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Jack had just come home for winter break from his freshman year in college. In some ways things couldn’t be going better for him. He had good grades and mom and dad flipping for his tuition, so he was loan free. However, he had little liquid cash of his own. It was hard to land a girl when you are dead broke. Things were heading in the opposite financial ways for his older sister. She had graduated college last year and came home driving a brand-new Porsche. That was a little suspicious given she was an art major with no talent for art.

Jack learns his sister’s secret; she’s created her own foot fetish page. Apparently, patrons will pay big bucks for feet. It sounds too good to be true. It sounds even more fantastical when his sister suggests he try it too. They have the same genes after all so his feet should be as hot an item as hers. Only, he doubts that to be true. No one will pay for photos of a man’s foot. Even if you paint your feet up with nail polish or stick silk stockings on it, a real man knows the difference.

Jack has no interest in trying to create content for a foot fetish page until he accidentally tells his sister’s idea to his best friend Spencer. Spencer has the photo equipment that is perfect for the task so why not try it. It costs nothing and they might make an easy buck or two. No one will know it is Jack behind the photos since all you will see is his feminized feet. There is only one problem with the plan. Sure, people might pay tier one level for feet, but no one made much cash from just tier one content. In the chase for higher tiers of pay, Jack becomes Jill and finds a pathway for permanent romance he never thought possible.


Chapter 1

Nothing beats coming home for the holidays after your first real taste of freedom. Jack’s first semester at college was over and done with and he’d survived. More than surviving at college, he had thrived. He hammered home three A's and a B. He’d learn to do his own laundry, keep his own schedule, and stay out of trouble. He was pretty sure mom and dad were going to be pleased with what he was doing with their money.

Of course, money for college meant not much money for anything else these days. That meant that mom and dad weren’t tossing out a lot of cash for his incidentals. His personal bank account was running empty. Those summer job dollars only went so far. The thing about girlfriends is they tend to run high on incidental costs. In other words, he couldn’t afford one.

His love life was zilch. Still, he had his parents flipping for his college tuition bill. That was more assistance than most of his classmates were getting. He couldn’t complain. Though, he probably would have to ask his parents for more money. Yeah, the freedom of his first semester was all illusionary. He still needed mom and dad. He would never be free to date and be a real man until he could afford to do things on his own term. Yeah, it was a little awkward to ask a girl out and tell her your dating schedule was tied to your mom and dad’s willingness to pay for it.

His cell phone started to ring. Jack hated driving and talking. Particularly when he was trying to pay attention to what mister GPS was saying. He glanced at his phone. A familiar face was on the screen. When a good friend calls you then you just must answer, figured Jack. He also figured he was nearing his neck of the neighborhood, and thus he didn’t need GPS anymore.

He hit the speaker on his phone. “What up, dog?” asked Jack.

“It’s me Spencer.” Jack hated people who told him who they were like his cell phone didn’t tell him that information already. If Jack didn’t recognize the number he wouldn’t have picked up, duh?

“What do you want?” asked Jack.

“To hang out, of course. Is your ass almost home from college yet?”

“Almost.”

“Sweet, we can paint the town red tonight and catch up on old times.”

“Negative on that. I’m in the red, so unless mom and dad flip me some cash I'm in for the holidays.”

“Damn, your ass is broke too,” lamented Spencer.

“Poor as can be,” admitted Jack.

“Well, we can still get together this holiday season, right? We can go down to the mall and check out the high school girls. That’s free entertainment right there.”

“That sounds very economical.”

“You are talking to a business major.”

“Okay, you convinced me. We will hang out on the cheap soon as we can.”

“Right, bud.”

Spencer hung up. It was good to hear from his old partner in crime from high school. They had been best friends since forever. They still were, but college did change people. Spencer went to a state school and Jack went to a private college. After a few months apart, he wondered if they could ever be as tight as they were in high school. College didn’t change people that much, right? He thought of his wallet. Okay, in one way college absolutely changed people. It turned people with a little money into totally broke ass people.

Jack drove his twenty-year-old car through his parent’s suburban streets. Soon he’d be home. At school, he was his own man making his own decisions. At home, he was still the baby of the family. He had a sinking feeling the first time his dad told him to take out the trash, it would feel weird.

Jack spied his parent’s house and the Porsche parked on the driveway. It was cherry red and sparkling new in appearance. That was totally not what he had expected. In Jack’s whole life dad had never bought a new car and certainly nothing fancy even when he shopped for a used one. Maybe mom and dad were having a second childhood since he moved out. Things were looking up. If they had the cash to spring for a car like that, he could ask for some throw money for the next semester without any guilty feelings. Only there would be some guilt involved. He was an adult now and supposed to be dealing with his own lack of cash flow himself. Don’t try to grow up too fast, Jack, he told himself.

He took his suitcase from the car and headed inside. No sooner had he popped in the front door and mom and dad descended on him like hungry locusts.

“I think he’s lost weight,” worried mom.

“Nah, he’s the same skinny kid he’s always been,” added dad rubbing Jack’s head.

Jack was ready to change the subject to anything else, but his appearance. “Nice car out front, pops.”

“It’s your sister’s,” replied his dad.

That was the one bit of news Jack wasn’t prepared for. His older sister had graduated from college last year. She spent four years in a private university just to get a fine arts degree. She now sold little glass figures online that no one bought because why would you? Only that last statement must not be true if she had a new car like that.

“You mean, her art is selling?” asked Jack.

“Like hotcakes,” boasted mom.

It’s not that Jack doubted his mother, but it didn’t seem to fit the facts. The fact was that his sister was an untalented hack. The car on the driveway told a different story, though. Maybe Jack didn’t understand true fine art. Nah, something was up. He didn’t want to worry mom and dad with his gut feelings, though.

“Dump your stuff in your room son and then come downstairs and tell us all about your college experience,” said dad.

“Sounds great,” said Jack.

Jack lugged his suitcase up the stairs headed for his childhood room. It felt weird to be a kid again. Well, it was only for a few weeks. He might as well enjoy home cooking while he can even if he likely would have to take the garbage out afterwards.

He slipped into his bedroom and dropped his suitcase on the floor. He spied the posters on the wall, the built Lego sets on the shelves, and the bookshelf filled with Pokémon cards. He really wasn’t that unsophisticated just three months’ ago, was he? He was a man now and this stuff meant nothing to him. Nothing. He started to count his Lego sets to make sure they were all still there.

He heard a thump on the wall. He laughed. It was an inside joke. Here it was his sister and him were all grown up, but back home for the holidays and inside their rooms just like old times. His sister had the room next door and a thump on the wall meant she wanted an audience with him.

He popped out of his room and slipped one door over. He didn’t need to knock since he’d been summoned. He went through her door and was instantly transformed into the world of sixteen-year-old boy band crushes. The fact his sister was now twenty-three and their parents hadn’t touched her room felt odd. He greeted her, “What’s up Carrie?”

“I’m just painting my toenails.”

He shrugged. “Thanks for the news.”

“Oh, don’t be like that. Come over and give me a hug.” He did as told. As they hugged the real reason for his summons arrived. She asked, “So, tell me about school. Are we dating anyone?”

“Nope.”

The hug ended. “Really?”

“It is only my first semester. I’m sure I’ll do better once I secure a better summer job. You know women, they like upperclassmen with some cash in their pocket. A broke ass freshman has no chance with a college chick.”

“If you say so.”

“I do. After all, you seem to have landed someone that liked you enough to buy you a car. Has mom and dad met him?” asked Jack.

“There is no him.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

That settled it, like brother like sister. Neither of them had been lucky in love. It was odd as Carrie was easy on the eyes. He figured she must have met men. How else could she pay for that car? The reintroduction seemed to be over, so he started to leave.

She wasn’t done with him. “I assume you want to know how I got the car.”

He did, but he didn’t want to say it out loud. The expression on her face clearly meant she wanted to tell him. If it wasn’t a man that bought it, what could it be? He knew for certain, she wasn’t selling art.

“You seem ready to tell me,” said Jack.

She opened her laptop. A quick surf of the web landed the computer screen on FansOnly. It was a website Jack didn’t surf to as you had to pay to view content there. When you have no cash, paying to view wasn’t an option. Besides, the content they had there you could get for free on the Internet if you looked not even too hard. The fact she had a new car and was showing him the website could only signal bad things.

She asked, “What do you think?”

“You’re selling nude photos online. If mom and dad . . .”

She clicked on a box and a photo came up. It was a photograph of her feet and only her feet. Jack said, “I don’t get it.”

“I created my own foot fetish page. I post one photo or video a day. The cheapest content is one buck a month.”

“And people pay that?”

“I have forty thousand followers paying each month.”

“To look at your feet?”

“Yup.” She was clearly proud of the fact. Jack was trying to do the math in his head. Even if only they paid a buck a month . . . That was serious cash.

“How much do you make a month?”

“Enough to afford that Porsche.”

“Sis, you must be smarter with your money. You can’t expect people to keep paying for feet. I mean, they’re eventually going to . . .”

“Naturally, I have higher tiers of content,” she announced proudly.

“You sell porn?”

“No dicks are involved I can assure you. It is a foot page with extras.”

No one pays that much money for just feet photos unless they were doing something while looking at those photos. Still, it’s not like she was selling her body for cash. Okay, she was selling her body for cash, but not the lewd parts. Somehow, fetish stuff felt almost dirtier. He didn’t want her to know he felt that way. Yet he let slip out of his mouth, “Well, I won’t tell mom and dad your secret. It is weird, but not pornographic.”

“You should try it. You might land the cash to afford a woman.”

Jack laughed, “Me?”

“Sure, you have the same genetics as I do. I have gold star feet. You must have them too.”

Jack looked down at his feet. They didn’t feel like thousand dollar a week feet. He replied, “No one pays to jerk off to guy’s feet.”

“Paint your nails, slip on tube socks, or silk stockings and no one knows your gender. Feet are feet, Jack.”

Jack stared at the feet on the screen. It was true he couldn’t tell if they were attached to a girl or not. On the other hand, there was no way he was pretending to be a chick for cash. Even if only his feet were pretending. You don’t land a girlfriend by pretending to be a girl. Everyone knew that. No way could he do it. He didn’t have that in him.


Chapter 2

“How about that one?” asked Spencer.

Jack looked down from the second floor of the mall at the clearly high school material walking by them on the first floor. She looked ordinary. When you’ve become a sophisticated college man, high school seniors don’t cut it anymore. Yeah, heading to the mall with Spencer was turning out to be a bad idea. All Jack was seeing was tomorrow’s promises not yet ready to bloom.

“She’s a bit plump,” replied Jack.

“A hard going over will burn off that baby fat in no time. They claim that the bigger the cushion . . .”

Jack waved the thought off. The only thing worse than window shopping at the mall was knowing you couldn’t even afford to buy off the discount aisle. Jack said, “Forget it, let’s head to the food court and ogled at the food we can’t afford to buy.”

“Sure, man.”

Well, three months at college hadn’t changed Spencer. He was still the hopeless girl hound. He felt too desperate for Jack’s taste. He was destined to marry the first chick that gave it away to him. That’s not what Jack wanted. He wanted true romance. You know, that love at first sight, and you just know it is going to be forever storybook stuff you saw in the movies, but without all the singing. Chubby chasing at the mall out of desperation wasn’t in any storybooks suitable for kids to read. That much was for certain.

“Isn’t that Cynthia Rockledge?” asked Spencer, pointing toward the gift-wrapping table.

“Can’t be,” said Jack, not even bothering to look.

“Why not?”

“She has left these parts for good. She went to an Ivy League school.”

“So what? She could be home for winter break just like us,” replied Spencer.

“And wrapping gifts at the mall? She is loaded. She isn’t working at the GAP, moron,” balked Jack. The whole idea sounded crazy. Cynthia’s parents were loaded. She had the best car, clothes, and grades at school. Brains, looks, and cash, she had it all. That’s why she wasn’t at the mall wrapping gifts. She went to a big east coast university, and she’d never darken this town again. Only . . . Only whoever was wrapping gifts was sure attractive. Even in her designer winter gear that hourglass figure was rocking. Jack had to admit, not every sight at the mall was a disappointment. Then she waved in Jack’s direction. He turned around to look behind himself. There was no one there. He turned back to her, and she waved again. She was waving at him. That was weird.

“I think whoever she is, she waved at us,” said Jack in disbelief.

“Yeah, what do you know about that?”

“I don’t know,” muttered Jack, still in disbelief. Jack slowly walked toward the gift-wrapping table to find out. He did a little non-committal wave as he walked. Just in case he made a mistake. Only there seemed to be no mistake. She waved again and added a huge smile on her face. It was Cynthia. She looked eager to talk to him. As he neared, she called out, “Fancy seeing my old high-school pals here at the mall.”

Her old pals, what was with that? Cynthia had said exactly zero words to him ever. He was pretty sure she hadn’t even noticed his actual existence no matter how many classes they had had together. To say that they were pals wasn’t a stretch, it was pure fiction. Well, weren’t those romantic story books all fiction? Jack said, “Ah, yeah. I’m Jack.”

“Of course you are. We went to school for six years together, I think I know your name by now. Jack, nerd, probably an incel, good at math. See, I remember you.”

“I . . . I . . . Don’t like to brag.” He cringed at that response. He should have thought of something better, only all the blood was rushing to his much smaller head at this moment and that did nothing to aid his wit.

“What do you remember about me?” Cynthia asked.

“You, you’re perfect.”

“And my name is Spencer?” butted Spencer into the conversation.

Cynthia ignored Spencer. She asked Jack, “We’re gift wrapping for charity. Do you need some gift wrapping done? I promise you; my wrapping is also perfect.”

“Oh, right charity gift wrapping. I need some done, but not yet. After I buy my gifts,” replied Jack.

“Oh, shopping for a girlfriend?” asked Cynthia.

“What . . . No, I have no girlfriend,” said Jack.

“Like I said, probably an incel. Well, whoever you are shopping for, we will wrap it,” said Cynthia.

“Can you double wrap mine?” asked Spencer.

Cynthia ignored him and went to help an old lady with a bunch of packages.

Jack scratched his head. Probably an incel, the nerve of Cynthia to say that about him. The fact she was sort of right only made it worse. There was a difference between a virgin and an incel, right? Did she just lure him over to drum up business or was she actually . . . Nah, she couldn’t be into him. Not if she was calling him a nerdy incel. Unless she was into nerdy incels. That felt like crazy talk. Typical of women, they just wanted to flirt to make money for a charity. Well, okay typical was an over statement there. Probably she just wanted them to know she did charity work. Yeah, women only wanted you to pay attention to them.

“You look glum,” said Spencer.

Jack shook his head. “It doesn't matter if a girl is into me or not, no one dates a penniless loser.”

“True.”

“Thanks, you’re a real pal.”

Jack continued his way to the food court. He dug in his pocket as he walked. He took out his wallet. He had exactly forty-five cents on him. You couldn’t even afford crumbs with that.

Spencer nudged him. He said, “Free samples at the fudge factory.”

He was right! There was an old woman in an apron handing out samples. Nothing took the pain of disappointment off like a little free fudge. Jack got in line behind Spencer. The line moved quickly, and he soon found himself in front of the old woman. She handed him a toothpick with a fudge cube on it.

“Go on, try it,” she said. Jack downed it in one bite. “Good, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” agreed Jack.

“I knew when I saw you, you were a young man that liked fudge,” she said.

“I sure do!”

“Then can I put you down for a box or two for Christmas?”

“Ah . . . I can’t really afford to buy a box today,” explained Jack.

“Oh, short on cash?” she asked.

“Exactly.”

“Well now, maybe I can help you afford that fudge.”

“Oh,” replied Jack, not sure about wanting or needing help. Still, Cynthia did charity. If she knew Jack also lent a helping hand . . . Probably nothing would happen. But you never knew, right?

“I have a bunch of boxes that need to be packed for shipment and I’m short on manpower at the moment. How about you agree to help me, and I’ll give you a couple of boxes?”

Jack weighed the offer in his mind. He had zero gifts for the family for Christmas. If he had some, then he could get Cynthia to wrap them, and she would think he was super considerate. Particularly if he bragged about helping an old woman pack some gifts. All that sounded good. He looked toward Spencer and saw him shaking his head.

“I think we will do it,” said Jack.

Spencer seemed to shrink at the news. The fudge shop owner seemed giddy. “Now just help yourself to the back. The boxes are all set to pack.”

Jack nodded in agreement and set off into her store. He went around the counter and entered the back room. Sure enough, there were twenty or so boxes waiting to be filled. On each box was an order form. Each form asked for a lot of different types of boxes. Naturally the fudge samples to be placed into the shipments weren’t unpacked. They were all inside unopened boxes. He would need to open them, sort them, and then distribute them. This was going to take a while.

Spencer entered, “I can’t believe you turned me into a fudge packer.”

“It could be worse. You could be taking pictures of your feet for a living,” replied Jack.

Jack set about opening the fudge boxes that came from the home bakery and sorting them into the shipping boxes. This was going to take a few hours to get these orders right. He unfortunately didn’t have any other means of getting presents or impressing Cynthia, so he stuck to it.

As they sorted and loaded, Spencer asked, “What did you mean about the feet thing?”

Jack regretted mentioning it. No doubt his sister would not want the world to know about it. Jack shrugged. When your mind is preoccupied, you say the wrong thing. He couldn’t unsay it, so he lied, “Oh, I met a girl at school. She had a Fansonly site dedicated to her feet.”

“Her feet?”

“Yeah, some guys pay big bucks to see pictures and videos of feet.”

Spencer looked at his shoes. He added, “Yeah?”

“Girl’s feet,” clarified Jack.

“Feet are feet, aren’t they?”

“You sound like my sister.”

“You think we could ask your friend if we could sell her foot photos too?” asked Spencer.

This fudge packing had gone in totally unintended directions. Jack was painted in a corner. The honest answer wouldn’t do at all. He pointed out, “She isn't going to sell us some photos to sell ourselves, that would ruin her business. Anyway, all you need is any feminine foot. I mean, a guy could do it if his feet were feminine enough.”

“I bet your feet would look okay.”

“Well, maybe. If I wanted to take pictures of them, we could, but I don’t.”

“You’d rather pack fudge than make a quick buck?”

“Do you understand how degrading having a Fansonly page is?”

“Do you understand how degrading packing fudge for peanuts is?”

“Okay, point taken.”

“Good, now I can set up an account tonight, grab some stuff from my mom’s closet, and we can use my dad’s hobby photography stuff. We will take photos tonight and then by tomorrow we’re in business, right?”

At this point, the easiest path through this was to agree. He’d take a few pictures, post them, make zero cash, and the curiosity would be gone. In the end, it didn’t feel too risky. No one would recognize him based on his feet. It also felt better than doing odd jobs for a few boxes of fudge. It would be hilarious if they did make money, though. But they wouldn’t. No one wanted pictures of a guy’s feet. No one. “Sure, why not?”

Spencer hit him on the shoulder. “That's my man. See you tonight.”

“Spencer, are you sure this isn’t a dumb idea?”

“Dude, careers are made from such stupid moments.” He darted off.

How did he just agree to something so stupid? Clearly it was the boredom of the moment. Jack looked at all the boxes that remained unpacked. The only thing worse than packing fudge with your best friend, was packing it alone. He sighed and went on packing. He needed that fudge.


Chapter 3

Jack was staring at his toes. Their nails were painted bright pink. He wondered why he was doing this. It wasn’t for the money because they wouldn’t make any. It was the boredom of the moment, wasn’t it? Winter break meant cold, no money, and nothing really to do. This was sort of a weird outlet for boredom, though. Yeah, it was more than that. It was pure desperation. That sounded worse and yet it was reality. He had lugged his free fudge back to gift wrapping to impress Cynthia, but Cynthia was gone by then. Her shift must have ended. He’d pack a lot of fudge for nothing. Well, not nothing he had gifts for mom and dad now. Well, as long as they weren’t allergic to fudge. His parents, though, were enamored by how well his sister was doing. It was a joke. She was selling her feet for profit. He couldn’t tell on her, though. There was the secret code of siblings. Two could play at this feet photo game. Sure, he could play at it, only, no one would buy his feet pictures. Guys aren’t into guy’s feet.

Spencer handed him a tiny razor. He added, “Here, go shave your legs.”

“Excuse me!”

“Look, we need your legs silky smooth.”

“You’re taking pictures of my feet, remember.”

“Yeah, but we might get a few long shots with your legs included.”

“You sound like an expert,” scoffed Jack.

“I did some research.”

Jack wondered how much money Spencer wasted on foot fetish Fansonly sites while he was working at the mall. Probably way more than they’d make off these pictures. He sighed and headed to the bathroom. He took the shaving gel and sprayed it on his legs. Then he took the little razor and went to work. It was slow going. How did women stand shaving all the time with such a tiny blade? Doing your face was one thing, but your whole legs every other day felt insane. Well, he’d only need to do it once. He felt finished and toweled off the excess gel. Then he gently washed his smooth bare legs. They didn’t look half-bad shaved. He liked the feel of bare legs. Not that anyone would care.

He came out of the bathroom. He said, “Done.”

“Good, sit in the chair over there,” ordered Spencer.

Spencer’s dad had entirely too much photography equipment. He had lamps, umbrellas, and cameras. What the heck did he use it all for? Jack sat on the chair and Spencer flooded him with lighting.

“What do I do now?” asked Jack.

“Just hold still.” The camera rattled off a series of photographs. Spencer paused. He appeared to be inspecting the photos. He clucked his tongue.

“What is the problem?” asked Jack.

“The close ups look great. The far shots, both also so good, but hold on.”

Spencer disappeared. Jack flexed his painted toes. Spencer used his mother’s nail polish on them. The bottle was labeled hot pink. Jack didn’t feel like a hot pink toe girl. They should have gone with cherry red. Oh well, next time. Then he laughed. There wouldn’t be a next time.

Spencer returned. He tossed a pair of crisp white cotton panties at Jack. “Here, put these on.”

“Where did you get these?”

“My mom’s closet.”

“Dude, I’m not wearing your mom’s panties.”

“You must. In the distance shots I can see your underwear. Everyone will know you’re a guy and we won’t make shit once one patron notices that bulge in your jockeys.”

“Oh, you of little faith.”

“Oh, me of common sense.”

“Then why am I doing this if you don’t think I can pass as a chick?” Jack hated being right on the point. Why was he doing this? Out of hope, really. If he could just earn a little cash, then he could ask Cynthia out. If . . . That was a loaded word.

“For a shit load of money. They will think you’re a chick if you feminize a touch more than your feet,” reminded Spencer.

He had to admire Spencer’s blind faith. He didn’t like the word feminize. It implied too many things. Feet, they were one thing, panties were another. Did he need to do this? Did he really need to be more of a girl? There was only one way to find out. He tugged his underwear off and slid on the panties. They felt soft. Really, they made him feel one hundred percent more feminine. That had to help sell feet photos, right?  Okay, who knows. Probably no one he knew was an expert in guys pretending to be feminine foot models. This was an untapped thing.

He sat back in the chair. “Ready and super feminine,” he declared.

Spencer looked him over. He replied, “From the panties down you aren’t half-bad. I think we will fool them. Money, money, money.”

“I doubt it, but who knows.”

“That’s the spirit!”

Spencer shot a few shots then pointed. Jack understood what he wanted and moved around a bit. He flexed toes, crossed his legs, and posed differently. After a few minutes Spencer stopped. He announced, “Okay, time for some silk stockings.”

“Excuse me.”

“We have to offer variety. Anyway, you seem to be enjoying this.”

Jack looked down at his junk. He was flying full staffed. Damn, why was he turned on by this. He felt ashamed. Spencer didn’t seem to give a fuck. He just tossed him some stockings to put on.

Oh well. If you were going to do something crazy, you might as well go all out. Jack slid on the stockings. They felt so silky smooth against his bare legs. They were much more feminine than just panties alone. That did nothing to tame his raging beast. He was getting into the mood.

“Let’s hurry up before you bust a nut,” said Spencer.

“Very funny,” grumbled Jack.

Spencer snapped a few shots and then pointed. Jack went through the same routine as before. Taking pictures of your feet was sort of boring. If not for the girl’s clothing, there would be no thrill in this at all. Not that Jack liked it. No, he hated it. This was so degrading. Men, they thought of women like Jack as whores. He wasn’t a whore. Heck, he wasn’t a woman. He looked at his feet. Well, from the feet up. He looked at his panties. Well, from the panties up. His feet were really feminine. Carrie was right about his feet. This wouldn’t really work, right?

Spencer announced, “Done.” Jack suddenly felt disappointed. Not that he wanted to try on more clothing, but . . . Wait, there was no but. No but at all. “Okay, time for some sock photos.”

Wait, there was more dress up! Jack hid his excitement. He replied, “Oh, whatever.”

Spencer tossed a pair of tube socks his way. He took off his silk stockings. However, tube socks felt naughtier to wear with just panties. There was something young and innocent about the combination of panties and tube socks. It excited Jack to wear them.

He sat and let Spencer take more photographs of him. Soon they were done as well. Spencer announced, “That’s enough content for our roll out. Let’s upload it and go live.”

He went up to his room and logged onto his computer. Jack followed. He looked over Spencer’s shoulder as he logged into a Fansonly page labeled Salty Pop’s website.

“Salty Pop?” questioned Jack, not feeling like a Salty Pop.

“Great name, huh?”

“It makes me sound like a complete slut.”

“Exactly. Guys love sluts. I’ve already made Salty some social media pages that will steer horny guys to our site. We took a little free content, and we post it around, then they pay for the whole photo spread.”

“You sound so sure.”

Jack sighed. Guys loved sluts. Love was loosely being used here. Jack knew love and lust weren’t exactly related, but also not strangers either. Sadly, Spencer was probably correct about all this. A front picture to the Fansonly page drew his attention. She was a rather good-looking young gal dressed in a short-short dress and matching bra. Jack asked, “Who is that?”

“I made her with AI. We needed one full body shot so they think you’re a hot girl.”

Once again Spencer sounded correct. Maybe this was really going to work. Spencer sorted through the pictures. He made sure to enhance only the few he determined were good enough to be Salty’s feet and legs. They had twenty photos to start the page deemed sexy enough.

Jack asked a practical question, “How much are we charging?”

“I figure a buck a month for just the feet.”

“What do you mean for just the feet?”

“Well, the feet are the entrance fee. Later we add . . .”

“Add what!”

“I don’t know, extras.”

“Spencer, I’m home!” announced Spencer’s mom.

Spencer panicked. He said, “Oh shit. Forget about it for now. You better get out of those clothes, or she will think strange things about you.”

Jack was puzzled for a second. Then he looked down at his panties and tube socks. They felt so natural to wear that he forgot they were on. He reluctantly peeled them off. He was a little worried about how much he liked wearing them. But he shouldn’t worry. It would only be this one time that he ever did this. The website was doomed. No one would pay for foot photos. No one. Goodbye Salty Pop it was too nice to have known you.


Chapter 4

Jack could hear his cell phone ringing. He cracked his eyes open. There was daylight streaming through his windows. It didn’t feel like time to get up. He left his cell phone over on his dresser, so he would have to get up to answer it. The last thing he wanted in the world was to get out of bed and answer it. There was something about being cozy and warm in bed during the wintertime that made getting out of bed extra hard.

He checked the digital clock on the nightstand. It was six in the morning. Six! It better be an emergency at this hour or else the person on the other end was receiving an ear full. He crawled out of bed and staggered over to his cell phone. By the time he reached it the call was over. Isn’t that always the way? He turned around and was just in the process of returning to bed when it buzzed. He knew what that buzz meant. He had one text waiting for him. He went back and grabbed his cell phone. He popped the screen open. It was a message from Spencer. Huh? What the fuck was he doing awake at this hour? Jack scratched the side of his face.

He wasn’t really too mad Spencer woke him up. He was having a nightmare. Only it wasn’t really a nightmare. He had dreamed that he was his sister Carrie. That was weird but not terrifying like a proper nightmare was. Yes, in this weird dream he was Carrie and rolling in a pile of cash and new sexy female outfits. In his whole life up to this point, he had never dreamed he was his sister before. He wasn’t sure what it meant. It was probably Freudian is Jungian or some psychology he never learned about before. Probably, but he wasn’t going to analyze it with a professional. It was just a stupid dream he assured himself.

In a way that dream was Spencer’s fault. That much he knew for certain. Spencer and his insistence in trying to create a foot fetish page. Of course, he had put the seed in Spencer’s mind. He had only done that because Carrie had put it in his mind. No, it wasn’t Carrie’s fault. It was really all his fault. He did it. He painted his toes and wore panties of all things. He must secretly have wanted to try it. Why else would he have brought the feet stuff up at all with Spencer. Nah, he shook that idea off. He didn’t want to do it. It had just happened. Yet he had dreamed about being his sister last night. It wasn't a dream, it was a nightmare, because he liked it. Yes, he had liked it. That fact was terrifying, so it was a proper nightmare after all.

He scrolled to his text messages. It read; call me at once $$.

Money symbols, huh? He wondered how much. Jack shrugged and pressed on the phone symbol. He dialed up Spencer.

Spencer picked up almost immediately. He exclaimed, “Three hundred in one night!”

“What?”

“We made three hundred dollars in one night. Well, one hundred and fifty a piece. That’s amazing, dude.”

“Wait, you mean three hundred people paid a buck to look at my feet.”

“I mean exactly that. This is big. We need more content.”

“I mean sort of. They already paid for that content for a whole month. I don’t see the point of putting up more photos of my feet at least this month,” said Jack.

“Right, we need new tier level stuff. We got them on the hook, now we need premium stuff to have them pay a second time.”

“Like what, feet in the end are just feet.”

“What does your friend do at higher tiers?” asked Spencer.

Jack had wondered that very question, but that friend was his sister and so he didn’t really want to know. If Carrie was really doing porn, it was best left unknown. “I don’t know.”

“Huh, let me think about it,” replied Spencer and he hung up.

Jack carried his phone over to his bed. He logged onto Salty’s Fansonly page. They were at three hundred and twelve subscribers now. It felt unreal. Then again, there were six billion or so people in the world. It didn’t take too many of those to like anything no matter how weird it was. You have planted a seed, Jack, but how to make it grow. He thought of Carrie, only she had it easy. She had feminine feet 24/7. She could live cam herself doing her toenails or trying on socks. Jack didn’t have that luxury. At least, it didn’t feel that way. Carrie could show herself and her feet. Jack couldn’t or everyone would know he was a dude.

He noticed on Satly’s website that one photograph had a lot more comments than the others. Perhaps reading the comments might steer him to what the next tier should be. He paused. Did he really want a next tier? Did he really want to paint his toenails and prance around in panties? The answer was yes. He couldn’t believe that answer. He couldn’t doubt how excited yesterday had made him. He had liked it. It was weird, but not a sexual thing. It is only feet, Jack, only feet, he told himself.

The first comment read, like the nuts in this photograph. Nuts, that made zero sense. If they were calling Jack nuts, that was plain rude. Anyway, it was them that paid for feet and not Jack.

The next comment read, feet plus bat and balls for the win. Okay, but huh? That wasn’t an insult. Maybe the first wasn’t either. Okay, what were they driving at.

The comment read, shit, she’s a tranny and I busted a nut to her anyway. That comment had fifty likes. Fifty!

How could they have known from just a picture of feet that Salty was really a guy? He reexamined the photograph they were commenting on. Shit, the angle of the camera caught a shot of his panty covered groin. His dick bulge was obvious because he had been hard as a rock. Well, there went the page. Maybe. The comments seemed rather pleased to find out Salty was a man. Okay, they thought he was a transgender female which was not a man, right? He didn’t know. This was new ground for him. He never met a trans-girl in his life. Well, maybe he had without knowing it. But knowing it made all the difference . . . Or not judging by the likes. He clicked on the third comment again. It had its own comment thread under it. He read the first one, love to see her little girl stick pop. It had forty likes.

See her pop? They didn’t want to see him jerk off, did they? Oh, they did. Only no, they didn’t. They wanted to see Salty pop. Only Salty was him, right? He was growing a touch nervous. This . . . This could lead to something. Only it was something he didn’t want. Okay, his dreams wanted it. No, they were nightmares. He would let the next message decide between dream or nightmare. Yes, let the patrons decide. He scrolled to the next comment. It read, if she can suck herself, I'd pay anything to see it. Pay anything? Really?

He told himself that he couldn’t do porn. He returned to the main page. They were at three hundred and twenty-five subscribers now. It was less than one day, and they had minimum content up. What if they did something graphic? Nah, I can’t do it. Carrie makes mint and she’s mostly clean or so she says. That Porsche said otherwise. If his sister could do higher tier stuff, why couldn’t he. But she doesn’t have your angle. A lot of guys are curious. What if you were a little dirty? He was good at yoga. He could do the yoga plow pose that got his pelvic region close to his head. If he could just reach his own cock then he could suck himself off. They would pay anything to see it. Anything!

He tossed his phone on his bed and stood up. He started pacing the floor. What the hell was he thinking? The answer was crazy thoughts. Being broke was worse than being a slut. Well, not a slut. He would be sucking himself. It was sort of gay. But not really gay. Sluts fuck other people; he was just sucking himself for cash. Yeah, it wasn’t gay and he wasn’t being a slut. He would have to dress like a girl, though. It would only be one more time. He couldn’t help it if he liked it.

Oh man, he was considering it. He was actually considering it. He went over to the window. He opened it up and a blast of cold winter air hit him. He needed that to sober himself up. He couldn’t do anything crazy.

Out of the window he saw his sister’s car. If he had a car like that girls like Cynthia would be blowing him daily. What are you willing to do Jack to get a car like that?

He reminded himself again that he had liked it yesterday. More than that, a lot of other people had liked it. He was a star in the making. How much more would he do? He would have to shave his chest. Put on a bra to go with some panties. Oh, and he would need a wig with hair long enough to cover his face. Carrie had a lot of those. He would borrow one without asking. Yeah, take one of her yoga bras, panties, and a wig. He would paint his toenails to match the color or the rest of his outfit. Tier 2 content, they’d fucking eat it up. They’d pay anything for it.

He went over and retrieved his phone. He didn’t hesitate. He called Spencer back. He said, “I have an idea for tier 2.”

“I’m all ears.”

“I’ll tell you when I get to your house. When can we shoot?”

“My parents leave around nine.”

“See you then.”

Okay. Jack had gone all in. He couldn’t believe it. Mostly he couldn’t believe how excited he was to be doing it. He got to dress feminine again. His heart started to race. He needed to shave his body immediately and start planning which outfit to borrow from Carrie. He wanted to look good for his patrons. They deserved a good-looking girl for the cash they’d be paying. Jack was pretty sure he could be that girl for them. It was a strange feeling. It was the feeling of confidence. Yeah, he could be the best girl he could possible be for his patrons. They deserved it. And if he was that good girl they’d pay. They would pay big bucks. It felt like the perfect business model. It almost cost him nothing. Only just a little of his manhood. That was a small price to pay. Plus, no one would know that he had lost it. It was Salty that they saw on the website. It was just Salty. Jack was unknown to them. Jack was Salty’s little secret. She was a naughty girl at times.


Chapter 5

“Are you sure you want to do this?” asked Spencer.

Sure? The last thing that Jack was sure about was anything at the moment. No, it was a simple fact something inside Jack had changed. He had discovered something new about himself. Something he hadn’t expected. If he didn’t try this, then he had a feeling he would regret it the rest of his life.

He placed the pink wig on his head. Jack for the moment was gone. He was Salty right now and he liked being Salty. Salty had a fan base to appease. There was something about being desired that turned him on. Somewhere tonight there would be more than a few guys rubbing one out to just the fantasy of being with Salty. Salty wasn’t that kind of a girl, though. All those guys would ever get was a moment or two with her feet.

Jack looked into the mirror. He said, “Sorry boys, but feet are all you get from me. My lovely delicate dainty girl’s feet.”

He knew that was a lie. He was about to do something a touch spicier. Something tier 2 that he wasn’t even sure he could do. If he did it, would it change him? More important than that, if it did change him, would he care?

He came out of the bathroom. He was dressed in his sister’s pink yoga bra. He had a matching pair of pink satin panties on. On his feet he had on pink tube socks. They rode up his legs to mid-thigh. The clothing made him feel good. He knew his fans were going to love them.

“Jack . . . You look . . . Ah, good,” stammered Spencer.

“Today I’m Salty.”

“Right. Well Salty, my lady, are we ready to begin?”

Jack instructed, “I want a tight shot of my feet. Hold it a while before pulling back. When you have me in full view, give me a sign and I’ll begin.”

“How long after you begin until I end the video?”

Jack shrugged. “How does a guy know how long is enough stimulation for a girl to climax?”

“Ah . . .”

“Dude, trust me you will know when,” interrupted Jack.

“I suppose that is correct. Man, you sure you want to suck your own dong?” questioned Spencer.

“It isn’t what I want, but what my patrons want.”

“Those bunch of fags.” Spencer let out a chuckle after saying that. Jack suddenly had a distaste for the word. They were his fans. Well, Salty’s fans, and they deserved respect. Salty on the other hand was a bad girl that didn’t deserve respect. She was a naughty, naughty girl and that is what Jack was growing to like about her. She could do things to Jack that Jack would never have dared to do to himself. She had guts and a killer pair of feet. Her ass in panties wasn’t that bad either. Too bad she had no tits. Jack cupped his breasts. He had tissue paper stuffed in the yoga bra. It looked okay on film, but man wouldn’t a real pair feel more satisfying.

Spencer waved his hand in front of Jack’s face. He asked, “Are you just going to daydream or are you going to blow yourself for a shitload of money?”

“The money, of course.”

Jack headed over to the yoga mat as Spencer turned on the lights. Jack laid on his back. He hadn’t done yoga in a few years. It had been his sister that convinced him to try it. He was rather flexible. He kicked his legs up and rocked back. He arched and moved his pelvic region over his face.

“Cameras are now rolling. Show me those million-dollar footsies,” said Spencer. “Point those pretty little girl feet toward me. Oh, that’s it. Let the folks at home see you point the toes. Good, good. Rub them together now. Rub them harder. Harder. Okay, the camera is now moving out. I have a good view now. I have your feet in the foreground and your business end in the background. Get to work.”

Jack could see his magnificent beast lurking there tucked safely inside his pretty panties. He pressed his thumbs into the waistband of his panties. Just a little pressure with his thumbs released the beast. He was so stimulated his cock had no more growth in it. He stretched his face up. He was so close, so close. Come on bend a little more, he commanded himself. He arched his back as much as he thought possible. That thick cock head loomed so nearby. He could almost taste it. There was a little pre-cum dripping from it. He held out his tongue and caught it. He never tasted himself before. He wanted to taste more of it. A little just wasn’t going to be enough for his patrons. That taste was all he needed; he willed his body to let go. That cockhead jumped into his awaiting mouth as his back muscles relaxed. In an instant he was sucking that wonderful cock head. The feeling was incredible. He jerked his cock so many times before, but he’d never dreamed of giving himself head. He sucked harder and harder as he bobbed his hips. As he sucked, he felt his body relaxing. Slowly more and more of his fine staff sank into his mouth. He wondered if he could deep throat it all. The oral stimulation equaled the pleasure he felt down below. He knew he had to gag on it to be truly satisfied. At last, his muscles completely let go. He was down on his shaft until his own bare shaven balls tickled his nose. Now he spanked his balls gently as his tongue played with his shaft. He knew it wouldn’t be long. He felt the urge. He should pull out. He shouldn’t unload inside his own mouth. The thought of denying himself this guilty pleasure was too much for him. He couldn’t deny himself. He went this far, he had to go all the way. He felt his hot seed explode into the back of his throat. His gag reflexes took over. He was choking on it, and he loved that sensation. He pulled out before his reflexes bit down. He rolled over and began to cough up his steamy load all over the yoga mat.

“Okay. That appears to be a wrap,” announced Spencer. “I guess we learned one thing.”

“What’s that?” asked Jack, as he tried to catch his breath.

“Salty spits instead of swallows.” Jack burst out laughing, he couldn’t help himself. He looked over to his friend and stopped laughing. Something caught his eye. It was something totally unexpected. Spencer was sporting major wood inside his trousers. Holy crap, he was turned on by Jack. That was sort of hot. Was Spencer actually gay? He remembered he was sort of a chick at the moment. Maybe Spencer wasn’t gay, maybe he just liked girls like Jack. In that instant Jack knew he wanted less and less of his manhood. He liked being Salty. He no longer wondered about what he was doing and if he was right to try. He started to wonder what he would do next. How far could he take this?

Jack said, “I’m going to clean up while you edit that. After that we can start thinking about this month’s tier three content.”

“Tier three?”

“Yeah, I know we are charging way more than one buck for that video. And they will pay. After that, we are going to need a tier three.”

“Do you have something in mind?” asked Spencer.

“Maybe,” said Jack with a coy smile on his face.

He headed toward the bathroom to clean up. As he walked into the bathroom, he watched the bathroom vanity mirror. He caught sight of Spencer. He was watching Jack walk away. Jack knew that wood in Spencer’s pants was there for a reason. He liked Salty; he liked Salty as much as Jack did. If a cis-male like Spencer could be turned on by Salty, their patron base could be in the thousands and thousands. Tier three would take advantage of that. They could be sitting on a goldmine. All it took to mine that gold was for Jack to be a girl. He was so good at being a girl. It felt like money in the bank. He looked at the man's clothes he had worn over here. He was so reluctant to put them back on. He couldn’t stay Salty forever, though. At least, not yet.


Chapter 6

Jack looked out his bedroom window. There was no Porsche to be seen parked on the driveway. He wasn’t taking any chances, though. Jack went over and knocked on the wall. There was no sound of movement coming from next door. Good, he thought. He took the clothes he borrowed from his sister out from under his bed. He popped his head out his room. No sign of mom and dad around. That was a doubly good sign. It felt like he had committed the perfect crime. No one would ever know what he had done. Well, besides Spencer, but he would never tell. He would look as gay as Jack if he told and he’d never risk that, right? Not that Jack was gay. Nah, to be gay you had to do stuff with other guys. Blowing your own stick while dressed feminine wasn't gay at all. It was . . . It was . . . Perfectly natural. Yeah, every guy should do it. They probably would too if they knew how good it felt. Jack was starting to believe men’s clothing choices were so limiting. Wearing women’s clothing was so freeing. For the first time in his life, he was really feeling like his true self. That was odd. He wouldn’t have known what he was missing if had never tried this feet photography stuff. Now that he knew, it would be hard to go back. Well, not hard, but unnecessary. Yeah, it would be unnecessary to go back. You don’t stop a brilliant business venture just because it requires you to become a girl. Particularly if you like being a girl. Yes, going back to just plain boring Jack was unnecessary. However, returning Carrie’s clothes and wig were totally necessary or else she’d find out what he did. No one must ever know.

He carried his secret goods over to his sister’s room. He opened the door and went inside.

“What are you doing?” asked Carrie.

He froze. She had walked up behind him. He dropped her clothes he borrowed from her onto her bedroom floor. He stammered, “Your . . . Your car is gone. I thought . . .”

“You might help yourself to more of my panties?”

“No . . . Yes . . . Your car . . .”

“I let mom and dad borrow it.”

“But I knocked on the wall!”

“I know and I so wanted to know why you stole my clothes and wig and I figured I was about to find out.” She paused and walked over to the pile he just dropped. She picked up the panties, wig, and yoga bra. She asked, “Doing a little yoga?”

“I can explain!”

“Go on.”

His mind raced. It wasn’t thinking of a very good lie to tell her. Come on brain think of a good lie. There were many reasons to steal your sister’s clothes. For instance . . . Bravo brain, bravo. With his brain letting him down, his mouth spouted out, “Feet!”

“Feet?” She questioned.

“I did like you suggested. I made a Fansonly foot page.”

She reacted not exactly in a way he expected at all. She squeezed him in excitement. “I can’t believe you actually listened to me for once. I am so proud of you.”

“Well . . . Ah . . . Great,” he tried to get away. He was not going to be so lucky. When you confessed to your sister you made a female foot fetish Fansonly page like she had, there were going to be more questions coming your way. Particularly if you were a boy and not a girl like her. The question of whose feet were you using was bound to come up.

“And your model?”

“You said my feet would work and they have.”

“And the panties and wig?”

“I have to wet my patron’s appetites, right?”

“How much money have you made so far?” she asked.

“Not that much.” He added a shrug to try to sell the lie.

“Go on, give me a number.”

“About nine thousand so far,” he replied, knowing what would come next.

“Nine thousand, but it’s only been a few days since I suggested it. You haven’t been shooting content unsuitable for children.”

“Of course not!”

Carrie smiled. Then she asked him something he hadn’t expected. “Since mom and dad have my car, do you want to drive me to the mall?”

“Why?”

“Mom and dad have my car.”

“That’s not what I meant, and you know it.”

“I need to buy some Christmas presents. You have nine thousand dollars now so you can go shopping too. It will be fun, trust me. Go shopping with me. I have a lot of good advice about your new vice.”

“Oh, I don’t need anything.”

“If you’re going to be a good little girl for your new patrons, then you are going to need your own stuff.”

“I don’t need that much stuff. I just photograph my feet.”

“And the wig, panties, and sports bra that you borrowed? Let me tell you, once you’ve whet their appetites, it’s hard to dry them again.”

She had him. She knew Jack didn’t make nine thousand that quickly off just feet content. His heart was racing. He didn’t want mom and dad to know. He didn’t want anyone to know. Mostly he didn’t want everyone to know how much he liked it. It was slightly embarrassing to be liking it so much.

“It doesn’t make me gay!” he shouted.

His sister rolled her eyes. She grabbed him by the hand. “Come on, let’s head to the mall, my completely straight brother.”

***

“Here’s what I was looking for,” said Carrie.

There was something a little intimidating about being in a department store buying stuff from the women’s section. Even if it was Christmas time and even if you’re with your sister. Sure, no one but Jack knew what they were buying was for him and not her, but he knew and thus he felt slightly paranoid.

“I bought three nail polish colors already,” said Jack.

“I wanted to show you this,” explained Carrie. She held up a jar of white cream. It wasn’t for shaving. It was labeled skincare.

“What does it do?” Jack asked.

“You run it on your feet while on camera. It makes your feet so soft. And it makes your patrons so hard. They love watching you slowly run white cream onto your feet.”

“Really?”

“Yes, patrons love watching girls run white creamy lotion into their skin. They’re perverts in the end. God bless the pervert because they make the American economy great.”

Jack picked up a jar. He looked at it briefly before giving in. “I better take it then.”

“Oh, and you should get this brand of tube socks over here.”

Jack carried his cream over to a rack of designer tube socks. Carrie was snatching socks off the rack. Jack balked, “That’s a lot of socks.”

“Nail polish, socks, and stockings, they’re your bread and butter. The basic content is daily grinder stuff, but you need it. You need a lot to plaster on social media. I love this brand of socks best because they’re really soft. They’re perfect for your higher tier content.”

“Photos of tube socks feels like basic content.”

“I meant they’re great for footjobs,” Carrie explained.

“Footjobs?”

“You know what they are.”

“Not really.”

“They are like a handjob only that you use your feet instead. Men love them provided you are wearing stockings or soft tube socks.”

“You said your website was clean.”

“Footjobs are very sanitary.”

“Carrie!”

“Oh, don’t pretend to be a prude. I couldn’t afford a Porsche without tier 3 content. If you need a cock to give a footjob too, I know a guy. Remember Brock? One of my most failed relationships. He was like you, totally gay. Sadly, he wasn’t into podophilia as much as he was into guys. It is a shame because he has a huge cock that would have looked good in a video.”

“I’m not gay.”

“Of course not. Now let’s buy this stuff and head to the lingerie section. You will need plenty of that. Panties in all variety is basic bread and butter stuff as well.”

Jack was starting to worry this whole foot thing cost a lot to maintain. Still, they only spent a few hundred so far. Even if he dropped a whole thousand on this stuff, he would be in profit. He also would be in a position to milk his profit for some time to come. He would need tier three stuff to really profit. A footjob, it didn’t sound too hard. He would just need a willing cock. That Brock sounded willing, but gay. That was a no in Jack’s book. He needed someone straight so this whole feet thing didn’t end up a gay fantasy. Yeah, the last thing he wanted was him giving a footjob to a gay guy and end up being gay himself.

“That girl is waving to you,” said Carrie, interrupting his train of thought.

Girl? A girl was seeing him buy women’s clothing. Jack was suddenly in a four-alarm panic. He looked over and saw Cynthia. She clearly was waving to him. He relaxed. He knew what she wanted already, and it wasn’t him. She was just collecting for charity one present wrapped at a time.

“She probably wants to do our gift wrapping for charity.”

“They’re not exactly presents.”

“I don’t want her to know that.”

“Oh, then we’re into her.”

Jack sighed. He could easily be into her, only given how things were now, there seemed little doubt she wouldn’t be into him. What kind of a girl wanted a feminized guy? If she didn’t want him before, she would clearly not be into him now. The whole idea that making money would help him land a girl like Cynthia seemed to have blown up in his face just like his cock had. Still, it didn’t hurt to gift wrap this stuff. It would prevent mom and dad from knowing what he just bought. He liked that thought a lot. Just because you’ve been feminized, didn’t mean the whole world had to know. And if the whole world didn’t know, maybe, just maybe he could still land a girl like Cynthia or even Cynthia.

He approached the gift-wrapping table. Cynthia said, “I see you finally finished your Christmas shopping.”

“Yeah, I got everything on my list for mom and dad,” he proudly said, placing the shopping in front of Cynthia.

“Women’s socks, nail polish, skin cream, panties, and silk stockings,” rattled off Cynthia.

“Yup,” said Jack.

“Where is your father’s gift?” asked Cynthia.

“Our father loves soft skin,” explained Carrie, pointing to the skin moisturizer.

“Oh Cynthia, this is my sister, Carrie,” said Jack.

“A pleasure to meet you. Yet I think I’ve seen you somewhere before,” said Cynthia.

“I just have one of those faces,” explained Carrie.

“No, it wasn’t your face . . .” muttered Cynthia.

“Well, it doesn’t matter,” assured Carrie.

Cynthia took the shopping and proceeded to wrap it for him. As she wrapped, she said, “Your dad sounds wise. A good man has nice smooth skin. The smoother to the touch, the more I like to feel it.”

Carrie whispered to Jack, “She’s rather cute.”

There was nothing worse than discussing a potential girlfriend with your sister. Particularly if you had no chance at them. Jack whispered back, “She just wraps gifts for charity.”

“Shame,” whispered Carrie. Then Carrie said to Cynthia, “The whole family uses the cream.”

“Even Jack?” inquired Cynthia.

“Particularly Jack. He has very dry skin without it.”

“Oh.” Cynthia paused and ran her hand up Jack’s arm. Jack worried a little that she might notice he had shaved his arms. “You’re right, he is very smooth.”

Cynthia went back to wrapping. She finished and handed back Jack’s new content making stash. It would be weird to place it under the tree. Although they were the kind of gifts that kept on giving.

“Thanks,” said Jack.

“It is five dollars a gift,” replied Cynthia. Carrie took out a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill. She handed it over. “Let me get your change.”

“No need. We love helping out charity,” said Carrie.

“Wow, Merry Christmas and Happy Holidays to both of you two.”

“You too,” assured Carrie.

Carrie headed off. Jack snapped up his loot and followed. He was torn. He had started this mess to land the cash to land a woman like Cynthia. Now he wasn’t sure he wanted her. Okay, that wasn’t true. He wanted her still, but things were complicated. She wouldn’t want a sissy. He was a sissy now. He couldn’t deny it. Well, not a sissy, he was . . . Was there a word for what he was? The thrill of trying on every one of his new presents was filling his mind. It was pushing out thoughts of Cynthia. She did like how smooth he was. Oh, but smooth was one thing, panties were another. It didn't matter what he was now so long as he was happy being it. If only he could find a girl that liked guys like him.

“Just a minute, I forgot something at gift wrapping,” said Carrie.

Carrie headed to Cynthia. Jack stood around as the two women exchanged a quick conversation. Cynthia felt Carrie’s arm. Then she felt her leg. Then they talked a little more. What on Earth could they be talking about? Finally, Carrie headed back toward Jack.

Jack asked, “What did you forget?”

“Nothing, nothing at all. Now let’s head home. I got a lot of tips to show you on being a good girl. Now that you’re making a little bank, you need to be the best girl you can be for your patrons.”

He was a little uncomfortable about how comfortable Carrie was with all this. Maybe that was a sign of having a great sister. Right?


Chapter 7

He was as prepared as he would ever be. He knew if he did this his life would be changed forever. He must have known that from the beginning, though. It was really just another step, another step he was willing to take to become whoever he really was. It was no longer just about money. It was about being true to himself. Still, his true self wasn’t called Salty. Salty, it was a terrible name. He should never have let a man name the new him. What was done, was done. He took a deep breath, then he exited the bathroom.

“I have it on authority what our next tier should be,” said Jack.

Spencer was adjusting the lighting and was not really paying attention. He mumbled, “Oh.”

“We need to film a footjob video.”

Spencer looked at him for the first time. He was momentarily stunned. All that preparation with Carrie paid off. Jack was now twice the woman he was before. When making content online, the first bite was with the eye. Spencer asked, “What is a footjob?”

“They’re like a handjob, but you use your feet,” explained Jack.

“You’re flexible enough to do that?”

“You don’t do them on yourself.”

“Oh . . . Ah . . . You aren’t thinking about doing that on me?” Jack gave him a coy smile as he twisted a braid of his wig into his mouth. He ended with a wink of his false eyelashes. Spencer immediately balked at the idea. “Not me, you aren’t turning me out. I’m no fag.”

“Then you don’t continue making half of our profits. I’ve been doing all the content making so I should do all the earning.”

“You’ve gotten greedy Jack.”

“Call me Salty and it is your turn to help earn. That isn’t greed, just need. I need a cock and your cock is already getting paid to make content. It is just a good business decision to shop local.”

“I don’t know about this.”

“Trust me, it is just business. There is nothing personal about it. Look at me, I’m all business from my tight panty covered ass to my luscious long lashes.”

“I am looking at you. You look really hot. I mean, really hot.”

Jack came up face to face with him. He planted a wet kiss on his cheek. He whispered, “It is more than looks, I am hot. I’m hot for you at the moment. What are you going to do about it, stud?”

Spencer pulled away. “Shit, don’t do that to me!”

Jack burst out laughing. He replied, “You're such a fag, Spencer. Come on, let’s start taking photos of my feet into these super soft tube socks. Make sure you get close ups of them rubbing together. Then some long shots of my legs. I think my legs are really my best feature.”

“Me too,” said Spencer.

“What was that?”

“I said, let’s shoot,” corrected Spencer.

Jack smiled again. There was no doubt Salty wasn’t leaving this photoshoot until Spencer had a good long foot tug. The guy was begging for it. Salty’s fans couldn’t be wrong. Salty had it and she was starting to want to give it away. There was something completely satisfying about knowing you were desired. He could see why women got addicted to fashion. The power of being desired was the ultimate aphrodisiac. The need to keep the flames of that desire burning could make a good girl do anything, anything. A footjob wasn’t all that much to ask.

Jack went and sat on a stool in front of the hot lights. Spencer wiped the sweat from his brow and got work. First came the photos. Low tier content was easy. Even the videos of his feet rubbing, stretching, and flexing were fast and easy to make. Half went on the Fansonly page, half they would update onto the social media accounts they were using to funnel his devoted fans to their tier content. It was such an easy business model. It was amazing how well it worked.

They had been going at it for fifteen minutes now. The only change from photo set to photo set was the socks Jack wore. They were getting at least three months of content in one photoshoot. It would be enough to carry Salty over until Spring break. Tomorrow they’d do the toenails nail polish stuff, figured Jack. Yeah, you couldn’t do everything they needed all in one day. Mostly because the higher tier stuff to come need them to be fully loaded. Nothing sells like a great cum shot and Spencer probably only had one in him a day. Yeah, your first shot was always your richest load. He wasn’t named Salty for nothing.

Jack glanced at Spencer’s waistline. The bulge in his pants was hard to miss. Spencer was like every other straight man. They protested too much and were just as turned on by a girl no matter what she was packing in her panties.

“I think it is time to do the higher tier video,” said Jack.

“You’re sucking yourself again?”

“Of course,” said Jack. At least that was part one of his plan. He rolled down the yoga mat. If Spencer got excited last time, chances were after a solid Salty session there would be no way he could resist tier three. It was the perfect trap.

Jack assumed the position. The unexpecting Spencer started filming away. Jack fished out his own cock. Once you’ve sucked it once, you never forget how. He went right to deep throating. After all, the way it stimulated his throat was most of the thrill.

“It is looking great. You are nailing it. This video is better than the last time.”

Spencer didn’t know how much better it would get. Jack sucked away as he kept thinking about tier three. It was going to be hot. It was going to be so much hotter than self-stimulation. Not that self-stimulation was nothing. Indeed, it was just about to yield results. This time he pulled out just in time. No use wasting a good cum shot. Particularly when you were going to receive it directly to the face.

“A facial, what a nasty shot. We are going to earn bank!” shouted Spencer.

Jack rolled over. He started to towel off his face. “We are going to earn bank starting right now. Judging by the dick about to burst in your pocket, we better get right to tier three.”

“I won’t do the gay stuff,” refused Spencer.

Jack walked up to him. He pressed his hand on Spencer’s bulge. He whispered to Spencer, “It isn’t gay, it’s business.”

Jack unzipped him. Spencer was all talk. He didn’t fight it in the least. The man wanted it. He probably jerked to Salty more than any patron. Yeah, Spencer was now a Salty regular. Jack promptly turned and walked back to where the cameras were focused. He said, “Keep the camera rolling.”

“Shit!”

With the exclamation, Jack knew Spencer was his. Spencer walked over. As he walked, he pulled his trousers down. He was decently endowed. It would be enough cock for a first video. Spencer nestled that shaft of his between Jack’s waiting feet. Jack started slowly. Just a little soft tickle with his toes. Clearly Carrie knew her socks because Spencer’s cock was eating it up.

“Oh, that feels good,” complimented Spencer.

That meant it was time to speed up that pace. Jack lengthened his strokes. He felt like a natural. Doing it with your feet, it wasn’t so hard. Indeed, Spencer was providing the hard and Jack was providing the stimulation.

“Talk dirty for the camera,” whispered Jack.

“Fucking shut up and jerk me, bitch!” ordered Spencer. He was a natural actor.

“Is it good?”

“It needs to be harder!”

“How about now?”

“Yeah, better, better, better, it is so much better.”

“Drop that load on my feet, baby.”

“It’s coming,” replied Spencer. He erupted. His hot white seed shot all over Jack’s waiting feet. Spencer smacked his cock against them making sure every drop of cum was deposited.”

“Now that was good,” said Jack, toweling off his feet.

Spencer blushed. He turned his back. He mumbled, “I didn’t know I had it in me.”

“I think that’s the next step.”

“I need it in me. It will sell through the roof.”

“I can’t do that Jack. I can’t fuck you. I don’t have it in me.”

Jack stood up and went over to Spencer. He hugged him from behind and planted a wet kiss on the small of his back. He whispered, “Don’t worry, Carrie knows someone. All you need to do this time is point the camera and shoot.”

“Are you sure you want to be . . .”

“I never wanted anything so badly in my life,” interrupted Jack.

“It was supposed to be just feet.”

“Does it matter what it has become?”

Spencer didn’t answer. They just stood there in each other’s arms for a long while.


Chapter 8

“How do I look?” asked Jack

“Well, I made you up, so incredible is the only answer,” replied Carrie.

Jack was shaking a little. It was his first time as a performer that Jack got butterflies. It was weird. He had nothing to be nervous about. It was only more content he was about to shoot. You had to have content, right? He knew he was lying to himself. This was about more than about creating content. If it was only about content, he wouldn’t need Carrie here. He could paint his own toenails. No, yesterday was so incredible he needed to expand on it. This was about who he was going to be from here on out.

A BMW pulled to the curb. A tall African American came out. He was flamboyant in appearance. Jack’s gaydar was flashing red. Of course it was, Carrie had told him already Brock was gay. Fancy his sister dating a gay man. Maybe that’s all you met at art school.

Carrie greeted the new arrival, “Brock, this is my little sister I told you about.”

He came over to Jack. He seized and lifted Jack’s hand. He kissed the back of it. “Charmed to meet you, Jill.”

Jill, who the fuck was Jill? Carrie added, “Her stage name is Salty.”

“Salty?”

“Bad name for a bad girl trying to sell content to the patrons,” explained Jack.

“Bunch of fags,” said Brock, like he wasn’t one of them. Then Brock laughed. When he was done laughing, he asked, “Do you have the five hundred up front?”

“Naturally,” said Carrie handing over the money. It felt wrong to pay, but talent cost money. The reached the stage they could afford real talent and Jack had reached the stage he wanted real talent. Particularly if that talent was packing.

Jill, that was a good name. Carrie had so many good ideas. He liked being Jill over being Salty. Carrie was good at this. He wished he was partnered with her over Spencer. Although Spencer’s cock did come in handy, and it came in his hand now that he thought about it. Spencer was cute and that was a fact. Brock, though, was what you needed if you wanted to make real money. They had made thousands so far this break. But some models made millions. Yeah, millions had a nice ring to it. Plus, it would be fun in the making of it.

Spencer opened his front door. He shouted, “Hurry up, my parents will be home in two hours!”

“Parents,” repeated Brock with a snicker.

Carrie elbowed Jack. “If you pull this off, we will both have homes of our own before too long.”

Jack nodded. Content, it was everything in this business. Carrie already knew what her patrons wanted. Jack was about to find out how far his patrons were willing to go. He didn’t doubt for a minute, they’d go all the way with him.

They went inside and headed for the studio. It was lucky Spencer’s dad had all this stuff. By Spring Break, Jack would have enough cash for his own equipment and studio. Then he could stream like Carrie did. He was getting good enough at transforming into Jill, he didn’t worry about shooting live content. The patrons would love it too. But that was the future. To achieve it he needed to nail the present. More to the point, he needed Brock to nail his ads.

Spencer asked Jack, “I thought we were doing nail polish photos and then a cock polish video afterwards. What is with this new guy?”

“We will do the toenail polish after Christmas. Today we’re doing the highest tier stuff,” explained Jack.

“What can be a higher tier than what we already have done?” asked Spencer.

“If you have to ask, you’re not ready to make it,” replied Carrie.

“What is your sister doing here, and this other guy?”

“Don’t worry. Just never stop filming until you have the cum shot,” ordered Jack.

“Jack, you are not going to . . .”

“Jill, call me Jill from now on. Jack is dead.”

Carrie kissed him on the cheek. She praised him. “That’s my girl. Come into the bathroom quickly, Jill, and I’ll freshen you up.”

Jack went into the backroom. He didn’t feel quite like Jill yet. He needed this. He was pretty sure pleasing a man the way men liked to be pleased by a woman would be the final touch. After he did that there was no going back, not that he wanted too.

He looked in the bathroom mirror. He was wearing a pink wig. Carrie’s makeup work accented the hair color. He pulled his shirt off to reveal a pink pushup bra with heavy padding. He lifted his mini-skirt and dropped his panties. He wouldn’t be needing them for today’s shoot.

Carrie started powdering his feet. They were the stars of the show. He painted his toenails pink. Not one shade, but every toe was a slightly different nail hue. He finished the look with a toe ring.

“I think your feet are ready,” said Carrie.

“Thanks for all the help, sis.”

“Knock them dead.” Carrie said that and then made her way to leave. Jack was glad she understood there were certain things you couldn’t do in front of family. Brock was one of them.

Jack took a deep breath. Today would be his last day. In a few minutes he would be Jill forever more.

He came out of the bathroom and made for the stool. He sat down and Spencer got to work taking photos of his feet. After a few shots, Spencer asked, “How do we start the higher tier stuff?”

Jack turned to Brock. He asked, “You’re the expert. Are you ready to turn me out?”

Brock nodded and walked over to Jack. Spencer shouted, “Rolling.”

Jack unzipped Brock’s fly. She tugged his pants down. Brock kicked out of them. He might be twelve inches erect, but he wasn’t there yet. It looked like he needed a little encouragement. Jack leaned in and started sucking on his fathead. Brock was coming to life. The inches were growing. It was like Jack and the beanstalk. Jack hoped Brock had magic seeds just like the story.

After Brock was in character, Jack asked, “Care for a footjob.”

“I insist on it, baby,” said Brock. He wasn’t much of an actor, but he wasn’t brought in for his spoken talents.

Jack leaned back on the stool and extended his feet. He cupped that magic foot long rod with both feet. There was nothing like raw footing a foot long. Brock enjoyed a tug job as much as he enjoyed a quick suck.  The tug job was only for the theme of Salty’s page. It was by no means the reason Brock was here.

Jack said, “My that’s so big my feet can hardly contain it. It looks like it needs a better hole to stimulate it to maximum effect.”

Jack slid down the stool as he rolled over. He had his stomach resting on the stool as he presented his bottom toward Brock. Brock lifted Jack’s skirt displaying his pink treats for all the patrons at home. Brock added, “That looks like a tight one.”

“I’ve never been tapped. I’m an innocent virgin.” Jack wiggled his bottom for the camera.

He felt Brock’s presence behind him. His rod was trying its best to invade Jack’s safe space. The problem with being an anal virgin is your ass doesn’t give up its virginity easily. He suddenly felt Brock’s rough tongue against his anal rim. He was wetting Jack down. Then Jack felt a finger slide in. It felt amazing. Jack wanted more than one finger. No one was paying for the highest tier for just a finger. He begged his ass to loosen up. Please, let him inside my backdoor. I want to be a girl. I want to be a girl forever more. Let him make me a girl. My patrons deserve to share with me the moment my manhood was lost forever. It is because of them I found Jill. It is all because of them. They were wonderful. They made Jill feel natural. She was meant to be. All those people couldn’t be wrong. Then he felt it, his ass yielded, and three fingers slid inside him until Brock’s knuckles tickled his bare and oiled girl balls. Jack winced. The stimulation of the prostate was so intense. His loins were on fire. How much better would it be if his male g-spot was massaged by Brock’s manhood. He felt those fingers slide out and he knew he was about to find out. Brock planted that eager soldier of his. It was so much fatter than a finger. Three fingers didn’t come close to doing it justice. Then it started forcing itself deeper into his secret fruit. Down and down, it sank. Jack was sure he’d soon be feeling it in the back of his throat. At long last he felt their balls slap together. Brock started pounding his backside. Their thighs slapped like thunder on each impact. Jack prayed Spencer was getting this with a great set of videos from different angles. This was one moment Jack wanted to relive again and again with one hand on his girl cock and the other on the slow motion control button.

Jack felt his loins erupt. His shot a little girl sized load all over the stool. It was an anal orgasm. Jack didn’t know they were a thing. Now he wondered if there was any other way for a good girl to unload. Brock didn’t care if he climaxed or not. Like a good Alpha male, he only cared about his own cock. He wasn’t letting up until he planted his seed deep into Jack.

Then it happened Brock shouted out, “Take that you fag!”

It was an unfortunate thing to shout. They would need to edit it out in post. Jack was a girl through and through now. His manhood had been fucked out of him. That meant he was no fag to be treating a man the way a good girl does. Brock might be normally gay, but today he fucked a woman. There was no doubt about that.

Brock pulled out. Jack felt the load start to ooze out of his bottom.

“Shit, I need a shower,” said Brock.

Jack was so worn out, he crumpled to the floor. He looked over to Spencer and saw his pants bulging. It felt like a shame to waste a hard-on. Jack crawled over to him on all fours.

“What are you doing?” asked Spencer, as if he didn’t know. Jack stuck his tongue in his cheek.

Spencer unzipped his pants. He wasn’t protesting today. No one could resist a hot girl like Jill. Jack said, “Call me Jill.”

“Sure whatever just suck me,” said Spencer.

Jack started sucking Spencer. Jack was so ready for more cock that he went all in. He banged that cock around his mouth like a hungry beggar. There was nothing a good girl liked more than cock. Nothing.

“Easy, Jill, or I’m going to . . .” Fucking Spencer ruined the moment by prematurely ejaculating. Jack guessed Spencer might have played too much pocket pool while watching Brock have his way with Jack’s bottom.

Spencer squirted all over the front of Jack. Cum on his back and front side, what a good girl Jill was. Salty was the whore, Jill was the good girl. Right?

“Is that a wrap for the day?” asked Spencer.

“I suppose,” replied Jack, reluctant to agree, but they were all spent soldiers now. He added, “We will do the toenail polish content tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow is Christmas, dude,” said Spencer.

“The one thing I am not, is a dude,” replied Jack.


Chapter 9

“Wow son, who knew you could pack so much fudge in such a small box!” exclaimed dad, opening his Christmas present.

Carrie replied, “Dad if only you knew how good Jack has been getting at fudge packing.”

Mom hugged Jack. “Ignore your father. Fudge is a wonderful Christmas gift idea.”

“Not as nice as the Rolexes your sister bought us, but fudge . . . A sweet gift for sure,” said dad.

If dad only knew what was paying for those watches he might sing a different tune. Jack would never tell him. It was Carrie’s secret to hold and tell. Plus, she wasn’t the only one with a secret.

Mom broke the mood with a practical question. “Now who is coming with us to your aunt’s house for Christmas lunch?”

“We will both be along in an hour or so,” replied Carrie, as she winked to Jack.

“Oh, we should go as a family,” insisted mom.

“Mom, you always spend the first three hours reminiscing about forty years ago. There is no point in kids showing up until the singing of carols starts,” explained Carrie.

“True, true,” agreed dad.

“Don’t encourage your father. You two can arrive late, but he is coming with me,” said mom.

“When you give Rolexes, you get a lot of leeway, I guess,” grumbled dad.

“Oh, you young people, it drive me crazy. Okay, we will see you at your aunt in two hours,” said mom, holding up two fingers to stress things.

After announcing that, mom and dad dressed up in their winter gear and headed out. Once their car left the driveway, Jack said to Carrie, “Really, you had to give them Rolexes?”

“I had a good year, as you know.”

“It made my fudge look like nothing.”

“You will have the same level of cash next year and you can spoil mom and dad as much as me.”

“You need to invest some of that money. You don’t want to be a forty-year-old foot whore,” explained Jack.

“I know women making foot bank into their fifties right now.”

“Really?” He tried to extend the math of his Fansonly page for another thirty years. By then he’d be insanely rich. Well, profits weren’t guaranteed. Who knows what will be the trendy porn delivery method by then?

“Come on upstairs and get your present,” said Carrie.

“You didn’t need to get me anything. I mean, you gave me so much already.”

“Nonsense, I laid the scene, but you took the initiative.”

“I suppose, but all those clothes you bought me . . .”

She waved him off. “Come on, your gift is upstairs.”

She headed toward her bedroom. Jack followed her up the staircase. He was curious to know what she bought him. He didn’t really want a Rolex. Even a woman’s Rolex didn’t appeal to him. Maybe earrings . . . He was daydreaming and nearly missed the fact she walked into his room. What was in his room that she could give him?

He walked into his own room to find Carrie laying out one of Jill’s new outfits. He protested, “I can’t go to our aunt’s house dressed as Jill. Mom will flip out!”

“You won’t. We have two hours. More than enough time to get your present and still make our Christmas lunch.”

She left the bedroom after finishing arranging the outfit. Jack stared at the outfit. There was a pair of white lace panties, a white push up bra, and white silk stockings. That was it. Really Carrie, she thought of Jill as just a complete tart. She was more than that. Well, eventually. Sure, Jill only came out when Salty needed to film. But that wouldn’t last long. Jack was making enough bank right now to get his own apartment. And when he was home alone, he could be Jill full time. Wouldn’t that be just lovely.

The wall banged. Jack knew that meant, get along getting dressed. He peeled off his Christmas PJs. He had gotten one pair of pants, male, three shirts, male, and socks and underwear for Christmas this morning. In other words, mom and dad bought him stuff he didn’t need that much anymore. Of course, how could they know what he really needed for Christmas? He slid those panties up. They fit perfect on him. Yeah, being Jill was what he really needed. Maybe next year he will come out to mom and dad. Maybe. He finished his look with that pink wig. Was pink his color? He would need to buy a few wigs to really sort that out.

“My, my aren’t we just lovely,” said Carrie.

“She sure is,” said someone else.

Jack spun around. Standing next to Carrie was Cynthia. Jack started to shake from nerves. He was gay now. He shouldn’t care if a hot woman like Cynthia knew his secret or not. Only his heart sank into his chest. He cared. He would do anything to land a girlfriend like Cynthia. Huh, Jill wasn’t gay after all. She was . . . She was . . . Bi? Was he straight for girls and gay for boys? No wait. It was really the other way around now wasn’t it. He had the lesbian hots for Cynthia, but still craved straight sex with a few select boys. He hadn’t totally changed after all. No, he was still himself. He still liked girls a lot. Particularly girls like Cynthia. They never showed interest in him before, though. Had becoming his true self suddenly changed all that? It didn’t seem possible. Girls, they don’t like feminine guys. At least, they claim that they don’t. And yet here was Cynthia, on Christmas morning of all days, inside his bedroom.

Carrie walked over to him and placed a bow on him. She said, “There all wrapped up for you, Cynthia. I know how much you like proper wrapping of gifts.” Then she walked back to Cynthia. She planted a hard wet one on Cynthia’s lips. “Have fun you two.” After that Carrie left.

Jack said, “I . . . You . . . Why . . .”

“Your sister told me all about you,” explained Cynthia.

“But why?”

“She somehow figured out that I’m one of her patrons.”

“You like feet?”

“I like girls . . . a lot.”

“But my sister makes feet photos.”

“Photos for girls, by girls, with other girls.”

“Are you telling me that my sister makes content with other women?”

“Yup.”

“My sister is a lesbian?”

“Didn’t you know?”

“I . . . I didn’t know.”

“Well, it turns out I’m not completely gay.”

“Me neither,” said Jack.

“Then you are the perfect Christmas gift.” Cynthia walked over. The first thing she did was yank that bow off.

Jack stammered, “How do we . . . You know?”

“I don’t know. This is my first time with a guy or girl or . . . Jill”

“Yeah, call me Jill. I like being called that.”

“Well, Jill, do you want to scissor on Christmas morning?”

“What’s that?”

“It is wonderful.”

She pulled her Christmas dress over her head. Jack stood there stunned. He had never been next to a half-naked woman of Cynthia’s caliber before. The fact she wanted him, blew him away. Well, she wanted her. That was okay too.

“Lay down,” she instructed. Never let it be known that Jack was a bad girl. He knew how to follow orders. He laid on his own bed. The idea his first time with a woman would be on his childhood bed excited him. If only Cynthia knew how many nights Jack had jerked himself to sleep in this bed. He reached for his panties. She stopped him. “Leave them on. It’s hotter panty on panty.”

“I’ll do whatever feels good to you.”

She slid on top of him. Then she forced his leg up. She slid her legs in between his leg. Slowly she pressed down on his smooth-shaven leg. “Your stockings make your legs so silky.”

“I love how they feel too.”

“They’re tickling the right spots on me.”

He felt her push down harder on him. Slowly she ground down his leg until their pelvic regions touched. Her glorious secret mount was pressed up against his own. He couldn’t hide how happy his mound was.

“Harder, please,” insisted Cynthia.

He pushed them together as hard as he could. Jill liked grinding. Grinding was fun. The fact Cynthia liked it too was fantastic. He didn’t care if this wasn’t being filmed for content. There was stuff for patrons and stuff for yourself.

Suddenly he felt Cynthia let up on grinding. He asked, “Is something wrong?”

“No, everything is perfect. You’re the perfect Christmas gift. I always wanted a boy but loved girls. It was a weird desire I didn’t understand I could fulfill.”

She sat up on his bed. She patted the spot next to him. He moved over next to her. She put her head on his shoulder. Then she reached into his panties. He beat his meat slowly. She went at it until he exploded into his pretty panties.

She knew he was spent. She looked into his eyes. They kissed each other. Then Cynthia said, “I guess you should start to get ready for your aunt.”

“And you?”

“My parents are in Aruba so I’m home alone.”

“Want to come with Carrie and me to my aunt’s place?”

“Isn’t your Christmas lunch just for family.”

“Maybe, but I got a strong feeling you’re about to become a member of the family.”

“Is that a proposal?”

“When you meet the perfect girl for you, you’d be mad not to propose.”

“Maybe you’re right.”

They sat on the bed a while longer cuddling together but saying nothing. Of all the things Jack had done this winter break, just sitting there holding Cynthia was his favorite. He came home thinking college had changed him, but really it had been coming back home that gave him the opportunity to change. He came home broke and girlfriend less. He would be returning to college a completely satisfied rich girl now.
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