for short little drives.” SMACK! Whimper! “Of course, after a couple of years, she passed on and I left the car here at the house for the next person. But then I never left here but my wife did.” WHACK! Whimper! “I didn’t know what was happening at the time until I met Andrew and Francis.” WHACK! Whimper! 
 
    This pattern, of Carmine telling the story of the family ghosts and such caused Clarice to understand that she was somewhat special. Because these ghosts, seven in total, were all somewhat family, though not directly related, and went back to the Revolutionary War. Every time that Carmine paused, she got another strike of the paddle. And each time, she could feel her longing for another strike. It was driving her mad with wanton lust like she never thought was possible. And as she felt those strikes, he then noticed Maggie looking at her, holding something even more menacing, a bamboo cane! 
 
    As the last strike was applied to Clarice’s ass, the looked and saw that there was something rather “odd” happening to Clarice. They pulled down her panties and saw that there was cum flowing from her small tucked away cock. When the panties were moved away, it didn’t get hard but the stream of cum oozing from it surprised them all. 
 
    Maggie walked up and looked at Clarice. “Did you have an orgasm, you naughty girl?” Clarice could only nod with shame in her eyes. “You actually ENJOYED getting paddled?” Clarice nodded again. “Well then, this caning might be interesting then.” Maggie smiled and walked around her prey. 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    For the first time, Clarice screamed into the gag. The pain was that severe. And as Maggie walked around to Clarice’s front, she saw that the penis that was there actually started to GROW! And when Maggie looked into Clarice’s eyes, she saw something that she REALLY didn’t expect. She saw unbridled LUST! 
 
    “You really are kind of a slut, aren’t you, Clarice?” WHACK! “So much so that I am willing to bet you want to prove yourself to be one rather than a good girl, isn’t THAT right, SLUT?!” WHACK! 
 
    With every humiliating comment directed to Clarice, followed by a stroke of the cane, all three of them watched as Clarice seemingly was BEGGING for more again. About half way through it, they removed the gag from Clarice’s mouth. 
 
    “You LOVE this, don’t you, you little slut?” WHACK! “Yes Mistress. I AM A SLUT! PLEASE PUNISH ME MORE!” WHACK! 
 
    “You want to get fucked like the slut you are, don’t you slut?” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “YES, MISTRESS! Please!” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Please Mistress; fuck me like the slut I am!” 
 
    WHACK! 
 
    “Not to worry slut, I am sure we can take care of that for you. But only if you now keep really quiet for these last 25 lashes. Then Andrew and Carmine will take care of you. Then you will take care of me, won’t you, SLUT?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    “Good!” WHACK! 
 
    Clarice bit her tongue because she was feeling the pain but now it was all additional pleasure for her. And as each lash fell against her sensitive skin, she wanted to cry out, not in pain but ecstasy! Her brain was having difficulty separating the two sensations by this time and she was writhing in pain and pleasure at the same time. But the chains were very strong and help Clarice in place. 
 
    When they were done and lowered Clarice’s arms, she was barely able to stand up at the time. They allowed her to lie down on the floor for a couple of minutes as the blood flowed through her body and went back into her arms. But the lust was still flowing as well and she crawled over to the two male ghosts. 
 
    “Please, Masters, I want to be fucked like a slut!” Carmine walked over to the cabinet on the wall and opened it, pulling out a black leather arm binder. He walked over to Clarice who immediately put her arms and wrists behind her back as Carmine pulled it up over her arms. Then he took the straps and tightened them so the binder would not slip off. Lastly, he tightened the laces, pulling Clarice’s arms tightly together behind her back. When Carmine was finished, he was shocked. 
 
    “Her elbows are TOUCHING!” They all looked and saw that Clarice was panting a little. “Are you okay, Clarice?” 
 
    Clarice looked up at the three of them. “No, I am feeling even hornier now that I was before. Please fuck me, Masters!” 
 
    “Well then, can you stand?” Clarice started to stand up but started to wobble a little and they grabbed her and helped her to stand up. Then they walked back to the spot where they had been punishing her, took a different chain and hooked it above their heads and then had Clarice bend at the hips as they pulled her arms up behind her back. In seconds, Clarice was in a strapado position and Andrew was caressing her ass. Carmine was in front of her, pulling out his cock and smiling. Clarice was smiling too and then felt something cool on her ass and start to go inside her ass, stretching her, causing her to moan loudly. 
 
    That moan was very short lived as Carmine entered her mouth and the two of them started to fuck Clarice like the slut she was becoming. And one look at her eyes and you would know that she was enjoying every second of it as they penetrated her. And as they did, her cock started to get hard again and in minutes, while they were still deep inside her, she started to have her second orgasm of the night. 
 
    While this was happening, Maggie was watching the action and was getting turned on. She usually didn’t like boys but this boy was certainly different. And she could also see that Carmine was getting really close to cuming. And when he did inside Clarice’s mouth, she watched her swallow and let Carmine out of her mouth. Andrew was still taking his time and as each thrust pounded into her, Clarice was moaning like a bitch in heat getting what it wanted from the stud. 
 
    Maggie walked up to Clarice and opened her skirt, revealing her bare mound. When she pulled over a barstool and sat down, it placed her mound right where Clarice could put her tongue to work and like a true little slut, Clarice did just that, licking and sucking at her mound, tasting and bringing Maggie to an orgasm so quickly it frightened her. But Maggie didn’t let Clarice stop, since Andrew was REALLY taking his time. Just as Maggie was getting to her second delicious orgasm, Andrew finally climaxed and as Clarice felt something inside her, and hearing the increased moans from Maggie, had HER second orgasm of the night. 
 
    Maggie pulled herself away and closed her skirt. “Damn Clarice, you definitely have a talent. They guys were not kidding when they said you might just be a whole lot of fun. What do you think, Carmine?” 
 
    Carmine smiled. “She sure can suck a cock, that’s for sure. And from the look on Andrews face, she’s a good fuck too. But I still worry because she doesn’t have that little something extra. Isn’t there ANYTHING we can do about that?” 
 
    Maggie smiled. “Let’s just see where she goes from here before we take THAT particular step. Besides, my niece knows that it is Clark that is here rather than someone else. But, well, I have a feeling that things will work out for the best if we just let is take its normal course.” 
 
    “Well, you know what will happen tomorrow, don’t you Maggie?” asked Andrew. 
 
    “Yes Andrew, the others will want to see for themselves. Jessica won’t have any problems because we KNOW what kind of girl she is. She might be the only one who will TRULY enjoy whipping the little slut here, not that we all don’t enjoy it. 
 
    “Johnathan will be a little whiney but eventually will come around. The one who worries me is Derrek. He might decide that Clarice needs to become a full time girl and that might screw things up even more. But if what we learned from Carrie is true, we just need him to hold off for a few more days and then everything will work to all of our mutual benefit!” 
 
    Clarice was so exhausted that she could not follow their conversation, but she did perk up when she heard she would become Clarice full time. She didn’t understand quite HOW that would happen but was somewhat excited to hear it was possible. But she was also wanting more TONIGHT! 
 
    Clarice looked at the three of them. “Masters? Mistress? Can someone PLEASE punish me? I had a little accident and I know I didn’t have permission…” 
 
    Maggie looked and saw that Clarice had indeed had a little accident. “I don’t know HOW you did that, slut but you certainly need to be punished for it.” Maggie reached down and with a pair of panties wiped it up and then placed the cum filled panties into Clarice’s mouth, took a ball gag and locked the cummy panties in her mouth. 
 
    “Well, I think you need another good old fashioned cropping. Since I already caned you, maybe another 200 lashes will teach you to NOT cum without permission!” 
 
    As each lash fell on Clarice’s ass, she continued moaning in pleasure though she did recognize there was a little pain there, especially when the lash hit harder than the others. By the time the last lash was delivered, she was so tired that she was ready to fall asleep. Maggie saw this and told the others. 
 
    “If she falls asleep up here, this will all be for naught. Let’s get her free and get her downstairs. Okay?” 
 
    They all agreed and released Clarice from her bindings. Once that was done, Clarice stood up and stretched. As she did, she started to pick things up and put them away without being told. Once that was done and everything was cleaned up, Clarice went down the stairs, turned off the light and locked the door again. Then she went down the hall and put the key away. Then she picked up the chemise and put it on, crawled into bed and fell fast asleep. 
 
    The clock on the table said 4am 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
      
 
    Clark woke up feeling a little soreness in his shoulders. He also felt a little odd this morning and could not figure out the weird taste in his mouth. “But damn,” he thought, “this bed is giving me the STRANGEST dreams!” 
 
    He got up and took off the lingerie he had been wearing. He tossed that into the hamper and went into the bathroom and opened the cabinet and pulled out the bath stuff that he had seen the morning before. He then hopped into the shower and as he washed with the feminine scented bath products, he looked down to see some thick fluid flowing down his leg. 
 
    “What the hell?” he picked up the bath gel and pot some into his hand and it looked similar. “Gee, maybe a blob fell onto my leg from the pouf.” He finished washing and dried off. Part of him was feeling weird but another part, well, he wanted to spend the day in Clarice mode. So he went back into the bedroom and picked out some white lingerie. First the garter belt. But instead of dark stockings, he found some neutral colored ones and put them on. He enjoyed the feel of these against his freshly shaved legs. Then the panties and bra. 
 
    As he put the bra on, he noticed that his breasts seemed a little bigger. He looked at himself and saw that his waist seemed a little narrower. What he didn’t do was pay attention to the fact that his cock was also shrinking, not that he had a large one in the first place. But he did put his forms in place and put on a slip. 
 
    Then he looked inside the closet and found a nice bright chiffon dress. As he pulled it on, he felt so much better about himself and smiled even more freely. Lastly, he went back and in no time at all had his makeup done and hair done up in a single braid down his back. 
 
    Thus attired, he walked down to the kitchen and fixed himself a small breakfast. His eggs and toast done, he walked out, after turning off the alarm, to the front porch and sat in the comfortable chair and enjoyed the fresh air and his breakfast. 
 
    “Well, day three has started and I have no idea what I would like to do. Not that there is a whole lot left to do IN the house, as I did all of that yesterday.” As he looked out at the countryside, he actually felt at peace with himself. Of course, he was dressed up as Clarice, but that didn’t matter. Then he heard the phone ring. 
 
    He got up, went inside and answered the phone. 
 
    “Hello?” Clark asked, but sounded not like Clark but Clarice. He noticed that, coughed and then said, “Sorry. Hello? 
 
    “Mr. Clark Grissom? This is CDI Investigations. This IS Clark Grissom, right?” 
 
    “Yes, it is. I just finished eating my food and some of it may have been caught in my throat... And who the hell are you and who is CDI Investigations? And what do you want?” 
 
    “Mr. Grissom, we are tasked with making sure that you are living up to the conditions of the will. If you had not answered, we would have been forced to call the attorney and inform him that you may be in violation. I should also inform you that we will also do a random spot check to make sure that you are still residing in the house over the next couple of days. Good day, sir!” and the phone clicked off. 
 
    “Well, fuck you, too!” he whispered. “Oh hell, he can’t hear me. FUCK OFF!” Clark chuckled. “Damn, that felt good.” 
 
    He walked back into the kitchen, grabbed a cup of coffee and walked back out onto the porch. As he sat down, he started to frown as he saw a familiar car coming down the drive. And he KNEW that she could see him, thus there was absolutely no running away. 
 
    The problem was that he really liked to have kept this part of his life secret. But now that Vicki could see him, he knew that secrecy was out the window now. But he also felt like at least Vicki would not blab it throughout the community. 
 
    He watched as the car pulled right up to the bottom of the stairs and he just decided to stand up and smile. He watched as Vicki opened the door to the car and turned towards him. But what got Clark was that Vicki just looked at him quizzically. 
 
    “Ma’am, can you tell me where Mr. Grissom… Clark might… CLARK?” Vicki walked up to Clark and as she did, he watched her face go from confusion to wonder to… Well, he could not tell what that final look was all about. But as he watched her, he COULD see a faint smile come across her lips. 
 
    She marched right up the steps leading to the porch, stopped right in front of his face, smiled and KISSED him full on the lips! It took Clark a second to realize what was ACTUALLY happening but then he started to kiss back, enjoying the sensation of his lips touching Vicki’s lips. 
 
    After a couple of minutes, they pulled back from one another but there seemed to be an electric current flowing between the two of them. Vicki got herself together, as it were, faster than Clark. 
 
    “WOW! Clark, that IS you. You look damned HOT as a girl! I didn’t even realize it was you really until I looked and, well, I had to get REALLY close to see to make sure it was you. Because it was ONLY your eyes that gave you away. So, what name do you go by, looking like this?” 
 
    “Well, I like Clarice. In fact, I think that my grandmother knew about it before she passed, though we didn’t talk about it. I also know my mom knew about this, though she never said anything. I was, well, a little worried as you came up the drive. I knew that you had seen me and there was no way I could, well… Hide.” 
 
    “Well, CLARICE, I’m glad that you didn’t try to hide. And I like this look for you. You look, well, pretty!” 
 
    “Thanks. So, ‘officer’, what brings you to see little ole me on such a beautiful day as this?” Clark smiled, giving into the “damsel in distress” tone, voice and all. Part of his mind was screaming “why are you talking like a girl” but another part, the louder part, was telling that side to shut up! 
 
    “Well, Miss Clarice,” adopting the southern manner of speaking that Vicki’s accent took to so well, “I felt I should warn you that you MAY have a stalker around the neighborhood. We’ve actually had reports of some guy, dressed all in black, lurking around. He was over near Mr. Jessup’s place but we just missed him.” 
 
    Vicki got suddenly very serious. “Clark, seriously, there IS some guy lurking around. Be careful, for more than one reason!” 
 
    Clark thought about it for a second. “Vicki, I wonder if it some guy from CDI Investigations, lurking to make sure I am ‘residing’ here for the week rather than running away. As a matter of fact, I THINK he just called me. So, if he is out there, then he may have already seen me, though he may not KNOW it was actually me. 
 
    Vicki smiled. “Well, what I’ll do is set up a little something that will let you know if someone is out there. And PLEASE remember to set the alarm at night until we can get this settled, okay?” 
 
    “Yes, Vicki, I will.” Then Clark thought for a second. “Vicki, would you, well, maybe, umm, like to have dinner with me. Here?” 
 
    Vicki smiled. “Sure, but make sure you are dressed nice and pretty. I also remember that your grandmother said you actually LIKE to cook. So, what should I bring?” 
 
    Clark smiled. “Dessert, maybe?” 
 
    Vicki smiled. “Dear, if I have MY way, YOU will be dessert!” She winked at Clark and then gave him another passionate kiss on the lips. “Be a good girl, Clarice. And I get off work at 4pm. I should be here by, well, 4:05?” She paused, looking at Clark smile. “But seriously, I can be here by 5. Would that be good?” 
 
    Clark smiled again. “5 and you can help me make the salad then.” Vicki gave him another quick kiss and stepped down off the porch, got in the car and left. Clark watched, wondering, at least partly, what the hell had just happened! Vicki actually KISSED him, with gusto! That certainly was totally unexpected. He walked back into the kitchen and looked at what he had. 
 
    Clark was NOT a gourmet cook by any means, though he had watched his fair share of not only The Cooking Channel and Food Network, he had also taken SOME courses at the community college. He looked everything over and then smiled. 
 
    He pulled out the slow cooker and chopped up some carrots and potatoes. He found a couple of white onions and diced them up a little as well. He tossed some beef stock into the pot and started cooking those for a while. 
 
    He pulled out the large roast, that he had planned to cut into a couple of steaks or something and decided that he would take part of it and maybe make that into the beef for the pot roast. But he started to cut it and managed to cut out two steaks which he looked at, smiled and then took out his marinade, put the steaks into a baggie, added the marinade, sealed the bag and put it into the ‘fridge. He looked at the left over piece of beef and cut that into cubes and tossed them into the slow cooker as well. 
 
    Then he went back and pulled out some additional vegetables and set to work on dinner prep. Clark was nothing if not a bit of a planner. Dinner WOULD be the steaks but if he messed that up, the pot roast would become dinner. If he did well, he would save the roast for the next night. 
 
    For some reason, Clark REALLY wanted to make Vicki happy. He had known her for years now and she was pretty much his real last link to his grandmother. Grandmother had always talked about how she had liked the girl and he knew that Vicki had heard some of the same ghost stories about the house that he had heard. However, he wasn’t sure if she had heard all of them. Hell, Clark wasn’t even sure HE had heard all of them. Some of the stories they had shared the other day were ones neither one of them could remember hearing before. So he KNEW that there were some really weird stories. 
 
    He decided to take a little time and got one of the books, took his phone and set a timer and returned to the porch with another cup of coffee. He sat down and started to read. But then he decided to do something even better. He got up, went to the phone and saw that there was indeed a long cord and brought it out to the porch with him, just in case. 
 
    When the timer went off at 4pm, Clark realized that he had dozed off for a second. He looked around, seeing nothing odd and then got up, bringing in the book and the phone. He closed the door, set that alarm and then went upstairs. 
 
    He took Vicki’s comment to heart and decided that a quick shower was in order. Five minutes later, he was freshly showered, did his makeup and had changed his clothes and lingerie. This time he picked out some blushing pink lingerie and put that on. He then took out a very silky dress, in almost the same color of pink, adjusted everything and looking in the mirror; he saw that the color of the dress made his hair look much more blonde than it did before. A little more lip color and he went down the stairs. He pulled out the fixings for the salad, washing all three heads of lettuce, dicing some onion and cucumber and decided to leave the rest out just in case she didn’t like peppers and chick peas. He dropped the potatoes into the pot of now boiling water, heated a cast iron pan, tossed some butter, garlic and shallots into the pan, let that caramelize and then took the steaks out and seared them in the pan. 
 
    Once he had them seared, he took the cast iron pan and put it into the oven for a few minutes to finish cooking them, took the asparagus and brazed them in another prepared cast iron pan. At 4:45pm, he heard the doorbell ring, took the steaks out of the oven to let them rest and smiled. He turned towards the front door but the shadow at the door did NOT look like Vicki. He checked the door and saw that the deadbolt was thrown and the perimeter alarm was set. 
 
    “Who’s there?” 
 
    “CDI Investigations, Mr. Grissom. You need to let me in!” 
 
    “Actually, Mr. CDI Investigations, I do NOT have to allow you entry into this house. You have verified I am here because you have been outside looking around and causing your own brand of trouble. So, I would recommend that you leave the property this instant or else, well, the police will be called. And since you are, indeed trespassing, well, that would put you in jail at least for a day or two and you would not be able to do YOUR job, trying to get me to leave!” 
 
    “Mr. Grissom, if you do NOT let me in, I will share with your lawyers and your family that you are dressing up as a woman and maybe that will cause you to lose the estate anyway. So what’s it going to be?” 
 
    Clark thought for a second. But then he realized that he really didn’t give a rat’s ass about what his family thought. “Well Mr. CDI Investigations, I decided that my family can’t do a damned thing about me being here, whether I am dressed up as some drag queen or if I am wearing a tuxedo with tails. Because they don’t live my life. So go right ahead and blab out my little secret.” Clark then heard a car pull in, quickly, with lights flashing from the window through the door. He then heard Vicki scream out “FREEZE” as the man tried to turn and run. 
 
    Apparently he didn’t make it too far, as he heard the thump on the porch, peeked through the window in the living room to find three police cruisers there with their lights going. He walked to the door, turned off the alarm and opened the door. He didn’t care what he was dressed in, he wanted to see this man from CDI Investigations. 
 
    Vicki was finishing cuffing the guy and lifted him up and Clark got a good look at him. He was one of the clerks for the law firm! In fact, he was sitting in the office right outside the lawyer’s office, looking at him as he walked in. 
 
    “Well miss, we caught the snooper. Would you like to press charges, Ma’am?” the sergeant asked. Clark hadn’t seen him standing by the car. All he really had seen was Vicki in her cute little black dress and heels walking the guy back to the car. “Ma’am?” the sergeant asked again, getting Clark’s attention that time. 
 
    “Yes, I would like to press charges. He demanded that I let him into the house. I believe he was going to try and blackmail me or worse!” Then Clark thought for a second. “I believe but I don’t know for sure but he MAY actually work for the attorney or the firm that is executor of the estate.” 
 
    As Clark said this, he noticed the guy slump his head. He wasn’t sure if he had it right or not, but when he picked up his cell phone and called the attorney, while the police were still there, he came right out and asked him if this was the case. 
 
    “Mr. Grissom, we have to make sure that you live up to the conditions of the will. Thus we have to verify that you are there. HOWEVER, we are not permitted, by law, to demand entry into the house at any time. I do have to apologize for that and he will be talked to about that.” 
 
    “Well, actually, he is in the custody of the police at this time for trespassing as well as attempted breaking and entering, since he demanded entry. I am sure that you can come down here, tomorrow, and bail your investigator out of jail. Then you can bring your senior partner with you as well as you explain what it is that your “investigator” was going to try and blackmail me with.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Grissom but I have no idea what you are talking about.” 
 
    “Sir, you can stick that denial somewhere. Tomorrow, you and a senior partner here or I take this to the state bar association. Have a good day, sir!” 
 
    During the entire conversation, which Clark had on speaker for a reason, the sergeant was looking at Clark and then at Vicki. Vicki was smiling from ear to ear. The sergeant was a little slow to pick up on it all but finally the MISTER part struck home. This got the sergeant shaking his head. 
 
    Clark walked down the steps to the sergeant and smiled. “Thank you, sergeant. I really DO appreciate it. I just don’t know how it is that you KNEW to get here?” Clark didn’t realize that he was speaking in Clarice’s voice, which had the sergeant cocking his head, looking and trying to figure out this Mr. Grissom person in front of him. 
 
    “Well… Sir? Ma’am? Anyway, Officer Carstares, Vicki, here had posted an officer as lookout this afternoon. There was also a sensor set up in case he didn’t walk down the drive. It tripped just as the officer on post saw someone sneaking through the bushes and up onto the porch. When he saw the guy peeking through the windows, he called. We weren’t that far as it was so we were able to get here in no time at all. Vicki had already clocked out and, it seems, was on her way here to see you as we pulled in.” 
 
    Clark looked over at Vicki, smiled at her, then turned back to the sergeant. “So, what do I need to sign, sergeant?” 
 
    “Well, we have the complaint form which you will need to sign. After that, you’ll probably need to come into court when the case gets there. Who knows, maybe he’ll get probation or something, seeing as he does work for a law firm and all. But we’ll make sure OUR side of everything is done. But I have to ask you this. Since it is required on the form. What IS your name?” 
 
    “My ID says Clark D Grissom. I think that is what you will have to put on the form.” 
 
    “Well, for what it is worth, Clark, you certainly do NOT look like a Clark.” The sergeant said with a smile. 
 
    “Well then, it’s Clarice any other time, sergeant.” 
 
    The sergeant took Clark’s hand and shook it as a man shakes a woman’s hand, for a second, picked up his clipboard, filled in the proper name of the complainant and had Clark sign it. The sergeant smiled, thanked Clark and then called out to Vicki. 
 
    “Vicki, make sure you are at the station early so we can fill out all the paperwork for this miscreant. I do not like him offending the fair citizens of our little village, especially the pretty ones!” 
 
    Clark smiled and nodded at the sergeant. Vicki smiled. “Yes sergeant, bright and early! Should I bring Clarice then or not?” 
 
    “Unless she does something illegal, she is safe at home. If she DOES something illegal, bring her in in handcuffs!” The sergeant smiled, causing Clark to smile for a second as Vicki came up to him, took his arm and the two of them went into the house. 
 
    Clark closed and locked the door and set the perimeter alarm. 
 
    They then went into the kitchen and checked the food. Nothing was ruined, put it on the stove for a second to warm it in the cast iron and sat down with a nice bottle of red wine and some good food. 
 
    Clark could not take his eyes off of Vicki and that little black dress. Similarly, Vicki could not take her eyes off Clarice and her little pink dress, short enough that she was showing off the tops of her stockings. But they ate, talking about what had happened and then started talking about their lives. 
 
    Clark learned that Vicki really wasn’t into men or boys at all. But she DID like Clarice, she pointed out. Something about Clarice struck a chord with her, she said. Vicki learned that Clark loved being a girl, as much of one as she could at any rate, and had a fascination with many things. Clark even told her about how she had wondered about, well, having sex AS a woman. Vicki looked at Clark. She was not shocked or upset, seeing as she really thought that Clark was more Clarice anyways. And as the night progressed, Clark seemed to delve deeper and deeper into Clarice, tuning Clark out altogether. In fact, by the time they had finished eating; Vicki noticed that Clarice sounded far more confident that Clark ever did in the years that she had known him. She liked that confidence but liked it because it was Clarice and not Clark. She LIKED Clark but she was falling for Clarice. 
 
    They finished their dinner and together they cleared the table and washed the dishes. Their hands would touch and linger as they passed the dishes between them. Once the dishes were cleaned, Vicki smiled and kissed Clarice passionately. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs, because I want my dessert!” Vicki whispered in Clarice’s ear. 
 
    Together, they went up the stairs, holding each other’s hand. When they got to the bedroom, Vicki smiled then reached behind her and pulled the zipper down on the dress, shrugged it off her shoulders and let it fall to the floor, revealing that she was only wearing a pair of black thong panties and NOTHING else. Clark walked up to Vicki and kissed her. Vicki responded and then found the zipper and got that dress off, leaving Clarice in pink lingerie. Vicki stood back and looked at her girlfriend and smiled appreciatively.  
 
    “Damn, I am amazed at how GOOD you look, Clarice!” Vicki walked backwards towards the bed and when she got there, sat down on the end. Clarice walked slowly towards Vicki then knelt down, kissed Vicki’s hand, then worked her way, which was not difficult as Vicki REALLY wanted it, to Vicki’s mound. Clarice took ahold of the thong and pulled it down and out of the way, revealing Vicki’s mound. 
 
    Without even thinking, Clarice brought her mouth down and started to gently lick the folds of Vicki’s clitoris. With each gently tease, she managed to bring a shiver of pleasure to Vicki and within minutes had Vicki moaning and grinding herself into Clarice’s mouth. After about fifteen minutes of gentle ministrations, Vicki felt the first orgasm start to hit her like a tidal wave, causing her to do something that she had never done before, GUSH right into Clarice’s mouth. And Clarice took every drop of it and continued driving Vicki towards another orgasm within minutes. The moans and screams in the bedroom were loud and if it were not for the house being somewhat isolated, people would have been calling, what with the noise. 
 
    Finally, Vicki pushed Clarice off of her and fell to the bed. Clarice picked Vicki’s legs up and turned her fully onto the bed and then crawled up with her, wrapping her arms around Vicki and the two of them fell into a deep sleep. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
      
 
    “So now what do we do, Maggie? Now your niece is here with our girl! She may not like it if we play our games with Clarice!” 
 
    “Be quiet.” Maggie scolded them. This time, Carmine and Derick were there. Carmine wanted his chance at Clarice’s ass and Derick, well, he wanted all of this new girl. But now that he saw Vicki, he was a little concerned because Vicki was not only the niece of Maggie (distantly to be sure) but this put a little bit of a monkey wrench into their plans for tonight. 
 
    Maggie thought about it. “Well,” she thought, “what the hell?” so she walked up to Clarice and whispered. 
 
    “Clarice, it’s time to serve your Mistress and Masters” 
 
    Clarice’s eyes popped open and she smiled. She slipped off the bed and knelt in front of Maggie. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress. Hello Master Carmine. And greetings Sir.” 
 
    Maggie smiled. "Have you been a good girl today, Clarice?” 
 
    Clarice thought about it. “I think so. I made my girlfriend happy, as you can see.” She pointed to Vicki. “Is that being good?” 
 
    Maggie smiled. “I don’t know. HOW did you make her happy?” 
 
    Clarice blushed. “I showed her what I learned last night from Mistress. I think she was pleased, Mistress. Were you pleased, Vicki?” 
 
    Now, the three ghosts were shocked when Clarice called out Vicki’s name but were even more surprised when Vicki RESPONDED! 
 
    “Yes, lover, Your Mistress taught you quite well. And your Mistress seems to be my great aunt Margret. Or as we were told to call her, aunt Maggie.” Then Vicki got up and walked over to Clarice and knelt right there beside her. “Or should I call you Mistress Maggie?” 
 
    Maggie looked down and smiled. “That, girl, is up to you. But I should warn you that Clarice is quite the little slut and the guys want to have their go at her. Is that going to be a problem for you, Vicki?” 
 
    Vicki smiled. “Not for me. In fact, maybe they would like to have a shot at both of us. I don’t really like boys or men but, well, if Clarice is getting it, maybe both of us would be even more, shall we say, enticing?” 
 
    Maggie smiled. “Well Carmine, Derrick, what do you guys think. Two perfectly WILLING slaves for us to play with? Vicki, you DO know about the play room, don’t you?” 
 
    Vicki smiled. “Oh yes, I know all about it. Claire actually SHOWED it to me once. It is quite amazing!” 
 
    Maggie smiled again. “Then you should know that your girlfriend is quite, well, a masochist I believe.” 
 
    “That’s okay with me, as I believe that I might be as well, Mistress. Claire, when she showed the play room to me actually asked me if I wanted to TRY some of it out and, well…” Vicki blushed. 
 
    “Oh, I understand. We will see how the two of you respond tonight then. Especially since you have had a rather busy day, what with the evil man who was lurking here the last couple of days.” 
 
    Then Maggie produced two collars and held them in her hands. “You  know what these are, right girls?” 
 
    Vicki and Clarice, at the same time, said, “Yes, Mistress!” 
 
    Maggie walked up to Clarice and put the collar around her neck, locking it in place. Then she went and placed the other collar around Vicki’s neck, locking it in place. “Oh, tonight is going to be so much more entertaining with the two of you! Alright, let’s get moving, SLAVES!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress!” and the both stood up. Vicki was still naked and Clarice was still in her pink lingerie. “Vicki, I think that you need to put on some underwear. I am sure that there is something in the drawers there that will have you looking a little less of a slut than your nakedness indicated.” Vicki went to the dresser and found a matching pink ensemble and put it on to match Clarice. And it all fit quite nicely. Clarice then picked up the key and all of them walked to the door. Clarice unlocked the door, turned on the light and all of them walked up the stairs. 
 
    When they got there, rather than just the three ghosts, now there were ALL of them there. Francis and Andrew, as well as Carmine and Maggie. Derrick was there but there were now five others for a total of 10. Clarice smiled and looked at them all, realizing that things were going to get REALLY interesting tonight and was relishing every moment of it. Vicki, who did not totally understand all of what was happening, saw the excitement in Clarice’s eyes and fed off that excitement. And right from the start, Clarice became even more excited! 
 
    “Girls, take off your bras. Clarice, everyone is anxiously awaiting the results of our, well, little experiment.” 
 
    Clarice reached behind her back and unclasped the bra, letting it fall into her hands as she slipped the straps off her shoulders. It took a second for her to realize that she did NOT have her inserts in place and yet… She had FULL and very REAL breasts on her torso! Vicki took hers off and when she looked at Clarice, she too noticed it and a look of shock and wonder crossed her face. 
 
    “Clarice, arms up!” Clarice, without delay, put her arms into the air and as she looked up, she saw that her wrists were now encased in patent leather cuffs and chained to the ceiling rafters. She looked towards the floor to find her ankles spread and also cuffed and chained to the floor.  As she opened her mouth to speak, a large penis gag was gently inserted in her mouth and she was effectively silenced. This did not really bother Clarice, as the last couple of days she had a gag in her mouth and loved it each time. 
 
    Once Clarice was restrained, Vicki walked up to Clarice and looked at her friend. When she touched one of the nipples, Clarice responded. A little tweak and Clarice responded even more! When she cupped and pinched both at the same time, a barely audible moan escaped her lips. 
 
    “OH MY GOD! Clark… I mean Clarice has… BREASTS?” Vicki exclaimed. 
 
    The ghosts all came up to examine this and each touched the breasts and nipples, causing Clarice to writhe in ecstasy! Vicki’s freedom was short lived however as she was then similarly trussed from the rafters and then started to feel the ghosts touch and caress her, causing her to also writhe like Clarice. 
 
    “Vicki, as you can see, Clarice is more and more becoming a girl rather than that shy little boy she was even yesterday. But I think that I should also tell you what is going to happen, if this works the way we think it will.”
Maggie then reached down and pulled Clarice’s panties down. Then Maggie touched Clarice where her penis once was and as she did, Clarice started to moan louder and buck her restraints. 
 
    “You see, Vicki, Clarice has pretty much lost her little penis. Now, while she didn’t have much of one there when she first got here, it has been slowly shrinking. Yesterday was practically nothing and this morning, had essentially all but disappeared. Now, as you can see,” as she pulled her hand away to show Clarice’s clitoral lips, then reaching back to tease Clarice further.” She no longer even HAS a penis. Now, while we might not totally be successful, we believe that by the end of the week, Clarice will be a fully functional female rather than her former male self.” 
 
    Vicki, though gagged, anyone would be able to understand the gasp of shock coming through the gag. And then she felt someone reaching through HER panties and as they did, starting to hit all the right spots, fell into the same state that Clarice was as they started to pay attention to her, as well as Clarice. It was not long before both women were squirting their juices into the mouths of a couple of their “tormentors” as they had switched to tongues and the moans of ecstasy were echoing through the attic. 
 
    Eventually, the two of them had their arms brought down. When the gags were removed, they were drooling pretty bad and had their faces wiped off a little. But the ghosts were not even starting with tonight’s trials. First of all, they had not realized, at first, that Vicki would also be susceptible to the call as Clarice had been. Now they had not one but TWO females to play with and now all the ghosts were happy and content. 
 
    They put each of the girls into a leather glove arm binder, bringing their elbows tight together and then bent them forward into a strapado position. When they did that, the two girls were looking at each other, barely an inch between them. Clarice leaned in and gave Vicki a passionate kiss right on her lips and Vicki returned it just as passionately. 
 
    “Oh, isn’t that just so precious. Of course, we have to give them a little bit of help!” 
 
    Jessica, the other female ghost present, walked up to the girls and smiled. “You two love birds need a little something to keep you, well, busy.” She then took a new gag, with a slightly larger penis shape and slipped it into Clarice’s mouth. But there was another extension, the same length and thickness and that went into Vicki’s mouth before she could really complain. Then the second strap was wrapped around her and the two of them were gagged together, sucking on their own penis shaped gag. 
 
    “I was quite happy knowing that Clarice was so willing a girl to our play, but to find a second one is, well, beyond exciting. It has been way too long since we could play with two girls! But first we need to see just how much both of you can take!” 
 
    Jessica then reached out and picked up a pair of nipple clamps. When she put the first one on Clarice, she winced and then got control of her breathing. They could not see what was happening and when the other clamp was attached to Vicki’s nipple, she jerked a little which then caused Clarice’s nipple to get pinched a little and pulled. Then another pair of clamps was produced and the same thing happened. Now the girls had their nipples clamped, with a chain running through a pulley to the other girl’s nipple. 
 
    Than Vicki felt her panties being pulled down, just a little, to expose her beautifully round butt cheeks. She felt someone, she wasn’t sure who, caress them. Clarice, who already had her panties pulled down off her ass, felt a similar caress. Then Clarice felt the familiar and wonderful sensation, just as the sound reached her ear, of the cane swatting her ass. 
 
    “THWACK!” 
 
    Clarice jerked a little, causing her nipples to be pulled a little, also tugging Vicki at the same time. And then, when Vicki felt her stroke, Clarice got the same tug. And for each of them, it was making them writhe in ecstasy as the pain became more and more pleasurable to them. 
 
    After what felt like hours, the felt the hardness of a cock enter them from behind. For Clarice, the sensation was far different than the last time, because she now had a clitoris and a vagina and THAT was where they were entering her. Vicki felt them enter her and while she did not normally like penetration from a man, the ghost had something going for him, that being that he was very well endowed and was hitting everyplace that felt good inside of her. She had a dildo that was like this but this was oh so much better, she sighed! And as it was happening, the two of them were looking the other in the eye and each could see the desire and such in the other’s eyes. 
 
    When they both felt that strange sensation of the ghosts filling them, they got caned again. However, this time, the ghosts took the gags out and replaced it with a kissing gag, locking the girl’s lips together as they were caned. As the ghosts watched the girls, they could see that they were, indeed, kissing each other passionately. And when the next pair entered the girls, this time someplace Clarice was INTIMATELY familiar with, she squealed with joy and Vicki, at first a little put off that they had entered her ass, within minutes was squealing like Clarice, kissing her back the entire time. And by the time the ghosts had finished this round, both girls had achieved their first orgasm and were well on their way to another when the caning started back up again. 
 
    This time, they let the girls go ungagged and the moans from them as the strokes landed on their backsides was almost as wonderful as the kissing, the girls were so turned on. When the third set of ghosts entered the girls, it did not take long for them to have their second orgasms and before these two ghosts were done, they had a third orgasm! 
 
    “Oh, poor girls. They are going to be very tired indeed by the time tonight is over!” Maggie laughed. Jessica smiled. “I think that maybe, as Andrew and Dereck finish them off, we should at least allow them to opportunity to get a start on their worshiping OUR mounds, don’t you Maggie?” 
 
    The girls found themselves turned so that they were side by side. In front of them were Maggie and Jessica, sitting on a reclining chair that was raised up a little and as they were brought in between their thighs, both girls knew what was being commanded and started to lick and suck at these two female ghosts just as the last two male ghosts entered them from behind. 
 
    After about two hours, having been fucked twice in their ass and twice in their vagina’s, PLUS bringing the two female ghosts to four orgasms, having another added because the girls had their own forth orgasms while they were being fucked the last time, they were finally released. All of the ghosts EXCEPT Jessica and Maggie had left and the girls, though rather tired, were sitting on pillows in the attic. 
 
    “Okay Clarice, tomorrow you will have that lawyer and someone else comes to visit. Be dressed SHARP! As Clarice. And then, this is what you are going to do.” 
 
    For the next hour, Maggie and Jessica outlined the things that she HAD to do to not only get the house transferred over to her, how to get the lawyer to get Clark’s name and status changed to Clarice but also a few other little things that would make things a whole lot easier. Vicki paid attention to this as they were both being presented with the evidence needed to gain these people “co-operation” or face serious legal charges and even worse, PRISON time. 
 
    Clarice nodded and hoped that she would remember it all, as Vicki would NOT be there in the beginning. She did have to go to work that morning, as the sergeant had told her. 
 
    But eventually, the two girls were REALLY tired and though Clarice didn’t know this, Maggie would be there to “assist” if necessary to get things taken care of. No sense scaring the new girl, Maggie thought. 
 
    But now was time for the girls to go back to bed. So they picked up the attic, went down the stairs, turned off the light, locked the door and then put the key away. Then the two of them went to bed. When they did, Maggie walked up to each of them and did something so that when they woke up, they would realize that what they thought was a dream was NOT a dream. She gave each of them a nipple piercing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
      
 
    Clarice woke up, feeling a little weird. Her nipples seemed rather sensitive and as she finally woke up, when she touched them, she realized that she did, indeed, have breasts. She also had sensitive nipples and through each nipple was a ring! When she looked closer, she saw that Vicki, also topless, had a pair of rings through HER nipples. And when she looked at those closer, she could see a little charm hanging off with two names on it. 
 
    MAGGIE and JESSICA 
 
    “Vicki, wake up! 
 
    Vicki struggled to get up and as she did, she felt the nipple piercing and saw that Clarice had the same thing. 
 
    “Clarice, what HAPPENED last night?” Then she too saw the charms dangling from Clarice’s nipples. When she looked, she gasped! 
 
    MAGGIE, JESSICA and VICKI 
 
    “Vicki, I don’t know. But, umm, I seem to have breasts! And I feel REALLY weird because…” She pointed to her own crotch. 
 
    Vicki looked at Clarice. “Did you have some kind of REALLY strange dream last night?” Clarice nodded. “I was in YOUR dream, right?” Clarice nodded again. ‘Okay, last question. Did we have…?” 
 
    Clarice finished the statement, or question. “Have sex with maybe 8 ghosts and two others named Maggie and…” 
 
    “Jessica…” Vicki finished. Clarice nodded. 
 
    “Clarice, I have a feeling that these were not dreams. Because we both have nipple piercings. Yours had MY name and some woman named Jessica.” 
 
    “Vicki, yours has my name and Maggie’s name! But what the hell does it mean that we had the same…” 
 
    “Clarice, I don’t think it WAS a dream. Have you EVER been upstairs to the attic?” 
 
    “Actually no, though…” 
 
    Vicki got up and walked to the table and picked up the key. “Come on, Clarice!” 
 
    The two of them walked to the door, Vicki unlocked it and together they walked up the stairs. When the got to the top of the stairs, they both let out a gasp! 
 
    The attic was absolutely clean, not a speck of dust or dirt was anywhere. And they could see everything was laid out neatly and all of the leather was polished and clean. 
 
    “Clarice, you have NEVER been up here that you can recall?” 
 
    “Yeah, I thought I was dreaming each time the last 3 nights here and each of those nights, I came up here but I don’t really…” She walked over to the table that had the red leather cuffs and put them on her wrists. When she did, she felt something familiar and inviting. 
 
    “Vicki…” Clarice was now looking at Vicki in a very strange way. She saw this and walked up to her. Without a word, Vicki took Clarice’s arms and locked them above her head. When she reached in to give her a kiss, Clarice kissed back like a ravenous beast, igniting passion in Vicki. Clarice, as she was kissing Vicki, begged her, “Please whip me, Mistress Vicki!” Vicki picked up the riding crop and delivered a blow to Clarice. 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress! May I have another, Mistress?” 
 
    THWACK! 
 
    After about 100 lashes, Vicki could see Clarice was absolutely wet between her legs. Vicki didn’t realize it at first but her whipping Clarice had also created some deep passion in her and she released Clarice’s arms and pushed her to the floor. She went right between Clarice’s legs and started to lick her lover slowly and gently, at first. When she felt Clarice trying to turn her body, she tried stopping her for a second until she felt Clarice’s hand in HER crotch and then moved herself so that Clarice could take care of the pent up sexual needs that each of them were feeling. 
 
    By the time each of them was satisfied, the attic smelled like rampant sex. They were exhausted but happy. 
 
    “Vicki, maybe you should hop in the shower and get to work before the sergeant comes looking for you. He’ll come here and then everything will, well…” 
 
    Vicki smiled. “Then he will find us up here, smell the room, which means we need to open a window or something, and then he might want to…” Vicki smiled. “He has the hots for me as it is and I think he was getting hot for you too, Clarice, sweetie, before he learned that you were, well, WERE a guy! Now, well…” 
 
    Clarice laughed. Okay, so he has the hots for us, but is he as BIG and FILLING as, well, ANY of them from last night?” 
 
    The girls both laughed. Then they got up, opened a couple of attic windows and then went downstairs and locked the door. Then they went and got cleaned up, separately. 
 
    Vicki gave Clarice a quick peck then left for the police station. Clarice then went back upstairs and looked through the closet. She had to look all business and sharp for her meeting with the lawyers. 
 
    First she put on her favorite color, black. Black garter belt, which fit better than it ever did, as her waist was smaller and her hips were just wide enough. Then she pulled out her black stockings with red seams. Once they were in place, she pulled on her silk panties. 
 
    She looked at herself in the mirror. “Okay” she thought, “I can look all business like and still feel a little slutty!” She opened the drawer holding the bra’s and pulled out a black balconette bra which, with a little flip of cloth, left her nipples uncovered. Then she pulled out a short silk slip and pulled that over her head and let it fall properly along her frame. 
 
    “Shit, I LOVE the way things fall on my body now!” And as the silk caressed her sensitive nipples, she realized that MAYBE she should let the bra cover them up or else she might be in trouble. But then she ignored that feeling and walked to the closet. 
 
    She opened the closet and found the dress she was looking for. She pulled it out of the closet and pulled the zipper down. As she stepped into it, she realized that there was no one there to help her with it and almost stepped out of it. But then she felt a helping hand help her zip it up her back and she smiled. 
 
    She turned and there was no one there. “Well Maggie, or Jessica, which ever, thanks for that!” she then went back and pulled out a pair of patent leather pumps, black with red stiletto heels and put them on her feet. A quick pop over to the vanity to do a touch of makeup and she was down the stairs. 
 
    When she got to the kitchen, she mad a pot of coffee. When it was done, she poured herself a cup, added some vanilla creamer, grabbed a bagel and went out onto the porch to wait for the two lawyers. It did not take long. 
 
    She watched as the black Cadillac pulled up the long driveway. When it got to the end, the lawyer stepped out of the driver’s seat and another, older gentleman stepped out of the passenger side. Each walked up to the porch. 
 
    “Excuse me, ma’am but we are looking for Clark…” 
 
    “Mr. Carlson, please do not lie to me telling me that you do not recognize me from the pictures your so called investigator took of me. And it’s Clarice Grissom, or it will be shortly. Please do come up and then you can introduce me to this gentleman who at least took off his hat, unlike you!” Clarice saw the older gentleman do a little chuckle, decided it wouldn’t hurt and winked at him as the lawyer took off his hat. 
 
    “MS Grissom, my name is Francis Carlucci and I am the managing partner of the firm. It is my pleasure to meet you.” He then took Clarice’s hand and kissed it, making Clarice blush a little. Then he looked at the other lawyer and shook his head. “Anthony, if this is a guy, he is far better at being a woman than even my own wife!” 
 
    Clarice opened the door and led them into the foyer. Then she led them into the dining room rather than the living room. She had the coffee there waiting, poured a little into her own cup to warm it up and then offered it to each of the lawyers, who both took it. Then she gestured for them to take a seat, with her sitting at the head of the table and them off to her right. 
 
    “Okay, so that we do not have to go over everything, let me tell you what I know and how upset I am that this is how someone in the practice seems to operate.” 
 
    Clarice took out a pad of paper and consulted her notes. She had remembered everything that Maggie and Jessica had gone over, in terms of the happenings for the last 8 months with all the other relatives. 
 
    “Now, I cannot actually speak for the other relatives as to what your investigator did or didn’t do. But I can tell you that he called me here one time to verify that I was here. I can understand that, though it seems he was watching me the entire time and when he called he realized that it was indeed me, wearing a different outfit, sitting on the porch. 
 
    “Now, that would not have been too bad, but he had, it is reported to me, been snooping around here for what could be the last 8 months, trespassing on other people’s properties. And he took many pictures of me, some of which could ONLY be taken with cameras INSIDE the house, which he has NO right to access without permission from the occupant. 
 
    “Now, that would not have been bringing either of you into this until, it seems, that he has been sending reports AND pictures, including the ones he should not have been able to take, to an email address INSIDE the law firm! What purpose could that serve other than to blackmail me? And if it wasn’t just me, could one of the others whom I was instructed to NOT make contact with ALSO be getting blackmailed by someone at your firm. 
 
    “Then he decided, last night, to try and gain access to the house, while I am occupying the house by demanding entrance. But the police were warned that someone was lurking around and while he was trying to gain entry, they arrived. There being a couple of little issues with his being on the property, trying to gain access. They found, not only the phone showing the emails, wonderful thing these smart phones are, but he also, I heard, had a weapon, small pistol though it may be, which then creates all kinds of additional trouble for him. But it also creates additional trouble for the person in the firm that is running this little scheme. 
 
    “So, now that you have all that on your plate, let me tell you the other things that I am contemplating. One thing is that I can sue the law firm and Mr. Carlson especially, since he is the executor of the estate. Not a good thing for the firm, which I understand has been in business since before my grandmother’s time. In fact, I think that one of the firm’s founding members used to live out this way. I believe that his car is sitting in the garage, as a matter of fact. 
 
    “Right now, the investigator is looking at MANY years in prison and his partner may be as well. But that is all up to the DA and such, since I just had to sign the complaint, which I did last night before a few other things came to light. 
 
    “So, this is what I want from you. And if this is done, no CIVIL suit will be filed against the firm. What the criminal court does, I can’t do anything about. 
 
    “The will needs to be taken care of. If I have to remain the rest of the week, so be it. Besides, I don’t have an apartment to go back to after this week anyway. And my landlord will just sell my crappy stuff anyway so, well, it’s no big deal. 
 
    “I know that there is a $100k trust that gets divided up to the family that doesn’t stay here. But I also know, based on my own investigation, that there is another three MILLION held in trust for the house, for the sole purpose of taking care of it until it is occupied. That too gets split between the other heirs. Then there is the OTHER trust that would have gone WITH the house and split between whatever charities grandmother set up. I have a list of them since she left that list in the bedroom upstairs. None of them actually KNEW that there was any kind of stipulation in her will, though they KNOW of her generosity. I believe that the figure is upwards of FIFTY Million dollars. I don’t see where the five charities could not be given a million each, and then take some of that to balance out the heirs to a cool million each and still leave enough for me to inherit and take care of the house. 
 
    “BUT, there is one other, little thing, which I also need taken care of.” Clarice stood up and smiled at the two of them sitting in their chairs. When Mr. Carlucci started to get up, Clarice motioned for him to remain seated. 
 
    “You said something, Mr. Carlucci, about my being a man. You see, up until, well, yesterday I believe I was. But now, well…” As she had been talking, she had unzipped the dress and let it fall off her shoulders and into a pile on the floor. She stood there in her lingerie in front of these two men and smiled. “As you can see, I seem to have misplaced my manhood and now, well, all of my identification is a tad bit off, as you can see!” 
 
    She walked up to Francis and smiled. “Do you think that your firm could handle a little identification change, Mr. Carlucci?” Then she looked at Anthony, smirking at him. “Seeing as Anthony here is probably going to wind up becoming some guys little bitch in jail?” 
 
    Anthony’s face turned pale as a ghost! Mr. Carlucci’s face became red with anger. Just as Anthony was trying to stammer out some sort of excuse or denial, Vicki came in with another police officer. 
 
      
 
    “Anthony Carlson, we have a warrant for your arrest. You are being charged with accessory to blackmail and fraud. You have the right…” and as he was being led out of the dining room, in hand cuffs, Vicki continued reading him his rights. Me Carlucci was looking at Clarice with a nod and a smile. 
 
    “So, MS Grissom…” 
 
    “Please, call me Clarice, Mr. Carlucci.” 
 
    “Okay, Clarice, but please, call me Francis or Frank, okay?” Clarice nodded. “So, while I have one of my more brighter star lawyers get to work on your name change and such, I don’t supposed I could maybe impose on you for a couple of things?” 
 
    “Sure, I think that is possible.” 
 
    “One, could you PLEASE put something on. I may be an older gentleman but, well, when a beautiful woman is standing there in her underwear, it still makes this old man’s heart skip a beat!” 
 
    Clarice smiled. “Well Frank, I like it when a distinguished gentleman like you calls me beautiful. And I know that your wife passed on a year ago. Oh, and it’s not like I am ashamed of myself and you DO look kind of handsome!” As she said this, she had walked up to him and as she finished her last words, she brought his head into her stomach, and then turned his head to look down into his eyes. Then she kissed him lewdly on the mouth and felt him become putty in her hands. 
 
    “You want me, don’t you Frank?” she whispered in his ear. 
 
    “Oh GOD, YES!” he hoarsely whispered back. 
 
    She took him by the hand and brought him up the stairs to one of the guest rooms. She was not going to have this man fuck her in the master bedroom. She brought him into the bedroom, undressed him and started to slowly pull down her panties. As she did, she saw his cock getting harder and longer. 
 
    “Oh, you DO want me, don’t you, Frank! Well, it’s a good thing because, right now, I want you! So lie right down there on the bed and let me do ALL the work. 
 
    She watched as Frank lied down on the bed and she climbed up onto the bed, then straddled him, placing her mound right above his throbbing cock and then ever so slowly, lowered herself onto it, causing her to moan with pleasure and Francis to try to lift himself up. Clarice pushed him down and continued her slow impaling on his cock until he was all the way inside her. Then she started to lift herself off of his cock and then slowly developed a rhythm and had the two of them writing in ecstasy within minutes. After 20 minutes, she finally allowed Frank to have HIS orgasm, as she reached her second one, enjoying the feeling of Frank buried deep inside her as he shot his load inside her. 
 
    The two of them collapsed together on the bed. Each fell asleep for a short time. When they woke, Francis was up and getting dressed. Clarice turned and smiled. 
 
    “Do you have to go so soon, Frank?” 
 
    “It’s later than I thought and I do have a flight to catch. I might be a managing partner but MY office is in New York City. My flight is in a couple of hours. I have to return… Shit, the car belongs to the firm and it has to get back to them.” 
 
    “Francis, I can have that taken care of for you. But there is something you are forgetting. What was the other thing you wanted?” 
 
    Francis looked at her shyly. “Well, I got something I wasn’t expecting, so I figure I would just call it even.” 
 
    “You want to see Carmine’s care, don’t you?” 
 
    “I heard about it. And I was told that the car is, well, rather nice and in pristine condition.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” Clarice got up, walked to the master bedroom, got some clothes on and grabbed the keys. 
 
    “Come on, Frank. We can’t drive it around but you can look and see it for yourself.” 
 
    They walked down to the garage and Clarice opened the door. When she looked, she cried out. 
 
    The car was in ruins. It looked like it had never been driven in years! Clarice started crying, not believing her eyes. She KNEW that she had driven it just two days before! 
 
    “I’m sorry Frank, I swore… I drove it the first morning I was here. But looking at it now, I guess THAT was the dream, wasn’t it?” 
 
    “Well Clarice, maybe you can get it working again. I would NOT put anything past you and your desires. But now, I guess I have to leave.” 
 
    Clarice walked up to him, wrapped her arms around his neck. “Frank, thank you for everything. And I do mean EVERYTHING! Let me know what I need to do about my identity.” 
 
    “Not to worry, Clarice. We’ll have all of it settled in a couple of days. But I really do have to get going!” 
 
    Clarice gave him a quick kiss on the lips. “Don’t be a stranger, okay Frank?” he nodded, hopped into the car and drove off. 
 
    Clarice walked towards the front porch and then turned. While it was not worth it, she knew she needed to close and lock the garage door. So she walked to the door and as she reached out to grab the handle, she looked at the car. 
 
    The car was now in PRISTINE condition and facing towards her. She KNEW that she had drove it straight in so she SHOULD have been looking at the back end of the car. 
 
    “Clarice, the car is for YOU and Vicki, not for Francis. I know that you love it but to him, it is just, well, who knows. But I know that you will enjoy it.” She heard Carmine’s voice, though she did not see him. “Besides, now I want to have a little fun in my old car. How about you?” 
 
    Clarice smiled. “I thought you would never ask, Carmine!” She walked into the garage, pulled the door down and stepped out of her dress. As she walked up to the car, she saw the door open and the seat back move forward. As she climbed in, she felt a swat on her ass and smiled. “Oh Carmine, you are such a ‘meanie’!” She felt another swat on her ass. “That’s better!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
      
 
    After spending a little time with Carmine in the car, she came back into the house to do some cleaning up around the house. But she also kind of wanted to change her clothes so first she ran up to the master bedroom and opened the closet. She didn’t really know WHAT she was looking for but for some reason would know what she was looking for when she found it. 
 
    It didn’t take her long to find that “special” outfit just suited for cleaning the house. A French Maid’s Uniform, in black satin with white lace accents. When she pulled it out of the closet, she marveled at it and unzipped it. She stripped off her current lingerie and pulled out a black corset and as she was putting it on she felt someone helping her tighten the laces. When she looked back, there was Jessica. 
 
    “A proper maid needs to be trussed indeed” Jessica said and Clarice smiled. Then she rolled on her black sheer seamed stockings and a pair of black panties with white lace ruffles on the backside. She looked for and found the white petticoat, pulled that on and then stepped into the uniform. With a little help with the zipper, tying the apron, she then picked up the pair of six inch stiletto heeled pumps and put them on her feet. 
 
    “Yes, a proper French Maid you are now, Clarice. But I think that maybe you need a little something extra…” Jessica smiled. Then she pulled out from behind her back a thick penis gag in one hand and a set of ankle restraints with shoe locks on them. Clarice smiled. She opened her moth and Jessica inserted the gag and secured it snugly. Then Clarice heard a lock snap. 
 
    “So you can’t remove it, sweetie!” Then she knelt down and wrapped the cuffs around Clarice’s ankles and brought the strap under the shoe and locked them in place. There was a 10 inch chain connecting the two cuffs together. 
 
    “Okay, not that I have that taken care of, we need to have a little discussion about you having sex with others. Especially the nice older gentleman whom you gave yourself to rather freely, young lady. While I can certainly understand, seeing as you are getting to be more and more of a slut, or so Carmine told me.” Clarice blushed, which caused Jessica to laugh. 
 
    “So, I guess that during the day, while here at any rate, we are going to have to do something about your wanton sexual needs. So, lift your petticoat, push down your panties and then bend over!” 
 
    Clarice did as she was told. Then Jessica produced a chastity device just for Clarice. As the first, penis shaped dildo was inserted into Clarice’s new vagina, she moaned, as it was still somewhat sore after her little tryst with the lawyer. And as the second one was going into her ass, she felt a little more turned on since Carmine had REALLY enjoyed taking her there just a short time before. Then the straps were snugged and then, to torment Clarice, Jessica turned on the vibrators that were in each of the dildos! 
 
    This REALLY got Clarice’s attention! “Yes, my little slut. By the time you have your chores completed, and you will be doing these chores every week, on the days you are not working at the company.” She saw the confusion on Clarice’s face. “Oh, don’t worry, you will find out in a day or so, when the lawyer returns, and he will let you know what I am talking about. Until then, just know that while you are THERE, you have a position of power and importance. But HERE, you are our little slut, not that you will complain, I’m sure! But before you head off to your chores…” 
 
    Jessica pulled out her riding crop and delivered a total of 25 swats to Clarice’s exposed backside, causing her to moan, as the vibrators were doing their jobs, the three sensations together were almost enough to bring her to her third orgasm of the day, and it was not even noon yet! 
 
    “Okay girl, time to clean the house! We want it all clean before Vicki gets here. I have a feeling that she will be moving in here sometime in the near future and you should ALWAYS keep the house clean for your Mistress’, all THREE of us!” Clarice nodded and went about cleaning the house.  
 
    When she bent over, she found that the vibrators slowed down but were still driving her absolutely crazy with lust. Standing up caused them to speed up but not by a whole lot. Every step, twist or bend would do something but no matter HOW she moved, they would not get her over the edge but keep her right there, teetering on that edge. 
 
    It took her some four hours to completely go through the house. When she did, she went into the kitchen and decided to sit on the stool there at the island. As she did, she could feel the vibrators plunge just a little deeper inside her and she moaned even louder through her gag. Just then, Maggie walked into the kitchen. She walked up to Clarice and patted her shoulder. 
 
    “Are you all finished?” Clarice nodded. “Good. So, let’s get you upstairs and out of the uniform. You have to be made ready for tonight.” Clarice looked puzzled and Maggie laughed. “You don’t need to know what, just that you are going to be made ready for tonight. Let’s go!” 
 
    Together they walked up the stairs to the master bedroom and Clarice removed the apron and uniform. Then she put on the petticoat. Maggie handed her a black garter belt and a black bra, the latter which barely did much other than support her breasts, leaving the nipples and the lower portion of her breasts exposed. As Clarice first put the garter belt on, putting its tabs onto the stocking tops, she then removed the corset. Then she put on the bra. 
 
    This whole time, she still had the chastity inside her and the gag in her mouth. She was then led up into the attic, whose door no longer needed to be locked and brought up the stairs. Once up there, she saw all the house ghosts there and all were smiling. 
 
    Clarice was led to the center of the space and had her wrists put into cuffs and then had them secured to the ceiling. Then she felt herself being LIFTED up off the ground by a foot, with her feet dangling in the air. This did cause her to moan a little more than normal, as the vibrators were still doing their thing but now she was suspended and she had not had that sensation or experience before. It was not really comfortable but it wasn’t too bad, at least right then. 
 
    When she looked down, she saw her panties being pulled down enough for them to remove the vibrator chastity, and as they removed them, she felt, at first, intense relief from their constant torment but then she felt immense loss, for it DID feel good while they were there. 
 
    But she didn’t have to wait too long because she noticed that they were bringing something on a stand. She watched as it was placed directly below her and she saw the cock shaped end of the stick being placed right between her legs. Then she watched as her panties were removed and then her legs were spread wide. She felt her ankles getting cuffed again, now secured some three feet apart. Then she felt herself being lowered slowly until the end of the dildo touched her clitoral lips.  
 
    Then she was lowered another inch! She felt it enter her, and she realized that it was rather large in girth! Then another inch! And then she realized that her legs were spreading wider apart. Then another inch and now she started to feel the vibrations inside her as they turned on the vibrator. It took another five minutes, as they only lowered her an inch every minute or so, before she had it all the way inside her and she started to moan loudly. This time, the vibrator was sitting right in the spot that had her writhing in the air. When the ghosts saw this, they applauded her. 
 
    “So Clarice, this is your punishment for having unapproved sex! Oh, we are sure that you will have more, thus the need to continually exercise those little slut demons from you. Sex with us or with Vicki is certainly permissible but we believe that you are just too wanton of a slut to not have to, well, be disciplined for it.” Then Maggie gave her a lash from her riding crop, making Clarice bounce a little and she was brought over the edge and had her first forced orgasm of the night. 
 
    Maggie gave Clarice a total of 100 lashes, each one causing her to bounce a little on the vibrator inside her. She spread them out over almost 20 minutes and by the end, Clarice was having her second orgasm, far stronger than the first and was starting to feel tired. 
 
    Jessica then walked over to her little pet. Clarice saw her and the little clamps in her hand. She KNEW what was going to happen next as she put first one clamp and then the other on her very sensitive nipples. As they took bite, she moaned and bounced on the vibrator again. There was no escape from the torment and inside, part of her knew she wanted MORE. Another part was screaming that she was tired but the second she felt the sting of the cane on her ass, she felt herself being pushed over a waterfall and she found another burst of energy flow through her. Jessica only gave her fifty lashes, but the clamps were pulled on every time, causing more sensations to flow through her body. She had her third orgasm and she could tell that she was going to be feeling really tired and sore by the end of the night. 
 
    When Jessica was finished, Clarice was surprised to find herself being raised up off the vibrator and then her feet being lowered to the floor. Carmine was doing this, as he seemed to be the one in charge of her torment at this time. 
 
    “We don’t want you to get severely injured up there. But we WILL suspend you again shortly, before Vicki returns. Until then, well, might as well let you have a little, shall we say, filling in OTHER ways” 
 
    Clarice had her arms pulled behind her back and laced into the arm binder glove again, with her elbows touching behind her. Then she was put into a strapado position again. Then she felt her head being pulled back towards her elbows and the gag removed. Clarice swallowed hard, as she had been unable to for the last hour with that gag inside her mouth. Carmine also wiped her chin of the drool that was dangling there. 
 
    Then she watched as Carmine opened his robe and pulled out his long white cock. Clarice knew what was going to happen and opened her mouth, just wanting it inside her mouth so badly. Carmine did not disappoint her in the least. Then, as Carmine was thrusting all the way into her willing mouth, she felt another cock start to enter her new pussy and she moaned around the cock in her mouth as suddenly she had two cocks inside her. Then she felt something REALLY weird, as she felt something enter her ass, splitting her hard and deep. This new sensation was worse because it was all going at a different pace and driving her to yet another wet orgasm. But it only took a few moments before all three were at the same pace, pushing in at the same time and pulling out as well. 
 
    After some 20 minutes, which to Clarice felt like a lifetime, she felt all three of them actually explode inside her simultaneously. This caused her to have yet another violent orgasm and as the two from behind pulled out, she could feel some of their cum start to ooze out of her. Carmine slowly pulled out, allowing Clarice to clean his long cock as he pulled out. 
 
    By this time, Clarice now understood that she was addicted to their cum. There was no other explanation for how wonderful she felt when the filled her. And as she felt it ooze out of her, she felt someone wipe her a little and then a feminine hand extended to her mouth and she sucked up the cum that had oozed out of her. Then she was entered from behind again, this time only one into her ass. She watched as Derek came up to her and though not quite as long as Carmine, he was most certainly wide and long and she gladly took his cock into her mouth as she greedily sucked at his cock. 
 
    By the time all 8 of the male ghosts had taken their slut, Clarice was begging for more! Of course, Maggie and Jessica were going to get their time with the hungry little slut. Clarice was not in any position to deny them, not that she would if she could. She was eager to have them as well. And Jessica could see it in Clarice’s eyes. 
 
    “I’m going to make you scream, my little slut! I want at least two orgasms and I am going to spank your little ass while you worship me. And those screams are going to feel so GOOOOD on my clit.” She then placed her pussy right in Clarice’s face and she went to town, worshipping Jessica like the little slut she was. And as each lash from the riding crop found its mark on her ass, she screamed right into Jessica and after 30 minutes, Jessica had her second orgasm. 
 
    Maggie smiled. “I guess I will have to try that, but maybe not tonight. The little slut might not enjoy that much of a spanking.” She walked up to Clarice and knelt down in front of her. She could see that she was getting spent. 
 
    “Clarice, so you know, Vicki will not be here until tomorrow. She called to let us know, by leaving a message on the machine, that she got stuck with a second shift tonight. So, rather than completely spend your night, I am going to go a little easier on you, though you might not feel like I am going easy on you. But you will get to lie down in your bed tonight.” 
 
    She caressed Clarice’s face. “I am going to release you. I want you to go ahead and head to the bedroom and take a LONG, hot shower. You are sweating a little and, well, kind of stink a little as well. But the mixture of sweat and sex, while sometimes desirable to some, in large doses like right now, well, not so much.” 
 
    Maggie caressed her again on the other side of her face. “I do so love my creation and I know that you are enjoying it too, dear. Claire said that she thought there was a girl hiding inside of you and there was. What she didn’t know or at least tell us is that there was a wanton slut hiding out inside that male body. I know that none of us expected it, but also, none of us is complaining.” 
 
    Maggie released Clarice’s arms from the binder. She helped her to her feet. Clarice smiled. “Go on, go down and clean yourself up. Then put on what I laid out for you on the bed. I will be down there shortly.” Clarice smiled and left to get cleaned up. 
 
    Maggie looked at the others. “Well, when do we tell her the OTHER part of this, folks. Because she is eventually going to discover that things will not be normal for her ever again?” The others looked at her, shaking their heads. 
 
    “Come on guys, she NEEDS to know. Because when she watches people get older and she DOESN’T, she’s going to KNOW something’s up. Especially with Vicki, since you know she is in LOVE with Vicki, and Vicki with her.” 
 
    “Well, we COULD try it on Vicki, couldn’t we?” 
 
    “Yeah, right. She is ALREADY a female. While we were THINKING that this would work on a guy, as it did once before, I don’t think that we can do anything about Vicki living so long. I mean, Claire lived how long? 200 years? She didn't want to keep going any longer and we all know it. So she made the deal with us for her grandson, Clark, to become Clarice, though she didn’t know for sure what his feminine name was back then. Of course, that deal was with Charles back then, when we changed HIM into Claire. Hell, I don’t even know how long Clarice will live. Claire had 5 kids by the time it was all said and done. Clark was the youngest one.” 
 
    They all looked at each other. “Maybe sometime but definitely NOT any time soon, Maggie!” Jessica sighed. “She might not believe it and she MIGHT do what Claire did in the end. She did go through two husbands though and might have been a little depressed. Who knows what Clarice will be like. We DO know that she is far more of a slut than Claire ever was. Claire only played MAYBE once a month with us and here we have Clarice playing almost every single day. She is enjoying it now, but who is to say that she will continue to enjoy it?” 
 
    “Okay, maybe in a couple of years, then? But we ARE agreed that we are going to need to tell her SOMEDAY?” They all nodded. 
 
    “Just NOT tonight.” They all nodded again. 
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    A couple of days later, the new lawyer, Francis Carlucci, came back with a ton of paperwork for Clarice. Of course, they did NOT get to the papers right away as Clarice had a real thing for the man. So they hopped into bed and took care of a little PERSONAL business before getting down to “official” business. 
 
    Clarice was now LEGALLY Clarice Lynn Grissom, a resident of the state of New York. All she had to do to get ID now was to present herself to the DMV with the papers signed by the judge. 
 
    Clarice L. Grissom was now the owner of the property and had her deed in her name, also signed by the judge. So now, she had her home. The title to the Packard in the garage, which Clarice did NOT tell Francis about it NOT being in disrepair, was given to her so she could get it in her name. She assured Francis that the car would, eventually, be repaired and that eventually she would show it to him. He smiled when he heard that. 
 
    Then she learned about the company that her grandmother had willed to her, though at first the will stated it went to Clark Leonard Grissom, but with the papers from the judge, that was no issue. 
 
    It was a small, 1000 employee company that printed and distributed books. Not as big as the huge houses like Penguin and such but it did have several authors and was always looking for new ones. Of the 1000 employees, a solid fifty of them were agents looking for new and aspiring authors. It is not difficult to find those and when you find one; you see what they have and what they can do. 
 
    The others worked the press or did the distribution of books. Many of those were not full time jobs, though they had enough hours to have a decent wage. And the positions seemingly passed from generation to generation, sort of like the ownership did. 
 
    After all the paperwork was signed and such, Clarice invited him back up for another romp in the bed. He was a pushover for Clarice and after another hour, went on his merry way with a smile on his face, a smile he had not really had in ages. 
 
    Vicki knew about these little dalliances she had, but it didn’t bother her. Vicki knew that Clarice was devoted to her and, well, the others that lived in the house but that she also NEEDED to feel these needs fulfilled. Besides, it also brought Clarice back up to the attic to be “purged” of those demons, which Clarice admittedly enjoyed almost as much as sex with Francis. 
 
    By the way, sex with Francis happened maybe once a month. On the fifth time through, Clarice found herself pregnant with Francis’s child. Francis was overjoyed because he and his wife had not been able to conceive a child. This did concern Clarice and the rest of them however, because they didn’t know what would happen to Clarice once the child was born. 
 
    When the child was born, a pretty little girl, Francis was a proud father, though he was certainly old enough to be her grandfather. Francis did not force Clarice to move nor did she expect Francis to move either. But after a while, Francis did start to come over more often. 
 
    Vicki loved the girl as well. While she had never really wanted children, at first, well, now she had one and had that strange instinct aroused in her now. Of course, how to get a father when you don’t have relationships with men does make it kind of difficult. However, as with all things, something always comes along. What was unexpected was HOW she got pregnant. 
 
    The ghosts, all 10 of them, realized, at first, that having a child in the house was going to cause some difficulties. However, they discovered that the baby could not only SEE them but within weeks wanted to play with them. All of them suddenly felt years, or decades younger with the baby there. 
 
    But what surprised the ghosts more was that Clarice WANTED more time in the attic. She actually told them that she NEEDED the time in the attic to feel more complete. Yes, having a child completed her for sure but she needed THEM to help her as well. 
 
    As the girl grew up, Clarice didn’t hide her needs from her, though she made sure that she understood that it was private and personal. The girl had SEEN the attic but never really saw what Clarice DID up there. The girl, named Claire, didn’t care since she knew that her mother loved her, that her other mother loved her as well, though Vicki wasn’t there as much as before, and that she had a father that loved her, though, in her own words, “GEEZ mom, he’s OLD!” which did cause both Clarice and Francis to laugh. 
 
    Claire visited her father in NYC usually every couple of months, so he could show her off to the others. During those times, while she missed her daughter, she had other things to keep her occupied. And not just the business. She started to host little parties for the village and families there, as well as getting closer to her own, rather spread apart and odd family. None of them really cared who got the house, since they all now had some cash in their pockets. But she did get closer to them. 
 
    And she also noticed, as everyone else got older, they all kept telling her that she didn’t look any older. At first she thought they were just teasing her or something but eventually she paid attention and looked at herself in the mirror. 
 
    This was some 20 YEARS after Claire was born, Francis has passed on and Claire was in Law School. The firm would essentially be hers, as Francis left her his share of it. Besides, she learned to love the law and was happily learning how to become one. But Clarice was learning that something didn’t seem right and it was then that the ghosts HAD to tell her something. 
 
    They explained to her that they did not quite know HOW it happened. But they told her the story of how his grandmother had started out as Charles and they showed her pictures of Charles and Claire. They explained that Claire lived to be over 200 years old when she finally passed. Clarice looked at them. They explained that while Claire LOOKED older, that it was makeup and not reality. 
 
    This did kind of spook Clarice. That was when the final bombshell passed. Claire had asked the ghosts to let her die. She took an overdose of pills and passed in her sleep. Clarice did remember that was how his grandmother passed but didn’t understand how the M.E. would have not seen her being so young looking. But worse yet, Clarice was now wondering what would happen to her in time. 
 
    But something else also clicked in her head. She would live for as long as she wanted to live? And she would have this eternal beauty? She was worried that she would become too easily bored with life now and looked at the ghosts. She asked them for more information. While they could not tell her everything, since they really didn’t know everything, they did tell her that Claire, as we learned earlier, did not play every day as Clarice did. 
 
    Now, while one is not certain that this would have had an effect on Claire and her life, Clarice found it to be rather interesting. So, she decided that she was going to play with the ghosts every day until it got boring and told them all that. 
 
    While it is unknown how well that worked, we can tell you that she still plays with the ghosts every day, has had “unapproved” sex with several other men, though she has made sure she does NOT get pregnant again without actually PLANNING for it, and has been a happy little slut for them. 
 
    As for Vicki, well, let us just say that she did, eventually get pregnant. She left the police force seeing as she was pregnant, with her sergeant’s twin boys. While Vicki loved Clarice, She spent less time there with her, which did, at first bother Clarice but understood as she saw that Vicki LOVED her boys and her husband. 
 
    But as for the ghosts, it seems that they got the best part of the deal. They have their willing slut Clarice, almost on a daily basis, without fail. Clarice claims that it keeps her YOUNG at heart, keeps her on her toes at the office, where she would spend maybe three or four days each week, though she made sure she got home in time to have a little play time. They all worked through their times, since they didn’t want to “spoil” Clarice in a bad way. 
 
    One thing that did happen, usually once a year though. Clarice would go to her Grandmother’s grave and pray. The first couple of times, she was alone. But soon, all of the occupants of the house went with her to the grave and they each thanked Grandmother Claire for the gift she gave to them, as they all realized that it was, indeed, a precious gift indeed. Clarice got to become the girl, WOMAN, which she always thought she was. Yes, that includes being a wanton slut. And the ghosts received the gift of a willing wanton slut who wanted nothing more than to play with them in their special way. 
 
    A win – win in anyone’s book! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    I would like to thank you for taking the time to read my book. If you have not read the others, I am sure that you will enjoy them as well. You can find them here on Amazon, just look for my name. 
 
    I welcome all emails and you can email me at: 
 
    christylynnny@gmail.com 
 
    You can visit my website at: 
 
    www.christylynnny.wixsit.com/website 
 
    Yes, I will EVENTUALLY get a website without all that crap on it. Sorry but right now, writing doesn’t pay the bills. 
 
      
 
    Christy Lynn Rose 
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