

Feminization By Grandma!

Five men are taken down the

pink path by their grandmothers!

He was Feminized for his Grandmother!

Grandma Feminized Me!

My Grandmother Feminized Me!

Feminized for Grandma!

Feminized for Granny!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

ISBN: 9798359783798

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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A Note from Grace!

Aw, don’t you just love grandma? All those warm cookies? The way she just makes everything right? Nothing is more fun than a sleep over at Grandma’s house!

And here are five grandmas who really know how to take care of their grandchildren!

They love them, they pamper them and they…change them.

But don’t worry. Grandma always knows best!

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


He was Feminized

for his Grandmother!

It was only forced feminization

until he learned to love it!


PART ONE

“You’re going to inherit a hundred million dollars.”

Todd was standing in the front room facing his mother. His mouth opened, his eyes fluttered, and he fell backwards to sit on the couch.

“A hundred million dollars.”

Martha Ash was sitting calmly, watching him, gauging the effect of her words.

“I don’t understand.”

“My mother, your grandmother, has a hundred million dollars, and she wants to leave it to you.”

“A hundred million…” His eyes were glassy and his mind was thinking about all the video games he could buy. He could spend the rest of his life playing games. No bills to worry about, nobody could bug him. His arm muscles tensed just thinking of all the joysticks he could work.

Martha gauged her son’s response. He was stunned, yes, but…she frowned.

Truth, Todd was a lightweight. A snowflake. All he wanted to do was play video games with his friends and sound like Beavis and Butthead. He was a slender boy just out of high school with no plans. He had no girlfriends, he slept late and played games till the wee hours.

“Why me?” he blurted, his mind started to function.

Martha explained, “If she leaves it to me the government will get it. But if she sets up a trust she can leave it to you and you’ll actually keep most of it. She’s assuming, I presume,” her voice was drier than a cactus, “That you will see to my welfare.”

“Well, of course!” And he thought, I’ll give her an allowance, just like she gave me. So small she has to beg….like me!

“But…” Martha eyed him, “there is a problem.”

“What kind of a problem?” Todd looked at his mother suspiciously. Just like her to give him something, then take it away.

“Mother always wanted another daughter.”

“Another? But what’s wrong with you?”

“Another reason she doesn’t really wish to leave anything to me. I was the bad seed. I talked back. I ran away from home. I did what I wanted to do. That was abhorrent to her.”

Todd frowned. “So she wants a daughter that does what she wants. So what?”

“So she wants you to be that daughter.”

Todd’s mouth dropped so far open his tonsils waggled. “What?” he squeaked.

Martha was drinking a beer. She considered her son sourly. She knew he was weak, but so what? He had to get that money, and he had to give her most of it. She would give him an allowance, of course. Not a big one, he might have to beg money from her, but…that was a son’s duty. Give his mother money. Support his mother.

“So I have decided that you will be the daughter that Mother wants.”

Todd shook his head. Sure, he wanted a hundred million dollars, but not if he had to kiss somebody’s patootie to get it. A guy had principles, you know. “I’m not somebody daughter. I’m not a girl!”

“You will be,” Martha stated, giving him a gimlet eye.

“No, I won’t.”

“Yes, you will!”

Todd stood up and glared at his mother. “This is some weird trick of yours!”

Martha stood up and faced her son. She was five foot ten. In her misspent youth she had used drugs, but once she had gotten pregnant and given birth all of that went away. She dedicated herself to living right. She had become a Cross Fit trainer. She did parkour. She studied the martial arts and had become a cop.

Todd was only five foot four. He ate Weakies (Wheaties) for breakfast, with Coke instead of milk. His arms  resembled noodles and he couldn’t do a squat if his life depended on it. He lived on soda and chips and never left the couch. He had no plans and, as stated, he just wanted to play video games.

Martha said, “I’ve let you have your head all this time because I’ve been busy, because when I was young I was like you, but now I see the error of my ways. I see that you need a strong hand and discipline. You need to learn to follow instructions. So I’m giving you some instructions right now: you will be a girl.”

Todd huffed up his skinny chest and sneered. “You and what army, bitch!”

Martha eyes narrowed and she lifted her right hand. “This army.”

Todd started to walk past her. “What? You must be fucked up if you think…”

Martha grabbed his left arm, her fingers circling his upper arm easily. She spun him around and sat down, pulling him across her lap.

“This is the end of the free ride,” she said, pulled his pants down.

Todd struggled, tried to get free, but she was too strong.

“This is the start of your discipline!” She pulled his BVDs down. His cock flopped out and fell between her legs. She felt it, knew what it was, and clamped her thighs closed. He was firmly caught; he couldn’t get out unless he ripped his cock off!

Martha’s right hand descended. It was not a lady’s gentle hand, it was a weight lifter’s hand, it was used to grabbing the tops of fences so she could vault over and run the race faster than the guy next to her. It was powered by Popeye forearms and biceps that could curl a hundred pounds.

SMACK!

“OWWWWW!”

“You will do what I say!”

SMACK!

“STOP!”

“If I say you will wear dresses and nail polish…”

SMACK!

“OW!” Tears were coming out of his soft eyes.

“Then you will do so!”

SMACK!

“LEAVE ME ALONE!”

“Do you understand me?”

“I’m calling the cops!”

SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!

“I am a cop!”

When she was done Todd was sobbing. His long hair was in his face and his legs were kicking, but the worst thing was that he was having a reaction. His penis was hard between her legs, and this seemed like a grotesque betrayal.

How dare you. you…weenie!

She stood up and he flew off her lap. He would have fallen except that she held his arm up. She held his arm up and dragged him upstairs to her room. She pushed him on the bed and said, “I bought you clothes so you can learn. In a couple of weeks, when I think you have learned enough to be a dutiful and loving daughter, then I will send you to Mother’s and she will love her new granddaughter.”

There were several bags on the bed on the pillows. She reached into one and tossed him a pair of panties.

“What is this!” he cried.

“Put them on.”

“I don’t want to!”

“Would you like to see what this army has to say about it?” She held up her left hand.

Sniffling, sobbing, feeling ten times sorry for himself, Todd reached down and pulled at his underwear. They had almost fallen off, were wrapped around one leg.

The underwear came loose and he dropped them on the floor. He looked at the panties. They were pink, just a string of material in the rear, a little pouch on the front.

“I bought those special for you, dear.” She stood over him with crossed arms. She was looking at his still stiff cock. It wasn’t a very big penis. Just five inches long, if that. And his balls were about half the size of normal men’s balls.

He pulled the panties up tight and his dick and balls fit into the pouch.

She threw him a bra.

He stared at it in horror. “You’ve got to be kidding!”

“Put it on. Here are the breast forms. I’m sure Mother will want you to have implants, so get used to having breasts.”

Aghast, now trembling with shock, Todd figured out how to put the bra on, then slid the breast forms into the cups. With his slender body his tits looked enormous. They even had big nipples on them!

Martha nodded. “Very good. I should have done this a long time ago. Your body is slender, like a girl’s. You needed boobs. Put this on.”

She tossed him a blouse.

He buttoned it up and protested, “The buttons are backwards!”

“Girls shirts have buttons on the other side. Here’s your skirt.”

He looked at the dress. Oddly, it was a dress with two legs.

“It’s actually a culotte. I figured that would look better on you for the time being.”

“Mom, I really don’t want to do this!” His lip was trembling and more tears flowed down his cheeks.

“Yeah. And you really don’t want a hundred million dollars.”

“I don’t! Not if I have to look like this!”

She growled, “Put the culotte on. Here are your shoes.”

The shoes were three inch, cork mules.

Sniffling, he pulled the culotte up. Then he put his feet into the sandals. “Where’s the shoelaces?”

“Mules are like high heeled zories. It will help you learn to walk like a young girl.”

He stood in the sandals and stared at his feet. He had to bend over a bit, which pooched his butt out, to see over his big breasts.

His feet needed washing and his toes were ugly. His toenails needed trimming and…they were ugly.

Fine with him. Maybe his mother would realize how stupid this was. But she didn’t.

“We’ll get rid of your body hair tomorrow, and we’ll paint your nails. Heck, you’ll paint your nails. You need to learn how to be a pretty girl.”

“Mom…”

She ignored the tears dribbling down his cheeks.

“Now then, sit on my vanity and we’ll work on your hair.”

Todd, like many young gamers, wore his hair long. It was as long as a girl’s, but it was scraggly and unkempt.

Martha stood behind him and brushed at the locks. “What a tangle!” she exclaimed. “One more thing for tomorrow. We need to shampoo and condition your hair. Maybe give you some highlights. How would you like some light streaks in your bangs?”

“Bangs?”

She explained how hair was combed down in front and trimmed over the eyes.

As she talked he stared at the mirror on her vanity. Precisely, he stared at himself. He watched as she brushed, trimmed, and shaped.

When she was done his hair hung down to his neck and looked exactly like a girl’s.

“Mom…this is child abuse.”

“You can run away any time you want. But before you do…what would you like to do with your share of a hundred million dollars?”

He didn’t want to talk, but she kept pestering him, and finally he blurted. “I’d buy a super computer and load it with every game in the world!”

Surprisingly, she just nodded. She didn’t nag him, like she did when he pulled an all nighter on the video games and didn’t do his chores, she just nodded and said, “That sounds wonderful.”

His eyes squinted and he watched her carefully. He felt like he was Little Red Riding hood and he had just walked into grannies house.

Except that he didn’t like that analogy. Little Red Riding Hood was a girl.

“Do you still have an erection?”

He struggled to control his eyes.

She smiled. “I thought so. You’re one of those boys. No girlfriends. That will make this all easier.”

“What easier?”

She came around to the front of him and began curling his eyelashes and running eyeliner around his eyes. It made his eyes soft and even innocent.

“We really should have done this before,” said Martha, ignoring his question. Underneath the dirt and grime is a gentle soul. Now let’s practice walking and talking like a girl.”

The next week was terribly difficult for Todd.

On Monday, he got up and put on all his boy clothes. He walked down stairs defiantly.

Martha looked up from the breakfast table. Her eyes narrowed. “So you want to go that way, eh?”

“I’m not a girl!”

“You are definitely a girl, at least until you have inherited a hundred million dollars.”

“I don’t want a hundred million dollars!”

“Yes, you do!” Martha came out of her chair like a pit bull going to dinner. She tackled Todd around the waist and he fell over backwards.

Martha sat on him and started ripping clothes off.

Todd tried to fight, but she slapped his hands away and pulled on his shirt until the buttons all came off.

He tried to hit her and she grabbed his nipple and twisted it until he howled.

He tried to crawl away but she grabbed his pants and let him crawl out of them, then she ripped his tighty whiteys off.

“Stop it!” he yelled, suddenly embarrassed. Once again he had been revealed as having a boner.

Martha laughed and chased him up the stairs. “You say you don’t want to be a girl, but look at that sausage!”

Todd ran into his room and closed the door.

Martha hit the door like a fullback. The door blew open and Todd was tossed across the room.

“You can’t do this!”

“Sit on the bed and shut!”

He had no choice. He sat on the bed and sulked.

Martha stood over him, fists on her hips, actually breathing hard, and said, “What is wrong with you? It’s a hundred million dollars!”

“And when do I get it?”

“Your Grandmother is 85 years old. It could be any day now.”

“And it could be in twenty years.”

“So what? It’s a hundred million dollars.”

“But I can’t live like a man! I won’t be able to get girlfriends—“

“You don’t have any now.”

“I won’t be able to do things like a man!”

“And what manly things have you been doing lately?”

“Mom! You just don’t understand!”

He slumped and sobbed, and for a bare moment, maybe half the time it takes for an electron to circle an atom, Martha felt sorry. Then she gathered up all his male clothes and walked out of the room. As she left she tossed over her shoulder, “Okay. You don’t have to dress like a girl.”

He jumped up and ran after her. Naked, his erection plain to see. “Where are you going with my clothes?”

She ignored his question and continued down the stairs.

“Hey! Hey!”

She walked into the living room and tossed his clothes, underwear and shoes and everything, into the fireplace.

“Those are my clothes!”

She picked up a little tin can of lighter fluid off the mantle and squirted the liquid over his clothes.

He tried to get past her, but she just pushed him back. She threw a match into the fireplace and…WHOOSH! His clothes went up like fireworks on the fourth.

That was the moment he broke.

He had no clothes. He wouldn’t be able to leave the house. She was stronger and more aggressive than him. He stood in front of the roaring flames, felt the heat on his naked body, and his shoulders slumped.

Martha was waiting for this. As a former police officer she had seen enough perps give up. She stood back and folded her arms and smiled in victory.

Martha spent that day working on Todd. She slathered him with Nair and made him wait until he felt like a sun burn, then she pushed him into the shower.

She made him shampoo and condition his hair until it was quite clean.

He came out of the shower and she toweled him off.

Still he had that erection, and she wondered about that. Perhaps the physical wrestling around had excited him. And being forced to be naked in front of her might have something to do with it. But…she was putting him in girl clothes. Seemed like that was what was really causing his excitation.

Still, she was a good mother, and she loved him even if he did have a physical reaction.

Once he was out of the shower she handed him panties and bra.

Moving a bit lethargically, feeling a bit of shame, he pulled his panties up over his boner, put on his bra and breast forms.

He stood, looking quite pretty, his hair looked so nice and his body really was feminine.

“Okay, time to do your nails.”

He looked like he was going to object, but he didn’t. He just sat and stared as she prepped his nails.

“Not those!” he whispered as she glued long ovals onto his real nails.

She smiled, patted his cheek, and painted his nails a beautiful red.

When his nails were dry she rolled stockings up his legs and frowned.

His penis seemed to be getting harder, not softer.

“We’re going to have to do something about that.” She pointed at his groin with her chin.

“What? You want me to go jack off now?”

Without thinking she said, “Most boys would like to masturbate.”

He made a sound. He didn’t want to masturbate. He wanted to put on real clothes and play video games.

She handed him a real dress.

He stared at it, and she urged him into it.

“Come on, honey, you’ll like it once you get used to it.”

He put on the dress. It was a thin, beige material with two layers, one to his knees and one to the floor. The top had a panel that you could see through, and two thin straps. His skinny arms were completely visible. It had little fringes here and there and really was quite cute.

He stood and looked at it, and his erection poked the dress out.

Martha sighed. “I’ll get you something for that.”

“What? Gonna give me anti-viagra? You’re going to make me limp now?”

“Todd,” she asked in a low tone of voice. “If there’s anything you want to tell me, about your sexual, uh, leanings…anything…
He stared at her aghast, and his jaw dropped.

“This does not excite me!”

Yet the small but profound boner bulge in his dress made that a lie.

Martha handed him his mules. “Put these on.”

Todd slipped his feet into the cork heels and stood awkwardly. He wasn’t athletically inclined, anyway, and he looked like Goofy on roller skates. Every step he took his arms flailed and he struggled not to fall.

“Can’t I wear shoes with straps that will keep them on my feet?”

“It’s okay, honey. You’ll learn. Now sit down right here.” She put him at her vanity table again.

But he was overloaded now. “What?”

“We need to put some color in your cheeks.”

“Are you saying…make up?”

She blinked, a little surprised at his sudden resistance. “Every little girl needs a bit of make up.”

He tried to stand up, but she pushed his shoulders down and kept him in the chair.

She came around to the front and inspected him. He was very feminine looking. Yes, he needed real boobs instead of falsies, but his face actually looked soft and vulnerable under his soft and wavy hair. His body was slender and…and even sexy.

She knelt in front of him. “Honey, we have to do this. So what’s the big deal?”

He couldn’t verbalize. He was just too stunned. Make up was the ultimate girl thing. He just couldn’t!

He shook his head frantically.

Martha knew she was going to have to take this slower, talk him into it one bit of make up at a time. “Okay. You have a choice. I can wrestle you down, maybe even slap you around a bit, and you will wear make up. But if you let me just put a pale pink lipstick on your lips…almost the same color as your lips….

He stared at her, a frightened rabbit, and reason slowly percolated through his cranium.

Just a little bit.

“It’ll be like chapstick. You didn’t mind when I put that cherry chapstick on your lips that time we went to the beach, did you?”

He thought, the taste of cherry on his lips. His head jerked up and down.

“Excellent, honey. Here we go.”

She put her fingers on his cheeks and squeezed gently. His lips puckered out perfectly.

She frowned. He had good lips, but…maybe…she put the lipstick down and picked up an applicator.

“What’s that?”

“Just something to help your lips relax.”

He blinked. That made no sense.

She coated his lips.

“It will sting for a couple of minutes, then your lips will feel better. A lot better.”

His eyes went wide as his flesh felt the burn. After a minute the stinging sensation went away. His lips were noticeably fatter, and Martha smiled and painted his lips a nice pink color.

To her it was a pale pink.

To him it was like his lips were a neon sign.

He clapped his hands over his mouth.

She pulled his hand away. “Don’t mess your make up, honey.”

He sat there and tears started leaking out of his eyes again.

Martha knew she had pushed him over the edge, and she knew he had to relax.

“Would you like to go play video games for a while?”

He nodded and wiped his eyes.

“Very well. Why don’t you go down to the basement and play your games on the big screen.”

This was a big deal and Todd’s eyes opened a bit. He usually had to play on the crappy, little computer screen.

“Really?”

“Of course, honey. If you work with me then I’ll work with you. I’ll even bring you down a snack.”

Todd stood up and took a step, and almost fell. He looked down at his mules.

Martha sighed. “Okay, you may carry them downstairs, but you have to wear them while playing, and you must wear them when you come back upstairs.

With his first half hearted smile in a day, Todd took the mules in hand and dashed from the room.

Martha walked slowly from the room and headed for the computer room. She actually had an ulterior motive for letting Todd use the big screen for his gaming. She needed to get on the net and find a solution for his chest and his boner bulge.

The boner bump simply had to go it he was ever going to look like a real girl.

And his tits, while okay for normal clothes, were obvious as fakes in his pretty, little dress.

Downstairs, uncomfortable in his new dress, Todd sat on the couch. He put his feet in the mules, like he had promised his mother, and synched the computer with the big screen. The screen was 72 inches. Man! Life -sized sniping coming up!

Upstairs, Martha turned on the working computer and began searching. She typed in ‘How do you get rid of boner bump in a dress.’

She actually had no idea what search terms to use and typed in her request almost as a joke, definitely as a whim. She was stunned when Quora came up with over 20 answers. And below Quora were five pages of advice on how to hide an erection.

With a smile, she delved into the material.

A couple of hours later, solutions at hand and items ordered, Martha brought a platter of chips and dip down to Todd.

He was totally engrossed in shooting people and the screen was a pastiche of little red explosions as his digital bullets entered digital soldiers and criminals and—she blinked—innocent civilians and police!

She wondered if it was really healthy being a boy with all this violence.

Still, she had her own agenda, and she placed the chips and dip in front of him and smiled.

He moved his head to the side to see around her. His eyes were glazed and he had bit his lip enough so that his lipstick was half gone.

Fortunately, she was prepared, and she quickly painted his lips. As long as she didn’t block his view of the screen and his dying victims, he let her.

She straightened up and said, “Try not to bite your lips.”

“Unh,” he grunted, stuffing a grenade into the pants of a business man.

Martha retreated.

The dip she had prepared was very special. It was loaded with soy and tofu, both foods packed with isoflavones that imitated oestrogen. She had also added fennel seeds and a few other items.

She didn’t know if she could enhance his breasts this way, but it was a start. She simply had to do something about his boobs. She so didn’t want them to look fake.

She headed upstairs to do some more research. Halfway up the stairs she was unconsciously humming a little ditty: “A hundred million dollars. A hundred million dollars…”

When Martha’s mother had told her she wanted Todd to visit Martha had put her off. Then she had received word from Jimmy, her brother, that Mother wanted another daughter, and he had inadvertently let slip the fact that Gwen was looking for an heir.

So Martha had put her mother off for two weeks. Two weeks was plenty of time to transition her son, right?

And it was.

Of course it was difficult, too. There were so many little things to be taken care of to make a proper girl out of a boy.

The first week Martha worked on Todd’s clothes and getting him to wear make up.

It was difficult because Todd didn’t seem to care about a hundred million dollars. He just wanted to play video games.

But when Martha realized that she could use Todd’s obsession with video games as a carrot, everything got simpler.

By mid week she had gotten him a complete wardrobe, including underwear and nightgowns. She loved seeing him prance around the house.

By the end of the week she had convinced him to wear make up.

Again, she loved seeing him sitting at her table and putting his face on. He was positively adorable as he cleaned his face, prepared it, and added delicate colors. And when he rolled on his bright red lipstick Martha had almost had an orgasm.

Funny. Make up was old hat to her. But seeing her son put it on…that was downright exciting. She was glad she didn’t have a dick because she would have had a bad case of her own boner bump!

But the most exciting thing happened on Saturday. Saturday was when the chastity tube arrived.

“Todd?” Martha came down the stairs and was holding a small bag.

Todd, wearing a purple dress, short with a big bow on the side of a wide black belt, didn’t look up at her. He had just earned a bazooka and he was going down town with it. On the big screen TV people were terrorized and running from him. He moved the cross hairs around. Take out the police station? Shoot that tank? Hit that big ass twerker in the rump? He grinned. So many choices, so little time.

The screen went blank.

“What!” he looked up in shock. His mother was standing to the side, one finger on the power strip. She had just shut him down.

“I have something for you, Todd. After you put it on you can go back to your video games.”

“But…but…” But the truth was that Todd wasn’t resisting. As long as he got to play video games, it was sort of cool to prance around in a dress like a girl. It was actually giving him a king-size boner! “What?”

And, for the first time in his somewhat adult life Todd’s curiosity overcame his desire to blow up, shoot and stab people.

It was a close thing, he still wanted to shoot the big assed babe in the butt with a rocket launcher, but…but what had his mother gotten him now?

She took a little box out of the small bag and waggled it. “Something to cure your boner bump.”

Todd blinked. Man, his mother was sure obsessed on him getting boners while he was wearing a dress, but…he wondered what she had.

“What is it?”

“It’s your very own, first and official…” she opened the box and lifted a tube out. “chastity tube!”

Todd stared at the tube and the rings and the padlock. He had mixed feelings about locking up his cock.

Still, his mother hadn’t led him wrong, yet. The underwear was cool, the dresses were easy to lounge around in and gave him a sort of freedom, and he didn’t masturbate that often. And he certainly didn’t use his dick on girls. With all the video games he had to play he had no time for girls.

“Do I have to?” Yet he was curious.

“Absolutely.”

He sighed, looked at the big screen TV. “Can I play videos all afternoon.”

“Not a problem. Once you have your peeny under control…you can play all you want!”

Martha was actually quite curious. After all, people on the Internet said locking a cock up was quite exciting. Of course, she didn’t have a penis, but she was interested to see what effect the chastity tube would have on Todd.

By now Todd wasn’t embarrassed about his body. His mother had helped him get undressed, she kept talking about his cock, and…he sat up and pulled up his dress and pulled down his panties.

His cock, unfortunately, wasn’t too accommodating. It seemed to get even stiffer.

He could get the ring around his package, but the rube just didn’t want to go on. Even though he wasn’t big, when he was hard he could barely get the tube over the head of his cock.

“Sorry, mom.” And it looked like he really was sorry.

“Well, I hate to encourage perversion…but it looks like you’re going to have to masturbate.”

He looked down at his weenie. He hadn’t jacked off much, he just wasn’t into his cock. But if he had to he had to.

He began stroking himself and his mother watched avidly.

Then he noticed her and said, “Maybe I can do it better alone.”

In his mind he was wondering if maybe he should ask her to help.

“Oh, sorry, honey.” She mounted the steps and left him to his pleasures.

Todd stroked for a few minutes, but it just wasn’t going anywhere. Sighing in disgust, he was just sitting there, and he noticed one of the  glossy boxes that video games came in. He grinned, there was a picture of a girl on the cover.

He pulled up the video game, and when he chose his character…he chose a girl.

She had big, digital tits. A massive electronic ass. Lips that made Angelina Jolie’s look like pimples.

He started playing the video game with one hand on one joystick, and the other hand on the other joystick.

It was a game of golf, of all things, but by the time Todd reached the third hole his balls started to sing.

“Oh….yeah,” he grunted.

The girl with the ass and the tits and the lips swung, the ball sailed five hundred yards, plunked into the cup, and Todd arched his back and groaned. He felt the semen shoot up his shaft. He sprayed it all over the big screen TV, and sagged.

And his cock was now limp. It being rather smaller than small when limp, he tucked it into the chastity tube with no trouble. Click. He grinned, then looked at the big screen. The big assed, big titted, fat-lipped girl was in the middle of jumping up to celebrate, and a big glob of semen covered her whole face.


PART TWO

The last thing Martha said, before she put Todd on the plane, was “Make sure you take your pills.”

He looked at the vial in his hands. There was a big HRT on the label, but he had no clue what that was.

He looked up at his mother, “I still don’t understand what condition I have.”

“Gender Dysphoria,” she answered.

But he didn’t know what that was, either.

They were standing in the airport near the boarding gate and Todd was full en femme. He was wearing dull orange slacks and a sleeveless pull over. His breasts were looking pretty big on his thin body, but he didn’t care. His mother had given him permission to play video games on the plane, and wasn’t that what life was about?

So he boarded the plane, looking dainty and cute, and sat next to an old lady who kept looking at the screen of his laptop and watching him blow planes out of the air. 10 points if you blew up the plane with your shoes, 50 points if you used an RPG, and 100 points if you took it down with a laser light.

The old lady looked a little green by the time the flight was over, but she didn’t say anything to the pretty, little girl traveling to see her grandmother.

A limo was waiting at the airport, and a man in a grey uniform held up a sign, ‘TODD,’ at the exit gate.

The limo driver seemed a bit surprised when Todd identified himself, but he recovered and carried Todd’s bag out to the limousine.

Todd sat in the backseat and gazed out the window as the limo cruised through town and out to the country.

The limo pulled through a pair of staunch iron gates hinged to a massive stone wall. The wall stretched out to the sides and disappeared into the woods.

The drive from the gate wound around a low hill, into a valley, and then up a hill. The limo driver followed the road and ended up in front of a monster mansion. It was four stories tall, had a half a dozen chimneys, and a ton of pitched roofs and gables.

Todd got out of the car and stared at the huge edifice. Bricks and arborvitae. Tall windows sided by green shutters.

The limo driver, suitcases under arms, lead the way up the steps into the house.

“Your grandson, ma’am,” the limo driver announced to the old lady in the large living room. “I’ll put his luggage away.”

Todd stood at one end of a large room. Two couches faced each other over a rug held down by a coffee table. There were stand up lamps around the room, four big windows on one wall, a stairway that led upwards, desks, books shelves and a large chandelier.

But with all the furniture the room was so large it still looked a little under furnished.

“Todd!” Grandmother Gwen rose up from a Queen Ann chair where she had been doing needlepoint and crossed the room to where Todd stood.

At first she moved quickly, very spry for an old lady, then she slowed down, adjusted her glasses on her nose, and stared.

“But you’re a girl!”

“Hi, uh…Grandma.”

“Are you Todd?”

“I am.” he was nervous now. Something was wrong.

“But why are you dressed like a girl?”

“Uh…” what the fuck?

“Are you one of those people that identify with the opposite sex?”

“I…uh…”

“Well, no matter.” Grandma’s gait turned brisk again and she gave Todd a big hug. “I’ve worked for political parties for years, so that is fine with me.”

She kept her arm around Todd’s waist and walked him to a couch. “Have a seat, dear, and let’s talk.”

Todd sat for an hour, his back straight, his legs together, exactly the way Martha had schooled him, and talked with his grandmother.

She seemed a little confused, asked him what his favorite subject was in school, asked him if he did sports, and so on.

For his part, he was a little confused, too. He had never met her before, had nothing in common, and didn’t know what to say to her.

After an hour, however, the back door banged and Grandma said, “That must Lucy.” And she called out, “Lucy, dear! We’re in the living room.”

A moment later a slinky girl with purple hair and rings on all her fingers and tattoos showing on her neck entered the room. Her face was a bit pinched and her eyes a bit squinty.

“Lucy, this is Todd, your first cousin.”

Lucy blinked, but made it look natural, as if she wasn’t surprised by a girl with a guy’s name. “Hey,” she said.

“Todd, this is Lucy.”

Todd’s eyes narrowed a bit. His Uncle’s daughter, which meant she was his competition for a hundred million dollars. Well, she didn’t look much like a girl. She looked more like one of his gaming buddys with her tight black pants and the black sweat shirt that showed she didn’t have any tits at all.

“Hey,” he said.

“Now, children, it’s time for my afternoon nap. If you could go play I’ll see you for dinner.”

“Sure, Grandma,” said Lucy.

“Why don’t you show Todd his room?”

The elder lady smiled and got up. She was pretty spry for an old lady who her offspring wished would die.

Lucy took Todd to a room on the fourth floor.

“She puts us up here because she thinks kids like the view.”

Todd put his computer, which he had kept with himself, onto the bed and stared out the window.

It was a a great view, if you were into such things. He turned around and, “Hey! Hands off the merchandise.”

Lucy was opening his computer and she stared at him. This was the first time she had really heard his voice and her eyes widened. “You aren’t a girl!”

“No shit, Sherlock.”

Todd took possession of his laptop, sat on the bed against the wall and powered up.

“Why are you dressed up like a girl?”

Todd didn’t say anything. He wasn’t about to admit that his mother wanted a hundred million dollars.

Lucy waited, but when there was no response she asked “What do you do on the computer?”

“Games.”

“Really?”

She plopped onto his bed without being asked and watched him open up a shooter game. In a second they were watching as Todd began shooting innocent victims. Then she ran to her room and got her own computer. A minute later they were shooting each other.

Life at Grandma Gwen’s mansion was fun.

She called in a tutor, and that was a lot more fun than sitting in class and picking your nose.

They were allowed to play games whenever they wanted to, and the fridge was kept stocked with Coke and other soft drinks.

The only thing that was boring was when they had to sit down and eat dinner. Grandma didn’t care about breakfast and lunch, but she was a bug on everybody being on time and even presentable for dinner.

Still, it wasn’t bad. Except that she wanted to talk about old stuff, and she kept asking their opinions on currents events, and then there was the night she asked Todd if his chest was getting bigger.

He looked down at his boobs, and realized they were. “Wow,” he said.

The conversation sort of dwindled after that, Gwen realized that perhaps she shouldn’t be asking about such stuff, especially if the boy was transitioning. But when Lucy and Todd headed upstairs the real conversation started.

“Are you growing tits?”

“I don’t know. I guess so.”

“Lemme see!”

Todd stared at his chest a for a moment, then shrugged. He took off his dress and Lucy’s jaw dropped.

“What the fuck is that?”

“It’s called a chastity tube.”

“But what is it doing on your dingle?”

“It stops me from getting erections. Makes it so I don’t have a boner bump in a dress.”

“You’re kidding! You can’t have an erection?”

“Nope.”

“Doesn’t that drive you crazy?”

“Why would it?

Lucy stared at him some more, then asked, “So take out those falsies so I can see your tits.”

Todd took the forms out, which was a relief because it was getting pretty crowded in his bra. Then he took off the bra.

He had boobs. No doubt about it. And they were getting big.

Todd was naive. He didn’t understand about the pills he had been taking. Lucy, however, was more curious than an investigative reporter.

She reached out and touched his nipple. Todd shivered as pleasure shot through his chest.

She reached down and grabbed his balls. “Fuck, they’re pretty small.”

She got down and stared at his penis in the chastity tube.

“And your dick isn’t even trying to get hard.”

Really?” He shifted his boobs slightly and bent over. “That’s funny. It used to get hard all the time.”

“So are you taking medicine to do this transition?”

“Transition?” He sort of knew the word, but not really. “I don’t know. I’m taking some pills my mother gave me.

“Where are they?”

“On the sink in my bathroom.”

Lucy went in and looked at the pills and she knew what HRT meant, and she knew what such pills would do.

“Damn, dude, you this stuff is turning you into a girl.”

He said, “Yeah.”

“But don’t you care?”

“Not really. I mean, I used to. But. I don’t know.” He shrugged.

Lucy pulled her dark sweat shirt off. Her own chest was exposed.  It was flat with little golf ball sized bumps. She certainly didn’t need a bra.

“My dad wants me to be a girl, so he had me do exercises and he gave me something called testosterone.”

The two youngsters stared at each other.

“So you’re a girl trying to be a guy, and I’m a guy trying to be a girl.”

“Looks like.”

“Can I feel your tits?”

“Sure.”

Todd placed his hands on her chest. Her nipples were big. Bigger than his, and they were erect. He looked up at his cousin. “Maybe we should look on the internet?”

An hour later the two kids stopped looking at the internet and looked at each other.

“Wow,” said Lucy. “You’re going to have big knockers. How cool.”

“And you’re…you’re going to stay flat.”

“And your dick…”

“Yeah, my dick. So that’s why I’m not getting hard ons.”

“You want to stop taking the pills?”

Todd frowned. He had grown used to being a girl, even enjoyed being a girl. “I don’t know. I sort of like being all dressed up.”

“Hunh. Well, can we take off that chastity thing and look at your prick?”

“Sure. I mean, I’m not trying to get erect anymore, right?”

“Right.”

The chastity tube wasn’t an expensive one. It was made of plastic and the lock was small. The real question was getting the proper angle. Then they could cut the lock, or even the plastic.

“Does Grandma have cutting pliers?”

Neither Lucy nor Todd had seen anything that looked like tools, so they went on a hunt of the house. Floor by floor they searched for pliers, or tin snips, or even thick scissors, but they found nothing. They went out to the garage expecting to find something, but there was nothing there, either. Lucas, the limo driver must have some tools, but he stayed in the apartment over the garage and they didn’t want to mess with him.

They stood outside the garage and considered.

“No tools.”

“That’s rich people for you.”

“Yeah, they want something fixed they have somebody come in with tools. They don’t bother with fixing things themselves.”

They walked slowly back towards the house. By this time Todd actually wanted to get the tube off his cock. Not because he cared, but because he didn’t like to be stopped from doing something he wanted to do.

“Hey,” Lucy stopped.

“What?”

“Did we check the basement?”

“There’s no basement.”

But Lucy raised her hand and pointed. At ground level, below the raised floor level of the first floor, was a window.

“Holy crap!”

They walked around the house and discovered several other windows, and even a pair of doors that had been nailed shut.

“It’s got a basement, but there’s no way in.”

“Let’s check inside.”

They went through the first floor. They checked closets, pantries, everything, but there was no door to the basement.

“We’re going to have to go through one of the outer windows.

“You think Grandma’s going to mind?”

“Probably. She hid the basement, after all, so she must not want anybody to know about it.”

This was the big mystery, what did Grandma have under the house that she didn’t want anybody to know about?

“Dead bodies,” said Lucy.

“Locked up zombies,” offered Todd.

“Weapons.”

“Video games.”

They giggled.

The next day, when Grandma took her afternoon nap, they chose a window. It was behind some bushes and nobody would ever notice.

They lay on their bellies and wiped dirt off the window. They couldn’t see a thing. Lucy ran for a flashlight and shone it through the glass. There was too much reflection and too much darkness and they couldn’t see a thing.

“Well, looks like this is it.” Todd picked up a small rock and struck the glass. It broke and they looked in.

Nothing but shadows.

They cleaned the glass up, laid a couple of towels over the lip of the window and crawled in.

It was dark and dank in the basement, and the flashlight revealed stacks of crates. Many of the crates were empty, some had various things in them. Books, lamps, cooking implements, junk.

They moved slowly down the length of the basement.

“Look,” said Lucy. “There.”

On one side of the basement was a series of big, dark squares. Todd approached one. “It’s a door.”

They opened the door and looked inside. At the far end of the basement they saw a weird looking saw horse. It had a padded center plank, and platforms on the legs.

“What the fuck is that?”

“Get on it,” giggled Lucy.

Todd climbed up on it and grinned. “Do you think Grandma tied people to this and did things to them?”

“Probably. Let’s see what’s in the next room.”

The next room held a cross at the far end. It was made out of wood, and though it was dusty it looked pretty polished. There were chains at the ends of the cross.

“Wow! I think this is called a St Andrews Cross. It’s used for whipping people!”

“Really?”

When they were feeling their way out of the room Lucy’s hand hit a switch. She clicked it and yellow light filled the room.

“Holy fuck!” The walls were hung with whips and paddles, butt plugs and dildos.

They ran around the room playing ass tag with the butt plugs. After a while they headed for the next room. They turned on the lights and stared in amazement. On the floor was a V shaped saddle, and a dildo painting towards it.

“Look. You can screw yourself with this machine.”

“Or you can tie somebody up and screw them.”

Lucy looked at Todd with a twisted smile. “We’re going to have to try some of this stuff out.”

Todd considered her statement. He was a gamer, this was reality, and for the first time in his life he considered the fact that reality might be better than digital reality.

There were more rooms. Rooms with spanking machines. And cages. And all manner of devices.

And they found a pair of pliers.

“Try not to damage the chastity tube,” said Todd. “I might want to wear it again.”

Lucy mumbled agreement and snipped the padlock off.

“Wow,” said Todd, looking at his dick, free and unencumbered for the first time in months.

It was small. It had shrunk in the chastity tube, and probably because of the estrogen he had been taking. It was only two and a half inches.

Lucy held it in her hand. “Man, talk about a teeny weeny.”

“It does feel good,” said Todd.

Lucy started stroking the little thing. She couldn’t get a good grip on it, and she finally went to her knees and began sucking on it.

Todd was in heaven. He had never really gotten into playing with himself. He was too busy with video games. But with her hot mouth sucking on his cock, and even taking his balls into her mouth, he suddenly realized what he had been missing.

“Fuck! I can’t cum!” And the profound implications of sexual denial, and of what had been done to him, became obvious.

Lucy stood up, they were face to face, breathing hard, and she leaned forward.

The kiss wasn’t like video games at all. It was sweet, and hot, and Lucy knew how to use her tongue. In a short while she had him back against a wall and was humping his leg.

But, like his realization concerning the useless of his cock, she realized that she wasn’t going to cum that way. She needed a dick. She backed her mouth off and they stood there in the gloom and stared at each other.

“I think,” said Lucy, “that we’ve been deprived.”

“We can’t fuck.”

Shortly afterward, somewhat crushed as the reality of their situation became obvious to them, they climbed out of the basement. They dusted each other off, looked at the sun and Lucy said, “We’ve got to get ready for dinner.”

They entered the mansion and made their ways to their rooms.

Todd took a shower, then began getting dressed.

Lucy, wearing boy’s clothes, was a quick change, and she came in to watch him.

“Man, we got fucked.”

“And all because of our greedy parents.”

“Fuckers.”

Todd sat down at his vanity and made his face up.

“Are you gonna stay a girl?”

“I’m pretty used to it,” he said.

“Maybe I could be a girl, but…but I’m pretty pissed right now.

“So what do you want to do about it?”

And that was the moment the winds shifted.


PART THREE

“Hey Mom!”

Martha smiled at Todd. He was so pretty in his pink dress, and he was so perfectly coiffed and made up. “How have you been, honey?”

“Great!” He kept his eyes smiley and opened the door wide.

Martha entered the house and looked around. “This was going to be hers. All hers. There was no way her Mother wouldn’t leave everything to Todd, and that meant to her.

Of course she might have to deal harshly with Todd, might even have to have him committed, have herself named conservator, but…that was okay. A girl had to do what a girl had to do.

So thinking, so congratulating herself, she walked into the living room and stopped. “Jimmy!”

One could see the family resemblance between the siblings. They had the same narrow eyes, the same body structure, especially as Martha had beefed up her body.

“Hey, Martha.”

They shook hands, and in the back of their eyes was disdain.

He snickered. “I see you made Todd into a little sissy.”

Her eyes squinched. “What do you know about it?”

He moved his mouth close to her ear and hissed, “I told you Mom wanted another daughter. I was lying. She really wanted another son.”

“Like you?” Martha glared at him.

“Like my daughter.”

At that moment Lucy entered the big room. She was wearing jeans and a tee shirt, all in black, not a sign of a boob.

“You…you…” but what Martha was going to say remained unsaid. Gwen, the mother and grandmother, entered the room.

“Hello, children.”

Both Jimmy and Martha gushed over the older woman, and they didn’t notice the gleam in their mother’s eyes.

“Well, we’re all here. Let’s sit down for a little dinner and I’ll tell you why I’ve called you all together.”

The family sat down at the big table in the dining room and Gwen brought out plate after delicious plate. There were ribs and chops and chicken. There were potatoes and sweet potatoes, piled high with butter. There were vegetables and slices of watermelon and cantaloup. It was a sumptuous feast, and Jimmy and Martha dig in.

“Oh, man, this is good,” said Jimmy.

“You outdid yourself, Mother,” over agreed Martha.

Gwen smiled. “Well, we should get down to it, shouldn’t we?”

“Of course, Mother.”

“Whatever you say, Mom.”

The two offspring glared at each other in between kissing their mother’s ass.

“Well, as you know, I am getting on in life, and some day I’ll be moving on.”

“Oh, no!”

“Don’t say that!”

Martha and Jimmy glared some more.

“But before I go I should choose somebody to leave my estate to. Before I do, I have a couple of questions to ask you. Jimmy, should people lie?”

“Of course not, Mother.”

“So why did you tell Martha I wanted a daughter?”

Martha grinned a victorious grin, but she was a little premature. Gwen turned to her.

“And, Martha, is it right to give your son drugs and make him into something he’s not?”

This caused panic to shoot through Martha. “But, Mother…”

Gwen held up her hand. “So I have decided to leave my estate to…Lucy and Todd.”

Martha and Jimmy both started blinking. They looked at each other They had both won, but considered that if the other won they had lost.

“Of course, there are stipulations, and I have made arrangements for you, Martha, and you, Jimmy.”

“You have?”

“What?”

“But Grandma,” Todd broke in. “We didn’t want to inherit your house! We love you, and we want you to live a long time.”

“I know, dear, but there are accounts to be paid.”

Todd didn’t really understand that, but Grandma continued.

“Martha and Jimmy, you will be paid a monthly stipend, but you will have to beg your children for it. And I have instructions for your children to follow before they share their wealth.”

“What is this shit?” snarled Jimmy. All his plans had been undone. He was going to have to beg for money? Money that should be rightfully his? Nonsense!

“I’m not sharing, or begging. I’ll sue!” Martha growled.

Grandma looked at her children and smiled. “Do you think you can hire better lawyers than those that helped me put together my will?

Martha and Jimmy went silent at that.

“So, Todd, Lucy, here are copies of the will. Since you are both over 18 you don’t have to show your parents what’s in the will. In fact, you don’t have to do anything your parents ask. If they ask for money, however…” she smiled. “Just follow the advice in the will.”

It was dark that night, the moon had set early, and Martha entered Todd’s room. “Are you okay, honey?”

“Of course, Mom.”

“You aren’t going to pay attention to that stupid, old will, are you?”

“Did you want some money?”

“Well, I’m okay, but…maybe a little cash would help tide me over.”

“Then let me show you what you’ll have to do to get it.”

Martha and Todd exited the room and fell in with Lucy and her father. Jimmy had apparently asked his daughter for money, too. The foursome walked downstairs and to the kitchen.

Todd opened the pantry and Lucy reached in and flicked a switch hidden under a shelf. Suddenly the shelves swung back and a stairway was revealed.

“What’s this?” asked Martha.

“I’ve never seen this!” blurted Jimmy.

Lucy and Todd turned on lights and walked down the stairs. Martha and Jimmy followed them.

“When we talked to Grandma about being turned into different sexes she was pretty upset, and she took us down here. We had already discovered it, but we were surprised to find out that she loves BDSM.”

They entered the big basement. it was lit in yellow light and quite gloomy. There were two horses pushed out to the center of the room.

“Get undressed,” commanded Lucy.

“Mom, you can choose one of the horses, and Uncle Jimmy can have the other.”

“You can’t be serious,” whispered Jimmy.

Lucy said, “Of course you don’t have to do this. You can leave right now. But if you want money…”

“Todd! This nonsense has to stop.”

“Funny, that’s the sort of thing I was yelling when you first wrestled me down and started turning me into a girl.”

Martha’s lips clamped together. She was a bit ashen because what she had done was being thrown back at her.

“You want to get on the horse there?”

It took a while, but Martha’s love of money was too strong. She lay on the horse and Lucy buckled her in.

“Uncle Jimmy?”

“But, honey, you can’t do this to us!” Martha’s eyes were wild.

Jimmy lay on his horse and was strapped on. His eyes were fixed on his sister, and they weren’t friendly eyes.

Todd and Lucy went into a room and came out holding various instruments of ‘pleasure.’

Lucy snapped the whip and smiled.

Jimmy swung the paddle and hit his hand. “Ow.” Then he looked up with a grin.

“Mom, the point here is that only one of you will get money. The one that lasts the longest.”

“Dad? Do you remember when you told me I had to toughen up if I wanted to be a man?”

“Uh…”

“Well, I really didn’t want to be a man.”

WISSS SNAP!

“OW!” Jimmy yelled. There was a bright, red line on his butt.

“Mom? Do you remember when you wrestled me down and spanked me?”

“But…honey…”

WISSS SMACK!

“OW!”

Yet, under the pain, Jimmy and Martha glared at each other. They wanted the other to suffer, and therein was the nefariousness of their hatred. They would each hold out as long as they could, and suffer more and more that the other would suffer more and more.

Around and around the tables Jimmy and Lucy walked. Sometimes they spoke to their parents, sometimes they spoke to each other. Always their arms went up and down. The paddle cracked, the whip snapped, the greedy, avaricious parents glared at each other.

“I’ve been working with weights, Mom. Do I feel stronger?”

“You’re doing wonderful, honey.” WISSS SMACK! And tears fell gleefully from Martha’s eyes.

“Can a girl be as strong as a boy, Daddy?”

“Of course she can!” WISSS SNAP! And he groaned, and his tears fell on the floor.

After an hour Todd and Lucy put down their whip and paddle. “Time for a break, folks.”

“What? But he hasn’t given up, yet!”

“I can last longer than that bitch!”

“Don’t worry. We’ll be back.”

Lucy and Todd went to a room at the end of the basement. Inside was a large, comfortable bed. They took off their clothes and Lucy got on the bed on all fours. “That stuff sure makes me horny.”

“You’re not kidding,” agreed Todd, fastening the strap on around his hips. He moved up to Lucy and touched her hole.

Lucy shivered. “God. That feels good.”

“It’s about to feel better.”

Todd moved forward and penetrated her with the big dildo. It was much bigger than his own two inch weenie, and he shoved it slowly into Lucy’s cunt.

“Oh, fuck!” she moaned.

She could feel Todd’s breasts laying on her back. She loved the feeling of his hands reaching around and grabbing them.

As Tod rammed his cock into her again and again, he asked, “Aren’t you glad Grandma told us about this way of having sex?”

“She’s the best,” she rubbed her nub as Todd drove into her. She wiggled her butt and felt his plastic weenie scour her insides.

For a long time they moved back and forth, in and out, and then Lucy began to cum. Todd grinned and gave it extra, and she ended up shrieking with pleasure.

They lay there then, entwined, exhausted, and satisfied.

In the basement they heard the sound of Martha and Jimmy cursing at each other.

Jimmy grinned. “Okay, here you go.” He unbuckled the strap on and handed it to her.

Lucy buckled the straps to her hips and smeared lubricant all over the fake penis. “Okay, baby, here you go.”

She drove the big weenie into him, and he lurched forward and moaned.

“Man,” he said, laying on his belly as she pumped his rump, “Why would I go back to having a weenie after this?”

Lucy grinned and reached around with her hands. One hand took his package in hand, the other hand played with his breasts. “You shouldn’t, and you’d better not.”

They both laughed, then he groaned as she penetrated him again and again.

Upstairs, laying on her big poster bed, Grandma and the limo driver watched the goings on on a big screen TV. One half of the screen showed Todd and Lucy, the other half showed Martha and Jimmy.

“Man,” said the limo driver. “Those two are really going at it.” He watched Lucy sinking her cock to the hilt time and again and smiled.

On the other half of the screen Jimmy and Martha snarled and cursed and hated each other.

“Where did I go wrong,” said Grandma.

The limo driver just grunted. “You didn’t. They make their own choices.”

“Yes, but they hate each other so much.”

“Well, you know what they say…”

Grandma looked at the limo driver. “What?”

“You always hurt the one you love.”

Grandma barked a laugh, then she pushed the limo driver’s head down and said, “Stop talking and start eating.”

END
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Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed.

The Feminization Games


Grandma Feminized Me!

A summer with Grandma turns into

Feminization, crossdressing and chastity!


PART ONE

“Patricia!” yelled Lannie Macomber.

Upstairs the twins groaned. They each came out of their rooms and grabbed a suitcase.

Physically, though they were male and female, the twins were alike. They were both slender, though Tricia possessed a fine set of breasts. Pat possessed the apparatus between his thighs.

“Coming!” they yelled back. Their voices synchronized, as they often did. Male and female they might be, but they were startlingly alike in speaking and even thinking.

Lannie smiled as her two children came down the stairs. They were truly beautiful children. Blonde, blue-eyed. Though Pat really needed a haircut. His hair was almost as long as Tricia’s.

“If you two slugs will get a move on we can get up to the cabin before the summer is over.”

“It’s her fault,” quipped Pat.

“It’s his fault,” responded Tricia. “And will you stop calling us ‘Patricia?’ We’ve got separate names, you know.”

“Why, honey, I am calling you by your separate names,” Lannie answered innocently. Pat and Tricia. Pat…Tricia. Patricia.”

“Har dee har,” grumbled Pat.

Lannie smiled, locked the house, and headed down the front steps.

Pat and Tricia pushed their suitcases into the back of the SUV and piled into the back seat.

Lannie slipped behind the wheel and started the car. She checked her mirror, then backed into the street. In a moment they were zipping along, the radio whispering oldies, the gas tank full, and 400 miles starting to disappear.

“You children forget anything?”

“Nope.”

“Nope.”

“Mom! Tricia forgot her brain!” Pat yowled.

“That was your brain I forgot, dickless.”

Lannie looked in the mirror, “Tricia?”

“What? He starts it and I finish and I get in trouble. Is that fair?”

“Shut up, boob face.”

“Pat!” Lannie wasn’t fond of sexual references in their insults. Not that sex was a taboo subject, it was just…inappropriate.

“Well, geez…”

“That did it. You children will get along, or you’ll wear each other’s clothes.”

That shut them up. That was the ultimate punishment. Oh, it wasn’t too bad for Tricia, she could wear male clothes, though she didn’t like it, but Pat certainly didn’t want to wear a dress. The few times he had done that he had almost died of embarrassment. He had been so caved in that even Tricia felt sorry for him.

The journey became a relatively quiet one. Just the whisper of the road, the old tunes that one cold sing along with, and a big country passing by.

In the back seat the twins settle down to reading. Tricia was engrossed in her collection of fashion magazines. She was turning into a regular beauty queen. She was probably going to end up running a beauty parlor. She knew more than Lannie about make up and styles and such.

Pat was reading his Kindle. She wondered what book could keep him so. quiet and entertained.

Pat scrolled through the pages. The author he had just discovered was Grace Mansfield, and she was hot. The only trouble was he had to keep adjusting his shorts. They kept getting too tight.

Tricia noted her brother squirming and grinned. He had shown her one of the books he was reading, and she had to agree it was hot. So hot that he was having physical reactions down in pants land.

Well, that was okay, as long as he didn’t jack off in front of her. Then she smiled and thought about it. On the other hand…heh heh.

Lannie smiled and enjoyed the drive. 400 miles was six to seven hours, and the roads were not crowded.

Mile after mile passed by, and Lannie glanced at the fuel gauge. It was okay, but they should stop for lunch. She watch the bulletin boards and saw the Jimmie Dean monument coming up. There was a restaurant there, so she pulled onto the gravel parking lot and parked under a big Oak.

“Okay, kids. Let’s have some lunch.”

“Be right there, Mom. Got to put my shoes on.”

Lannie headed into the restaurant and Tricia looked up at her brother as she tied laces, “How’s it going, boner butt.”

Between themselves they spoke as sexually as they wanted. They were brother and sister, after all, the same age, going through similar phases, be they male and female.

“Man, this bitch is hot. I’ve had a boner all morning.”

“So I noticed. You gonna jack off while mom is driving?”

“Puh-lease!” he sniffed. Then grinned. “I can wait.”

“Wait till you’re an old man who can’t get it up.” Tricia chortled as she grabbed his crotch.

“Hey!”

But she was already out of the car. She had goosed and run, her favorite sport. As long as she was the gooser and not the goosee.

A moment later, adjusting his shorts, Pat followed along.

Inside the restaurant they sat at a table and ordered burgers and shakes. One of the rare differences between the twins, Pat liked chocolate and Tricia liked strawberry.

“Who’s James Dean, Mom?”

“Movie star last century.”

“Hunh. He’s handsome enough, but what was the big deal?”

“He was so talented and handsome…and so young. His death was a tragedy. Remember that, children, make hay while the sun shines.”

“Whatever that means,” mumbled Pat over a bite of burger.

“It means live while you can,” explained his mother.

“Yeah, boner brain. Carpet Die ‘em. Says the day.”

Lannie gave her daughter a warning look. “Language. And besides, it’s carpe diem, which means ‘seize the day.’”

“Says the day, ha!” Pat chuckled.

They finished their lunch and hopped into the car. Shortly they were zipping along, Tricia back into fashion and Pat rubbing his pants as he read about, of all things, men who wanted to turn into women.

Reading the salacious descriptions, he thought about that. On one hand, he would never want to turn into a woman. On the other hand…it sure was making him hard.

They drove for two more hours, then Lannie turned the car left and headed up into the coastal mountains. “Almost there,” she said cheerfully.

“Almost being another hour or two of wiggling up through the mountains like a snake.”

“A snake with no shoes,” added Pat.

“And a bellyache.”

“And no pepto bismal.”

“And a hole in his sweater.”

“And no needle and thread.”

“And a fanny pack.”

“And a…”

As the twins vied with each other in their favorite ‘outdo each other’ word game Lannie guided the car up the hills. It was a windy route, but it was fun. Oddly, Grandma lived only a couple of miles above highway one on the other side, but there was no road to her house on the other side so they had to go all the way over the mountains.

Mile after mile passed, and the children started leaping from side to side with each curve, pretending their mother was driving too fast.

“Slow down, Mom!”

“I’m getting sick!” Pat yelled, and, “BLAH!” he faked throwing up on Tricia.

Lannie had to laugh, and she kept the SUV trucking up the hill.

One hour and 49 minutes later they turned into Grandma’s driveway. Only another two miles.

Then one mile.

Finally Lannie turned the car through a gate and parked under a couple of trees. Everybody jumped out and looked at the house.

It was big. Two stories. And alone in the wilderness.

Oh, there were neighbors, a mile down the road were two. A mile up the road was one. But they were alone. No TV. In the wilds.

“Grandma!” yelled Tricia, and she ran for the porch.

Pat was right behind her.

Lannie unfolded from behind the steering wheel and stretched. It had been a long drive, but the fresh air, the closeness of family, it was ten times worth it.

“Patricia!” she yelled.

Pat and Tricia groaned and looked down from the porch.

“Don’t forget your suitcases!”

The children unhugged their grandmother and headed back to the car.

The kids tossed their clothes on the beds in their rooms—Grandma’s house was huge, so there were lots of extra rooms—then they came back down. Grandma always had fresh chocolate chip cookies ready for them.

“Hey, guys, are you ready for a hike?” Lannie asked, when they had their hands empty and their bellies full.

“Sure,” chirped Tricia.

“I guess,” agreed Pat, who really wanted to stay on his bunk and keep reading his book.

“All right. Why don’t you get your suits on and we can hike over to the lake.”

Quickly the kids ran upstairs.

Tricia opened her suitcase, found her swim suit and put it on. It was a bikini, but not a skimpy one like she wanted.

Pat opened his suitcase and stared. He closed it up and went into Tricia’s room.

“Hey! A little privacy!”

“Sorry, but but, I’ve got your suitcase.”

“No you don’t.”

“I do. Look.”

Pat opened the suitcase. Tricia’s clothes were all neatly folded.

Tricia blinked. “That’s not right. Look.” She pointed to the floor where her own suitcase was open. In it were dresses and underwear.

“But if this is…”

“Oh, no!” And Pat let out a howl. ”MA-A-A-A!”

Downstairs Lannie and Grandma looked at each other.

“What now?” muttered Lannie.

Pat came down the stairs before she could go up, and his face revealed his misery. “My suitcase…it’s filled with Tricia’s stuff.”

“What?”

They traipsed upstairs and looked at Pat’s suitcase. Lannie stared at the suitcase in confusion. “But…why didn’t you pack your suitcase?”

“Because I saw it in the hallway and it was already packed. I figured you packed it.”

“I packed for Tricia.”

“I packed for myself,” blurted Tricia.

The three stood for a moment and looked at each other. Grandma made it to the top of the stairs and asked, “What’s the problem?”

Tricia started to giggle. Lannie smothered a laugh. “We just have a little kerfuffle.”

“A little one? What am I going to wear?”

“What you brought, girly boy.”

“Shut up.”

“Quiet down, kids.” Then Lannie explained the mix up to Grandma.

Grandma grinned. “So you wanted to dress like a girl this summer.”

“NO!”

“Easy, Pat. Just take it easy. Tricia, do you have any pants?”

“I didn’t bring any pants. I wouldn’t want to share with him any way.”

“You might have to.” At Tricia’s look of outrage Lannie added, “Share the clothes he brought with him.”

“Well,” she said with a grin, “I guess I can let him wear my dresses.”

“I’m not going to wear dresses!”

“Well, you’re going to have to wear something. Those shorts of yours are already dirty.”

“We can wash them,” offered Granny. “You can wear a sheet until they’re dry.”

“There you go. Now come on, let’s go swimming. When you get back we can wash your shorts.”

Pat was miserable, but he really had no choice. “I could stay home.”

“And miss out on the lake? You know you kids love that lake. Come on.”

So they pulled him along and he groused…but he went.

The lake was a quarter mile across with several beaches. Grandma kept an old, aluminum row boat ashore and they dragged it down to the water.

Lannie and Grandma sat on the shore and watched and chatted like mothers and daughters do. Pat rowed and Tricia dragged her hand in the water. She looked up at her brother and smiled.

“You’re going to have to wear my clothes this summer.”

“Come on,” his face was red, and it wasn’t all from pulling oars.

“Hey, I’ve seen those books you’ve been reading. I think you’re going to have fun.”

“Dressing like a girl?”

“Look, boner brain, you know I don’t care. And mom doesn’t care. And it doesn’t look like Grandma even cares. So what’s the big deal?”

“You’re just trying to make fun of me.”

“Actually, and surprisingly, no. Sure, it’s funny, and I’ve had my laugh, but you know we usually hang out a lot, and I don’t want you sulking in the house while I hike the hills. I don’t feel like having a lonely summer just because you’re freaky over a bunch of clothes.”

His face looked pretty grumpy and he kept pulling on the oars.

“So what’s the difference between panties and your BVDs? They go around your waist, you’ve got two holes for the legs…I mean what are underwear for?”

He was silent. But listening closely.

“Oh, I know. Boys pants have a dick in them. Did you know, I shouldn’t tell you this, but last year I went to school with two golf balls and a hot dog in my panties.”

“What?”

“Serious. Just one day. I just wanted to see what it felt like to have a package, to have things in my undies like you have.”

He stared at her.

“It got boring real quick, and when I got to school I got rid of that stuff real quick. Never told anybody. Heck, they’d make fun of me. But I’m telling you. You can make fun of me, or you can realize that nobody really cares.”

“Yeah, but…dresses?”

“Dresses are cool. They’re cooler than pants, and it feels good when you run, or just when a breeze comes along and cools you down there.”

“Really?”

“Really. And it’s fun to let your dress rise up a bit. All the boys go crazy.”

“Come on.” He was starting to get red.

“Not that your legs would…you know, make a boy horny. But…just talkin’.

Pat was silent after that. He was thinking. He was thinking of the things he was reading, and what it would be like to dress like a girl…

“Oh, my gosh! Did you see that?”

“What.”

Tricia was looking over the side of the boat.

“In the weeds, all tangled up!”

“Where?” Pat stood up and looked over the edge.

Tricia, of course, gave him a shove.

Tricia rowed and Pat swam after. He kept yelling threats, but he didn’t mean any of them. He loved to swim. And he kept feeling the water sluice through his shorts and wash over his package.

Dress like a girl. Hmm.

Pat’s shorts were soaking wet when they started back for the house. He walked behind the three women and thought about what Tricia had told him. He had a feeling he was talking himself into something.

At the house Pat went upstairs, stripped his shorts and tee shirt off and wrapped himself in a sheet. He went out to the hallway and handed his clothes to Tricia. He went back into his room and picked up his kindle and began reading.

Tricia headed downstair and out to the back porch. She put the clothes in the washer, then, smiling, she poured in some bleach. Laughing to herself, she headed back into the house.

Two hours later it was dinner time. Grandma called everybody down to the table. Pat walked out of his room wearing a sheet like it was a toga. He leaned over the railing and called down to his sister. “Can you get my shorts?”

“Sure.” Tricia trotted out to the back porch. She lifted his shorts out of the drier and snickered. They were bleached, and the bleach had eaten through his shorts in several places, including the crotch. She carried the mangled shorts into the kitchen and put on her best ‘disaster’ face.

“Oh, Mom! Pat is going to kill me! I grabbed the bleach instead of the soap!” She held up the shorts and Grandma and Lannie stared at them.

“Oh, Lord,” whispered Lannie.

Grandma chuckled.

“Well, I suppose you want me to break the news to him.”

“I’m sorry! I really didn’t mean to…it was an accident!”

Behind Tricia Grandma rolled her eyes.

Lannie sighed and walked upstairs. And she withheld a chuckle. Her children were practical jokers, and this was a good one. That said, she put on her soberest face and tapped on Pat’s door.

He opened it and had a big smile on his face.

Lannie held the shorts up and Pat’s face transformed into shock and misery.

“What the fuck…” He took them and stuck his hand through the hole in the crotch.

“Language, young man.”

He looked at her. “Tricia did this on purpose.”

Lannie pushed into the room. “Sit down.”

The sheet wrapped around him, Pat sat on the bed.

Lannie sat next to him.

“No proof, but I’ll bet you’re right.”

Pat was seething, but helpless. “Wait until I…”

“You could kick her in the butt, and get yourself in trouble, and I could ground you and you’d be miserable, or…”

“Or what?” he groaned.

“The best revenge is to show that her joke didn’t get to you.”

“Huh?”

“She’s going to laugh and point the finger at you and have a great time when you get all red and mad and flustered.”

Pat looked totally miserable at that scenario.

“Or…you can act like nothing happened. Take the sting out of her stinger. Spit out the poison. She laughs and you merely look at her. No effect. You win.”

Pat thought about it. It could work. “But what about this?” he plucked at his sheet. “If I’m going to be wearing this, then…”

“You know that pink dress I bought her last month? On sale?”

He did.

“Wear it. Wear her best dress, flaunt it. She’ll be the one who’s mad.”

He blinked. It would work. It could…but he would have to wear a dress.

“Unless you want her to beat you.”

There it was. The manipulation that Pat couldn’t withstand.

“I’ll do it,” he growled.

“Okay. I’ll go get it. You stay right here.”

Lannie disappeared for a minute. When she came back in she was holding not just the dress, but panties and a bra.

Pat looked at the bra with misgivings.

Lannie just smiled. “Be the whole package. This is her favorite bra.”

“Well…”

“Look, just try it on. Model it for me. I’ve got to get something and I’ll be back in a minute. Just put those clothes on and wait here.”

Lannie left the room and trotted downstairs.

Tricia was talking to Grandma, a smirk on her face, but the smirk left her face when her mother entered the kitchen. “Is he mad?”

“I wouldn’t want to be near him for a while. Mom? Can I talk to you for a second?”

Tricia frowned and took a cookie. She wasn’t supposed to spoil her dinner, but she needed a little lift. This was supposed to be funny, but it wasn’t working out that way.

Lannie talked to Grandma on the back steps for twenty seconds, then she strode rapidly through the kitchen.

“What was that about?” asked Lannie when Grandma came back in.

“Nothing.” But her eyes twinkled.

Upstairs Pat figured out how to put on the bra. He had seen girls do this on TV, so he put it on with the clasp in front, then spun it around and stuck his arms through it.

He looked at himself in the mirror. He looked ridiculous.

Then he realized he had a boner. He quickly put on the panties and the dress to hide it.

Again, he looked in the mirror.

Hmm. Actually, he sort of looked like his sister. If he combed his hair out a little…and that was how Lannie found him, combing his hair into a more feminine look, when she walked into the room.

“Here you go,” she said, and she pulled the dress out and pushed a breast form into a cup. Then the other one.

“What the…” Pat looked down at his chest. He was now stacked. Maybe even bigger than Lannie.

“Now the bra won’t be a saggy thing, and your dress will fit properly.”

She pulled him in front of the mirror and linked arms.

He stared. Damn. His body did look feminine.

His mother saw his comb and picked it up. She began combing it, teasing it a bit, and it fluffed out and looked almost like Tricia’s.

“There you go. When Tricia sees you she’s going to die of envy.”

“Really?”

“You’e a better Tricia than Tricia,” Lannie giggled. Her good mood was infectious, and Pat actually grinned.

“Come on. Let’s head downstairs and show that bitch what is cookin’. She linked arms with her son and escorted him out to the hallway and down the stairs.

They entered the kitchen and Tricia’s mouth opened in shock. “What are you…”

“Good evening, Tricia number two,” Grandma hugged Pat briefly. “Have a seat and I’ll serve you.”

“That’s my best dress!”

“It certainly is. And it fits you perfectly, right Tricia Two?”

“And it’s cool. Keeps my, uh, legs cool.”

Tricia stood up and looked about to yell.

“Sit down, Tricia One.” Lannie spoke with intention and Tricia One looked at her. “You can dish it out, but can you take it.”

Tricia Two sat down across from Tricia one and smiled at her.

She made a face at him.

Grandma, grinning, plopped potatoes down on plates and brought in a platter of pork chops.

They ate silently, withholding laughter. Except for Tricia who was withholding anger.

Pat suddenly started mimicking Tricia. When she took a spoonful of potatoes so did he. When she lifted a fork he lifted his in exactly the same manner.

It was like watching a person in a mirror.

Then Pat sat back and put a hand under his curls and said, “I sure am beautiful today.”

Lannie lost it first. Grandma was a snort behind. And, finally, thirty seconds later, Tricia grinned.

“Okay, brother dear. But you better take care of my dress.”

Pat put a bland look on his face. “If I fart will this dress lift up?”

“Don’t you dare fart in my clothes!”

Everybody laughed then, and Grandma went to the fridge and got out the ice cream.

It was a slow evening, with Grandma and Lannie reading, and Pat and Tricia playing cards. Two man solitaire, which was an oxymoron but a lot of fun.

Pat wore his dress and acted normal. Except for the big boner that kept rising up at odd times. When it happened he stayed seated and waited and blushed and tried to not blush.

Tricia had an idea what was happening because Pat would suddenly grow quiet.

“Ha! Won again.”

Pat gathered up his cards and stayed seated.

Lannie yawned and stood up.”I’ve had all I can stand and I can’t stand no more. Good night.”

“We’re going to stay up all night,” said Tricia.

“Knock yourselves out,” Lannie smiled and headed upstairs to her room. Shortly the house was quiet except for the shuffle and slap of cards.

Tricia played quietly, a wan smile on her face, and waited until she was sure everybody was asleep.

“You’ve got a boner.”

“Come on. I have not.”

“Heck, you turn red in the face every ten minutes or so. I’ll bet my panties are rubbing your cock the right way. And that dress must feel fantastic. And I’ll bet it’s really cool to have actual tits on your chest.”

Pat started to say something, but stopped. He was embarrassed but…it was the truth. “It is sort of weird,” he whispered.

“Ha! I knew it. And I’m going to dress you up all summer. This is going to be so cool.”

“All summer?” Dread was in his voice, but excitement, too.

“All summer. We need to shave your legs and put nylons on you and everything. You’re going to be so blown out.”

Suddenly Pat’s face began to get red again.

“I knew it. Just talking about this stuff is giving you erections.”

There was nothing Pat could say to it.

“I want to see your dick.”
Pat looked up in shock. “What?”

“Shhh! I’ve never seen a dick, especially a real, live hard one. I want to see it.”

“Well, you aren’t.”

“Are you going to masturbate tonight?”

“We can’t be talking about this. You’re my sister!”

“We’re 18, that’s adults, and we can talk about anything we want. Besides, it’s not like I’m going to fuck you.”

Pat felt the sensations of relief and disappointment at the same time. He was relieved because all this sex talk was making him nervous. He was disappointed because, truth, he had thought about fucking his sister.

But he wasn’t going to do that. And not just because she said she wouldn’t.

Maybe some day, but not this summer.

“So when can I watch you jack off?”

“Never.”

“Come on. You wear my underwear. It’s my underwear that’s making you so hard, why not?”

Pat was silent for a while after that question. Tricia was right, it was her underwear, her dress, that was making him stiff. And what would it matter if she saw his dick? As long as she didn’t touch it or something.

“What can I do to convince you to do this?”

“Nothing.”

“I’ll show you my privates. I’ll let you see my pussy. You can even touch my tits.”

SPROING! Pat had been surging and waning before, but now he was hard as a rock. A hard rock. A hard rock with a hard on.

“Man, you are so red. You must be so fucking hard.”

And Pat said, “I’ll think about it.”

Tricia was smart enough to accept that for an answer. Heck, this was like fishing. She was going to have to put the bait in the water a bunch of times before Pat bit.

“Fair enough.”

They went back to playing cards, but now every time one of them looked at the other it was obvious what was on their minds.

They gave up on the cards at two in the morning. They hit the kitchen for milk and cookies and sat on the porch swing bench and watched the night sky. It was a moonless night and this far up in the mountains they were truly closer to God. A zillion stars winked at them and there was nothing else.

Tricia idly pushed a foot against the porch planks and the swung bench moved back and forth gently. They talked about college. They talked about kids they knew. They talked about the bits and pieces of their lives.

“Are you still a virgin?” asked Pat.

“Sadly, yes.”

“Why sad?”

“Because I’m the oldest virgin in the world.

“Come on.”

“You know Annie Keefer?”

“Yeah?”

“She had her cherry popped when she was eleven.”

“No!”

“That’s what she says, and she’s got a look about her that says she’s telling the truth.

“Eleven years old. Damn!”

“And you?”

“Oh, Hell. Yes.”

“Why? You’ve had chances, haven’t you?”

“Not really. Every time I get a girl alone somebody shows up. I go over to a girl’s house and her parents stalk me, peek around corners, look at me like I’m pubic enemy number one.”

“Pubic…he! That’s good. He’s a pubic enemy and he has a big gun.”

In the darkness Pat was careful not to rock the swing as he slid his hand under his dress and into his panties. Tricia kept talking and never noticed.

“Big gun with lots of bullets. The gift that keeps on giving.”

“Got to cock it,” said  Pat. He was rubbing the under the head of his dick. That soft area that was so damned sensitive.

“So that’s why they call it a cock.”

“They should call it a rocket. It looks like one and it’s ready to blast off.” He was breathing harder and struggling not to let Tricia know.

“Instead of jet propelled it’s sperm propelled.”

They laughed, and Pat disguised his harsh breathing with his laugh. He stifled a groan. He was getting close. Just a little more rub a dub dub and he would shoot.

“What you want to do tomorrow?”

“More hike, more swim, break into the wine cabinet.”

“Mom would kill you!”

“Probably, but I’d be too drunk to care.”

He was talking to disguise it…it was coming…it was shooting up his shaft.

“You realize that I’m serious about dressing you up?”

He grunted, an answer that popped out of him and he tried to make sound like an acknowledgement. Sperm began spurting into his hand. He was making a mess of his panties, but he didn’t care. He just let the motion of the swing move him and felt that wonderful bliss that a good orgasm gives.

“I’m going to make you wear nylons, and I’ve got high heels! Oh, Lord, I have to see you in high heels.”

Pat yawned. He had squirted. He was done. He stood up. “”Well, I’ve had all I can stand and I can’t stand no more.”

“You’re going to bed? Already?”

He sashayed past her and reached out a hand and patted her check, and smeared sperm all over her face.

“Ew! What’s that?”

“I’ll never tell,” and he ran into the house.

Tricia got it then. “You fuck!” she whispered. Outraged and delighted at the same time. “I can’t believe you…”

She ran into the house after him, but he was halfway up the stairs, holding his laughter in with his unspermed hand.

Tricia looked at her hand…and marveled. He had jacked off right next to her and she had never suspected. The twerp had actually slapped her with sperm. She had it on her face and hand. She sniffed it, but she couldn’t bring herself to lick it. Maybe next time. And she followed her brother up the stairs.


PART TWO

Pat awoke to the sound of Tricia in his room. She was digging through the suitcase he had brought, selecting clothes.

“This bra will fit you better, and you need to go shave your legs.”

He woke up all the way, didn’t yawn because he was getting excited. And his cock showed it. He had jacked off the night before and he was already hard. He had dreamed of himself in dresses all night long.

“I don’t have much hair on my legs.”

“You’re hairier than King Kong.”

“King Kong never shaved his legs.”

Tricia glared at him. “Get up and get going.”

Pat had a problem. He was harder than a rock and Tricia was right there. Then, inspired, he threw the covers off and stood up. “Okay.”

Tricia’s mouth opened and she stared at his boner. It was seven inches and red and throbbing. “Fuck!” she whispered.

Pat sauntered past her. She was squatting over the suitcase and staring at her, and just as he passed he turned quickly. His cock slapped her in the face.

She was so surprised she moved backwards and fell on her butt. She stared at his buns as he entered the bathroom.

Pat was snickering, holding in laughter. That had been worth it. He opened the medicine cabinet to look for a razor and stopped. Oh, crap.

“Hey!”

Tricia turned at looked at her naked brother. He was holding a bottle of Nair.

“Do I dare?”

She grinned. “You bet. You need any help?”

“I can’t reach my back.”

They stood in the bathroom and he slathered the Nair on his arms and chest. She spread it over his back, then she squatted and did his legs. And found herself face to face with his cock.

Holy fuck! She stared at the bobbing, throbbing member. It really was like a rocket.

“You gonna get my pubic area?”

Damn! Of course she was! She smeared the goo into his nether regions. She didn’t touch his cock because it was hairless, but she did put some on his balls.

“Fuck!” He whimpered and his legs buckled.

She stood up and they stared at each other. They didn’t say anything, they just stared and felt the excitement coursing through them.

“Heysoos. I’ve never been so turned on.”

“Can you jack off again?”

He shook his head. “But maybe I can tonight. We can stay up late and I’ll let you watch.”

She suddenly grabbed his hand and put it on her tit.

His eyes grew wide.

She nodded.

He felt her boob. He felt the softness. He felt the nipple.

“Man, that feels good,” she moaned.

Suddenly he began to feel the heat. “This stuff is getting hot! It’s almost burning!”

“Quick, get into the shower.”

He did, and turned on the water, and they watched as his light, curly hair washed off his body.

“Man, there’s nothing he left!” He looked at his arms and legs, then bent over to see that his groin was completely bald. “Wow!”

Tricia laughed. “Dry off and come out. I’ve got your clothes all ready.”

A minute later Pat was in the bedroom and pulling on panties. “This isn’t going to hide my dick.”

“The dress is short and it flares out. You’ll be able to be as bony as you want and nobody will see.”

He was doubtful, his dick was really out there, but he slipped into the bra and put his breast forms into the cups.

“Geez. You’re stacked. You got more than me.”

He just grinned, then struggled into the dress. It was a light blue and covered him well on top. Nobody would ever know that his tits were falsies.

“Comb your hair, try to make it like mine, I’ll be back in a second.”

Pat found a hair brush in the suitcase and began teasing his hair the way he had seen Tricia tease her hair. He ran the brush under water, flicked it off, then stroked up from the neck and brushed his hair from the bottom. The result was that his hair bulged out and turned in.

Tricia returned, and she was wearing a similar dress, but light purple. She took a place next to him in front of the mirror and began teasing her own hair. It took them about fifteen minutes, but when they were done their hair was almost identical.

They put on their shoes, then Tricia said, “Wait a minute.”

She dug into her purse and took out a tube of pink lipstick. “We are going to so fool Mom!”

Pat was trembling as she painted his lips. For a minute he thought he was going to cum again, just from her putting make up on him, but his dick still wasn’t ready. It just bounced inside his panties and pushed the dress out.

“You want to really fool Mom?”

“Uh…sure.”

“Okay, I’m going to curl your eyelashes, make them a little longer and fuller. I won’t wear any eye make up.”

Pat stood there as Tricia curled his lashes and added mascara. He gulped, and she giggled. “Really getting turned on by this, aren’t you.”

“Yeah.” His voice didn’t even sound like his.

“Okay, one last thing.” She bundled up a pair of nylons and lifted her dress and put them in her panties.

“What are you doing.”

“Use a shoe string and tie your dick down.”

He blinked, but he took the shoe string she offered and pulled his panties down and sat down. She watched, utterly enthralled, as he tied the string around the lip of the head of his dick. He stood up and groaned as he pulled his dick down, then he tied the string around his thigh. It was barely long enough, and it made it hard to stand up. He straightened up but was still bent over.

“Can you straighten up?”

“I can when we get down there.”

“Okay,” she giggled. “You look funny, a little old man in a dress.”

“Let’s get this done before my dick breaks.”

They headed out of the room and down the stairs.

Lannie and Grandma were sitting on the swing bench on the porch. A flock of ducks were grazing the front lawn and they talked in low voices so as not to scare them. Suddenly the front door opened and Pat and Tricia filed out. They faced their mother and grandmother and didn’t say a word.

Lannie took them in, and immediately figured out what they were doing. And she knew which ‘daughter’ was which.

Grandma said, “I can’t tell. I can’t tell them apart.”

Lannie smiled. “Pat is on the right, Tricia is on the left.”

“Mother! How did you know?”

“The eye make up was good, but not enough. And the, uh…package down below. It just doesn’t seem real.”

“Not poke-y enough,” agreed Grandma, following her daughter’s explanation. “But they certainly had me fooled.

“You can’t fool a mother. But…your bulge down there isn’t real enough, but…how did you hide Pat’s?”

Pat chose that moment to sit down and bend over.

“We tied his thing down with a shoelace.”

Pat turned his chair around to face the other way. He couldn’t take it any more. He reached under his dress and untied the shoelace where it went around his thigh. “Oh, Man!” He sighed in relief and turned back around.

He was unaware that the shoelace was visible under the hem of his dress.

Tricia saw it and giggled. Lannie smiled. Grandma breathed on her lenses and cleaned her glasses.

“You’re going to have to make up both your eyes, then I probably couldn’t tell, if it wasn’t for Pat’s uh….’problem.’”

Pat was sitting down, but his cock lifted the dress just enough to be seen. He started to turn red.

Grandma put her glasses back on and considered the two children. She cleared her throat and everybody looked at her.

“I shouldn’t tell you this, but…there’s something we can do to hide Pat’s penis and make him even more girl like.”

Pat looked up. He was actually in a little shock. He was sitting in a chair with his sister, mother and grandmother, dressed like a girl, and they were treating him like it was all good and normal.

“What’s that, Mother?” asked Lannie.

“Well, Pat has to go around like a girl this summer, and the more girlish he looks the easier it will be for him. So we should help him.”

They waited.

She blurted, “Your grandfather used to wear a chastity belt.”

Three jaws dropped, and Grandma hurried on. “I know, it’s a bit much, but…your grandfather was a cross dresser. He wore a device, it’s called a chastity tube, on himself all the time. Never a bulge, no pain, but it was rough on him. In a good way, of course.”

The children pulled their chairs around and faced their grandmother.

“Grandpa wore dresses?”

“He was a crossdresser? Like…really?”

“Really and truly. We used to love to go over the hill and have dinner and go to the movies. Nobody knew us, they all figure we were two girls. Maybe they even thought we were Lesbians, we would get so turned on we couldn’t stop touching each other, but what did we care? We’d never see those people again, and we were in it for each other.”

“Carpe diem,” whispered Tricia.

“Anyway, I’ve still got his chastity tubes—he had a complete collection, made many of them himself—would you like to try one on? When your thingie runs down, that is?”

Pat and Tricia and Lannie all exchanged looks.

“Of course he does!” blurted Tricia.

Lannie looked askance at him. “Pat? What do you say?”

Pat was once again turning a nice shade of red. But there was no way he was going to say no. Not after coming so far.

“Okay.”

Grandma led them up stairs to her room.

The master bedroom had a big poster bed, probably a hundred years old, but it was sturdy. There was a big dresser next to the closet, and a Queen Anne chair on the other side. Grandma walked into the closet and came out a minute later with a shoe box. She opened the box and placed it on the bed.

“He made this one,” she said, holding up a thing that looked like a big thimble coated in rubber with a strip of rubberized plumber’s tape. “He liked it, but as the market grew he found it wasn’t as secure or comfortable as some of the ones he bought.”

She passed the tube to the others and they handled it. Pat looked at the padlock on it with misgivings.

“Here’s his first plastic model. We used to love watching his penis try to get hard. The flesh would squeeze out the sides and I was always scared he’d hurt something.”

It was an old CB-2000. Original model with little plastic bars.

“Here’s his favorite, but you can’t wear it unless you have your penis pierced.” She held up a heavy, silver slug-looking thing. There was no ring to go around his balls, just a little piece of metal at the end with an eye hole. “You slip this on, put this through your piercing, and zingo bingo, you are one locked puppy. Totally escape proof.”

She lifted out a sleek pair of metal panties. “Can’t get out of this one, either. You put your peeny into the little tube behind the front plate, lock up the whole thing….I love the way this looks, the only problem is you can’t spank him.”

Pat blinked and stared at his grandmother.

Tricia chortled, “So we’re going to get to spank my brother.”

“No,” said Lannie, intently.

Grandma smiled. “Who knows, he might want to be spanked. Men are strange creatures.”

Lannie stared at her, but she just lifted out another chastity device.

There were a dozen different tubes in the box. Everything from electrical to rubber slip ons. Finally, she lifted out one that was small, sleek, and had a ball divider.

“This is the one we used the most, and it’s probably the best one for you,” she said to Pat. “The material is space age, it warms up and is a bit flexible. He said when his testicles were divided it was just heavenly.”

Pat stared at the instruments laid out on the bed. His cock was going crazy. To be locked up was more exciting than he had ever imagined. Sure, he had read descriptions in his books, but the difference between reading about and actually holding one of the infernal devices was…large.

He said, in a strangled voice, “I don’t think I could get one of those things on.”

Grandma laughed. “Of course not. But you pick one out, and sometime during the day, when your penis isn’t so excited, you slip it on. You just take your time and relax and it’ll work out.”

“So which one are you going to choose?” Tricia was very intent and her mother glanced at her, then went back to inspecting all the devices.

Pat had no idea. He wanted to try them all on and find the perfect one, but…but he was likely to only have one chance at this. He said, “I’ll try Grandpa’s favorite.”

“Good choice,” said Grandma. You’ve got similar physique, you’re probably similar down there, too. Here you go.”

She handed him the tube and he held it gingerly as if it would break.

“Thanks. I guess.” He looked at the tube dubiously.

“Why don’t we take a long hike?” suggested Tricia. “That would help you get unexcited.”

“Sure. Yeah.” the truth was that if he went up and hung out in his room he’d start reading his books, and that would keep him hard.

“Okay. Let’s go. Let me put this in my bedroom first, though.”

Pat put the chastity tube in his room, then he and Tricia went down the stairs, waved at Lannie and Grandma, and headed into the woods.

Lannie and her Mother sat and watched them go, and when they disappeared into the brush Lannie breathed out and said, “So you told them.”

Grandma nodded. “You seen the boy. He can’t wait. He’s just like his grandfather, and…we haven’t talked it much, but…his father.”

Lannie nodded. “His father was a hard core transvestite. I had to threaten him to make him not raise Pat as a girl.”

“Well, yes. But…you know what’s going to happen now, don’t you?”

Lannie looked at her.

“Pat is going to be horny. Real horny. You won’t have to worry about him having sex because he’s going to be in chastity, but he’s going to be affectionate with everybody, rubbing up against us, all of us, even me. And he’s going to be wanting to kiss and fondle and…you might finally have his cock under control, but inside he’s going to be out of control.”

Lannie sighed. “I know.”

Grandma looked back towards the woods, where Pat and Tricia had disappeared. “Well, that’s the family curse. We have healthy, sexed up men, but they all want to wear dresses.”

They silently for a long moment, then Grandma added. “Of course, that’s not bad.”

Lannie smiled.

They hadn’t gone more than a dozen steps into the forest when Tricia turned to him and knelt down.

“What?” asked Pat.

Tricia grabbed the string, which was still attached to the head of his cock. She lifted it up and grinned. “I’ve got you on a leash now.”

“Hey, wait!”

She pulled and his cock stretched out and he took a quick step forward.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered. But he didn’t try to get loose.

Off they went, following a path through the woods. Winding around bushes, stepping over roots and ducking under limbs.

Tricia kept his cock stretched out and kept tugging on the leash.

“Man, that must feel good,” she said, climbing over a log. She pulled as he climbed over the log and he almost fell down. But he didn’t complain.

They reached a placed over looking the lake and Tricia sat down on a boulder and faced him. “You know what you have to do now, don’t you?”

He did. “Jack off.”

“Right. After that little tromp through the woods you should be ready to squirt.”

He was. Now, not embarrassed, at least not too much, he lifted his dress and pulled down his panties. He untied the shoelace and tossed it to Tricia and started whacking.

He was hot. Dressed up, what his grandmother had told him, he was ready.

Oddly, being slightly embarrassed helped him, too. It all contributed to his dirty frame of mind.

Tricia watched him stroke for a minute. She studied the look of concentration on his face, and she finally sighed, “Damn. I might just as well get myself off, too.”

She scooted back on the boulder, snuck a hand into her panties, and started jilling herself.

Pat could hardly breath. Seeing his sister breathing hard, fondling her breasts, and fingering herself, it was almost too much. His knees were shaking, his face was red, and his hand turned into a blur. Sometimes he liked to take his time, edge himself, but not this time. This time there was a point to it all. This time, if he came he could run home and get into the chastity tube.

“Go, brother dear,” Tricia gasped, feeling herself get closer and closer. She had been on edge since the trip started, and seeing him jack off, feeling his sperm on her cheek, she had to get off.

“Fuck,” whimpered Pat. “Fuck.”

The little sensation deep down inside his groin clicked. He felt the need to work hard dissipate, and semen started to rise up through his shaft.

“Yeah…yes…” she frigged herself, used several fingers. She was bent forward so she could hook her fingers into her G spot.

“FUCK!” White goop flew from the end of his prick. It wasn’t a slow dribble, it was a violent spatter of semen across the ground and onto the boulder and even onto Tricia’s legs.

Tricia gave a strangled grunt of laughter, then she leaned back, her eyes rolled in ttheir sockets and her hips started humping the air. “Fuck!” She wheezed.

Then they were done. Spent. Empty.

At least for the time being.

Tricia recovered enough to sit up and say, “Okay, boner brain. Run for it. Tire yourself out, don’t think about it, but get that chastity tube on.”

Pat ran for it. Running, his legs rubbing against the dress, he had to pull the dress tight about his body. It just felt sexy. And he held his arm under his tits so they wouldn’t bounce. Damn! He had just jacked off and he was getting horny all over again.

He slowed down and tried to think of other things. His mind was going crazy, trying to think of sex, but he tried to think about baseball, and to just focus on trotting through the woods.

He burst out of the woods and ran across the front lawn. Grandma and Lannie watched him, and were surprised for a second, then they chuckled.

“Think he’ll make it?” asked Lannie.

“I hope so,” said Grandma.

Without a word in passing, Pat ran up the stairs and into his room. He grabbed the chastity tube and pulled it over his cock.

Just in time. As he clicked the ring to the tube his cock was already pushing back, trying to get out.

He clicked the padlock and stood, as if in shock.

He looked down. He was secured, and his cock was going crazy.

Let me out! It shrieked. Not this! Anything but this!

He started to chuckle, then to laugh. Finally, he took off his dress and walked into the bathroom. He sponged himself off, ridding himself of the sweat of his frantic run through the woods. Then, clad only in panties and bra and chastity tube, he went into the bedroom and laid on his back on the bed.

He lay and breathed, and felt his cock struggling. It felt incredible. He had never been so damned horny, and this right after masturbating.

He heard the downstairs front door close. He smiled. He didn’t move to get up or get dressed.

He heard Tricia coming up the stairs and he waited.

“Holy fuck!” She entered the room and stared at him.

He propped himself up on his elbows.

“Drop your panties. Let me see.”

He thumbed his panties and lowered them, and she gasped. “Oh, my God! That is the coolest thing I have ever seen in all my borned days.”

“It is, isn’t it?”

“I need to feel that.”

“Go ahead. It’s safe. I can’t cum, and I certainly can’t do anything to you.”

She held his tube in her hand and stroked it with the other. “Look at how it’s pushing around in there. It’s…feel your balls!”

His balls felt full. They weren’t, he was empty, but the positioning of the tube presented them so they felt full.

Pat actually felt faint from the feel of her soft hands on his groin. He was suddenly intensely aware of her.

Sure, he had thought of what it would be like to fuck his sister, but over that was a very strong taboo feeling. But now, whether he wanted to or not, he wasn’t able to.

He reached out and cupped her tits. Her nipples were erect under the dress and bra, and he rubbed her nips and she groaned and shook his tube.

Suddenly he realized something. “Oh, my God! How am I going to live through the summer? I can’t jack off! I can’t really even play with myself.”

Tricia couldn’t stop grinning. “But I can play with you. I can tease you and dress you up and…oh, my gosh. This is going to be the best summer in our whole, entire lives.”

“Maybe for you.”

“Come on, bro, don’t feel sorry for yourself. Learn to love it. I mean, it is sort of fun being horny.”

“Yeah, but horny all the time? With no sign of relief?”

They heard the stairs creaking down the hall and Tricia let go of his package. She went to a chair and sat down. Pat pulled his panties over his caged cock and struggled into a dress.

A tap on the wall in the hall. “Are you decent?” And giggles.

“Uh, yeah.” Pat managed to pull his dress down and sat on the bed. He looked blowzy and his hair was mussed up.

Lannie and Grandma entered the room. “So, did you manage to get your tube on?”

Pat was embarrassed all over again, but he nodded. “Yeah.”

“Well, we won’t ask what you did to make it happen, but…show us.”

Pat blinked. His own mother was asking to see his junk. And his grandmother was standing right next to him.

“Well, uh…” he stalled.

“Come on, boner brain,” sniped Tricia.

“Language,” admonished Lannie, then: “I changed your diapers, I have seen your peeny before. Your Grandmother helped me back then, so she’s seen you before, too. Now, enough silliness. Lift your dress and show us your ding a ling.”

His face red, but knowing there was no way out, Pat stood up and lifted his dress. He lowered his panties and his mother and grandmother bent a little at their waists.

“My, it looks angry.”

“You’d be angry, too, if you were locked up without a trial,” Pat’s grandmother pointed out.

“But it looks so…confined. It doesn’t hurt, does it?”

“No. Well, maybe a little when it’s trying too hard. But…it’s okay.”

“And no bump. Nobody will be able to tell that you’re a boy, or that you have a chastity device on.”

“Isn’t it cool?” asked Tricia.

“It certainly is cool,” agreed her mother.

“Only one thing left to do,” said grandma.

“What’s that?”

“Have you ever read that silly story about the mice ‘belling’ the cat?”

Lannie had, but Tricia was blank.

“Some mice were scared of the cat because he was so sneaky. They realized that if they could hear him coming they would be safer. So one of the mice tied a bell to the cat. I don’t remember if it was his tail or his neck, but the point is that from there on out they could always hear him coming. They heard a little tinkle of bells and they ran for cover. They were safe from that point on.”

“So what does that have to do with…” Tricia’s eyes widened. “You mean…”

“Yep.”

Grandma turned to Pat, who had a sinking feeling in his belly. “You’re a male, and males always pick on females. They want to stalk them and subject them to attentions that might be unwanted.”

“But I don’t stalk you guys.”

“Nope, but we really need to bell you. It will make us feel so much safer. There’s another side to it, too.”

“What?”

“You’re going to have to learn to walk in high heels. When you walk in high heels you make a click, click, clicking sound on hard surfaces.”

Pat knew that.

“As a female you’ll grow to be proud of that sound. As a male, you’ll grow to love the sound of your cock ringing. It will remind everybody that ‘here comes a man.’ Guaranteed. You’ll learn to love that sound. Tricia, my sewing kit is on the porch downstairs. Can you go get it?”

Tricia jumped up and ran downstairs. While she was gone Lannie felt Pat’s chastity cage. “He could break out of this in an emergency.”

“He could, but he knows better. This was my husband’s. It’s an heirloom. Oh, it might get broken, but to be destroyed through his horniness…he knows better. Right, Pat?”

Pat didn’t know better, but he did now. He nodded his head.

Tricia came back into the room and held out the little sewing kit. Grandma took out a little silver chain with a bell on it. The chain was only three inches long, but the bell tinkled quite plainly.

“If you walk slowly, like a lady, the bell won’t ring. But when you get too rambunctious you’ll hear it.”

Grandma sat on the bed next to Pat and ran a hook through a little loop on the bottom of the device. She bent the hook and twisted it so it wouldn’t come loose. “My husband wore this. He loved it. I always knew when he was on the move.”

“But Grandma, if he was wearing this thing then….how did you ever have children.”

“You’re adopted,” blurted Tricia.

Lannie laughed. “He is not. Besides, if he was then you’d be adopted, too.”

Grandma got up and stepped away. “Stand up, child.”

Pat stood up, the bell was silent.

“Jump around.”

Pat moved up and down on his toes and the bell tinkled. “Oh, my God!”

He walked slowly across the room and heard nothing. He jogged back and the bell tinkled louder. He stopped and listened to the silence.

“That is so cool,” blurted Tricia. “You’ll never be able to sneak up on me again.”

“Wow,” Pat said softly. He jumped and listened. Held still and listened. Grandma was right. It was cool, and it gave him a feeling of pride. It was like telling the world, ‘Hey! I have a boner!’ When he couldn’t have an erection at all.

“Okay, child,” said Grandma. “You’ll wear that the rest of your life. Oh, we won’t make you, but you’ll want to. By the end of the summer you’ll never want to let your penis hang free again. When you go home I’ll give your mother the key, but she won’t let you out. And some day, when you get married, she’ll give the key to your wife. Guaranteed, you’re going to be happy for the rest of your life.”

“But, Grandma, what if…will I ever, uh…masturbate again? I mean, I’m already feeling so…you know. How can I get relief?”

“Oh, don’t worry about that. End of summer, before you go home, I’ll show your mother and sister how to drain you. It’s quite safe, and fun, and will make you want to wag your tail even more. And Tricia, you’re going to have to learn this. You can help with your brother, and when you find a husband this all all be invaluable.”

“Yes, Grandma.”

Grandma looked around and was satisfied. She hadn’t known when Pat would be ready for chastity, but he was, and the summer was looking up. She sighed.

“All, right, children. Are you ready for some milk and cookies?
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Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination!

The Stepforth Husband


My Grandmother Feminized Me!

So I could work in a fancy house!


PART ONE

“We’re sending you to Granny Hostedter’s for the summer.”

I stared at Uncle Buck. When my parents died the court had ordered Uncle Buck to take care of me. Not that I needed taking care of. I was almost grown, but the courts refused to let me care for myself, so it was to Uncle Buck’s I went. And Uncle Buck was…well, Uncle Buck.

He was a grizzled old tub who liked to pick on people.

‘Do the dishes. Chop the wood. Get out of my way.’ Nothing but chores while he sat on his fanny and drank beer after beer.

“I don’t want to go to…who was it you said?”

“Granny Hostedter. And you’re going to go there and look around for her money. She’s got lots of money, and you better find it. Then you let me know and we’ll let you come home again.”

Home. A rat infested room in the back. Where the wind whistled through the slats and the snow drifted down from the holes in the ceiling.

Home, where we ate half cooked possum and squirrels that got so old they fell out of the trees and rabbits that got splattered on the road and weren’t too sun cooked before they were found.

“I don’t want to go to no granny’s house.”

“You’ll do what you’re told!” Uncle Buck backhanded me and I tumbled over a stool and sat on my butt. Aunt Sally laughed and laughed so hard the cigar fell out of her mouth.

And that was how I came to be walking down a country road on a summer day. Uncle Buck didn’t give me any money for a bus, he just told me to get my things and git. Or else.

So I walked down the country road, meandering, really. In no particular hurry, and wishing I had a gun so I could rob a bank and get out of the country.

I hiked halfway across the county, got a ride with a farmer who didn’t know I was Uncle Buck’s nephew, and finally wound up a hundred miles away, in the border town of Skinville, Georgia.

Skinville was a shabby collection of shacks, a red neck sheriff who eyed me too closely when I stopped at the well in the park and pumped myself a bit of water, and a lot of dust.

As I started out of the park I saw a gentleman walking a dog. The dog was a white and black terrier missing one eye and limping.

“Pardon me, sir. Can you tell me where Granny Hostedter’s place is?”

He eyed me up and down, and I thought he might set his dog on me. But he said, “five miles out thet way,” he pointed in the direction I had been going. Turn left at the Three Oaks, go four miles. Dirt road with a broken rooster.”

“Than—“

“She gonna open up again?”

I blinked, didn’t understand him, and he sniffed, then turned away.

“Thank you,” I breathed, shrugged, and continued down the road.

I walked a mile, and the day wasn’t bad. The sun was a bit hot, but I had wet my handkerchief and had it draped over my head and covered the back of my neck.

There was some fat-faced cows on the other side of a drunken fence, and some big woods on the other side of the road.

Tell the truth, I was glad to be out of Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s house. Uncle Buck liked to hit me with a belt when he got a toot in his snoot. He’d get all red-faced, pull out his belt, and whack me a few times. I’d run, and he’d chase me until he got dizzy and fell down and laughed.

I’d go into the house and Aunt Sally would start screeching at me.

Heck, it made me miss my own parents something fierce.

And now I had to go to Granny Hostedter’s. I ain’t never met Granny, not when my parents were alive, and certainly not while I lived with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally.

But I had heard talk from Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally. According to them, to the things I overheard them talking about just before or just after they made those bumpy, springy sounds in the middle of the night, was that Granny was a selfish, old bitch. She had lots of money and she wasn’t willing to share it with anybody. And they were of the opinion that she couldn’t take it to the grave, so why shouldn’t they take it from her?

Well, I guess, but…it made me feel funny.

I mean, I was a good boy. Sure, I snuck money out of the offering plate on  Sunday, and I’d sit by the side of the road with one leg in a hole and beg from passersby, but wasn’t this Granny person supposed to be related to me? And wasn’t she Uncle Buck’s and Aunt Sally’s own flesh and blood? Didn’t that count for nuthin’?

But, walking down the country road towards her house—she was supposed to have something called a mansion—I figured if Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally felt that way then maybe they were right. So I should just go live there and let them know when I found the money.

I mean, no skin off my back, right?

Suddenly I was consumed by a cloud of dust. I waved my handkerchief and coughed, and a big hand grabbed me by the shoulder and shook me.

“Where you goin’, boy.”

It was that sheriff. He had coasted his flivver right up next to me and now had my shoulder in a fierce grip.

Heck, I wasn’t no body builder, health nut kind of Charles Atlas kind of guy! I hadn’t even ever been seen on the back of a comic book! I couldn’t even read comic books!  I liked the pictures though.

“What you doin’ boy!”

He gave a shake to my shoulder, and he had a thumb right dug in and I groaned, “I’m goin’ to my granny’s!”

He shook again, and he had the biggest thumb I had ever felt and it was dug in to the bone. “Who’s yore granny?”

“Granny Hofstedter.”

He held on for a second, then he let go. Sort of reluctant like, but he let go.

I stood there and rubbed my shoulder.

“Why you goin’ there?”

Because I got to find the money she’s got so Uncle Buck can come over and conk her on the head or put a big, old choppin’ knife in her back!

“She’s my granny.”

That sheriff stood there lookin’ down on me like an angry sun in the middle of a dust storm. Sometimes I wisht I was a big fellow. Sometimes I wisht I had Uncle Buck’s muscle. I was strong enough for a skinny fellow, but when the Uncle Buck’s of the world start pickin’ on me…I just wisht I had some big muscles and could punch ‘em right in the face. Or the gullet. Or maybe and especially right between the legs where their nutsacks hang down.

“Where you been?”

That was sort of an odd question, but I figured out he was just askin’ why he never seen me around Granny’s before.

“I been livin’ with Uncle Buck and Aunt Sally.”

He frowned.

“They ain’t my real parents, my real parents died and some judge tole me I had to go live with ‘em. Heck, I ain’t never seed Granny.”

And then it sort of popped out of me. “Is she okay? Is she…”

But words failed me. I wanted to know if she was mean like Uncle Buck, ‘cause if she was I was just goin’ to keep goin’.

The sheriff, he just squinted at me, took out a red bandana from his back pocket and wiped the back of his red neck. The expression on his face was like he had just stepped in cow shit and he was goin’ to have to use his finger to clean his soles.

“Wal,” he said, after a bit, “You best git goin’.”

I sort of gawked, I didn’t expect this, but I managed to turn real quick and keep the gawk under control. Then I trudged down the road.

I was about ten feet away when I heard his rough, gravel voice, “Your Granny gonna open up again?”

I turned and faced him, and when it was obvious that I didn’t know what he was talking about he gave a sort of disgusted shrug and climbed back into his car.

I turned back around and kept walking then. If he was typical of this country—mean ass bully talking nonsense—then maybe I should keep walkin’.

But, tell the truth, I had nowhere else to go. I hadn’t no education, didn’t know nothing but fetchin’ wood and tendin’ crops, so…I just kept headin’ for Granny Hostedter’s.

Behind me the Sheriff turned his tin lizzy around and headed back towards town, and I counted footsteps and wondered how far it was to the next road. I had been countin’ steps before he stopped me, but I had lost count.

I came to the the Three Oaks road—it was marked by a ramshackle old fall down building that must have been a store once, and three oaks sittin’ right in front. Well, two oaks, and one split trunk that must have died and fell in two. It was about noon. I didn’t have no lunch, howsomever, so I just kept goin’. I turned left like the man in town said, and I started countin’ steps again.

I like countin’ steps. Sort of gives me something to do. Makes it so I don’t have to think much.

About an hour later I came to a dirt road. There was a pole stuck in the ground, leanin’ to the side bit, and half a rooster was perched on it. The top half had fallen to the ground. Next to the top half of the rooster was a sign. It was old, weathered pretty bad, and I took a moment to reason out what paint was left on it.

‘Le  y   r cock c ow.”

Layer cock cow? What the fuck was that?

So I stared some more, and figured some more, and it finally hit me. ‘Let your cock crow.’

Now that was dumb. Cocks always crow. Them roosters wake you up early, so early you’d like to take a rock and smack their stupid heads, except that then you wouldn’t have eggs for breakfast because if the rooster went away the hens wouldn’t lay. At least that’s what my Mama said before she up and died.

Hunh.

I headed down the dirt road.

The road was actually pretty wide. And there was fences that had been white once on both sides. And behind the fences was some tall trees that would have given some shade.

It was a lot better set up than the mud pit Uncle Buck called his ‘driveway.’

Then I saw some trees stickin’ up in the distance. Lots of trees. And lots of kinds of trees.

First there was some fruit trees. Apple, orange, that kind of thing. And they was set in rows, sort of, where they hadn’t died off.

After the fruit trees was a bunch of oaks, and it was then I saw the house.

It was big. Three stories. And it had big, round pillars holding up the front roof part. It spread out a bit to the sides, and there was all sorts of bushes under the windows.

But it was dirty. And it. was missing a couple of shingles. And a couple of planks had fallen off the side and just laid between the bushes.

But it looked like a fine, old house, except for the falling apart part.

Huh. So this was a mansion.

I walked across a crabgrass lawn and stared up at the porch. It was missing a plank here, another plank sprung up there, but there was a table to one side, and it was in okay condition, and that’s where sat my old Granny.

“What the fuck you want?” She was sitting at the table. There was a pitcher of lemonade settin’ on the table, and there was ice in her glass.

She was wearing a fancy dress long enough to cover all her limbs, and it was pulled up high in the front. No way anybody could see her bosoms, even if she had any.

“I’m Jodie.”

“I’m busy. Go ‘way.”

It was then that I figured out there was a spot of gin, or just plain shine, in her lemonade.

“I’m come from Uncle Buck’s.”

She squinted at me. Her mouth twisted a bit as she inspected me, and she said, “Then go back to Uncle Buck’s.”

“Uncle Buck don’t want me,” until I figure out where your money is so he can conk you on the head and take it all, “My mama was Penny Thorndyke.”

Granny peered at me, tilted her head, straightened up the glasses on her bony nose. “Samuel.”

Laying down behind her was a big, old redbone hound. He had that floppy look hounds have, hanging ears, drooping, red eyes, and his whole body just sort of saggy skin on bones. At her word he stood up and came to the edge of the porch and peered at me.

I’m not scared of dogs, but this one was big, and I really didn’t know which way Granny’s mop was goin’ to flop.

“The Penny Thorndyke who used to be Hofstedter?”

“That’s my ma.”

A suspicious look crossed Granny’s face. “Up and married that asshole and left me?”

“I don’t know about that.”

Her faced screwed up like she had et a skunk without the stink sac taken out. “Samuel.”

Samuel came down the steps. He was old, but not that old. He still had a set of teeth on him. He walked up to me and I just held still. He sniffed at me. Big snorty sniff that would have inhaled half my pants iffen I hadn’t had them on. He looked up at me.

The truth is, I not only don’t mind dogs. I sorta like them. They don’t call you an asshole and beat you. They like to go for walks and even chase sticks. That’s something that most people can’t even do.

So I reached down and placed my hand under his jowls. Got slobber all over my hand, but he was a good, old boy. I drew my hand up the line of his jaw and scratched under his big flag of an ear.

“Hey, boy. How are you?”

He grinned, one of those big, old grins that starts at one ear and goes all the way around under his nose and to the other ear. He licked my hand, then he just sort of flopped down against me. I bent knee and started rubbing his belly, and before a grasshopper could spit he was leg up and head to the side and waggling his back on the ground and lovin’ the way I scratched his belly.

“Huh,” said Granny. “I guess you are.”

I scratched Samuel some more, then looked up at Granny. “I’m fixin’ to walk on if you didn’t want me.”

“Come up here and sit.”

I mounted the steps, listening to the creak of rusty nails and ancient wood rubbin’ against each other. I set down in a chair that looked rickety but was solid enough.

Granny poured me a lemonade, sat back and watched me.

Up close she wasn’t a bad lookin’ granny. She wasn’t one of these people with more wrinkles than a tree has rings. She still had her teeth, or the best chompers a dentist ever made, and she still had her hair.

Thick glasses, though, and she wore them on the porch to read the bible. She took off the glasses and read me. While I was scrutinizing her she was double scrutinizing me.

“So your Penny’s boy.”

“Yes, ma’am. I took a drink, made a face, and she laughed.

“That’ll take the varnish off your wood.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Then I risked a bit. “You don’t have whiskey do you?”

“Huh! Penny’s boy all right. That woman never could hold her likker.”

“I can hold it, but whiskey just tastes nicer to me.”

“I’ll get you a bottle, but you better not drink too much, less’n I ask you to.” Then she said the most remarkable thing I ever heard. “You ever wear a dress?”

She put me in a room on the top floor. It was nice. It wasn’t run down like the outside of the house, and I could look out the window and see all the way down the long drive, almost to where the half a rooster slept on the ground.

“You can stay here. This was your mama’s room. Got some chores for you, earn your keep, but they ain’t too much. Your dresses are in there,” she pointed at a closet. “Your underthings is in the drawers of that dresser. You need a better fit you can check some of the other rooms. I ain’t changed nothing since your mama went away.”

Then she went out of the room. She was healthy enough, but she didn’t move too fast. I came to the door and looked after her. She reached the stairs and looked back at me, then started down. Samuel was her shadow.

Samuel was always her shadow. Where she went he went. Her moving slow, and him just draggin’ along.

I turned back into the room and just looked around.

The bed was a big, old four poster, and the spread was pink. There was pink pillows with ruffles all over the thing.

Below the bed was a four drawer dresser, that was supposed to hold…’underthings?’

On the other side of the room was a small table with a lamp on it in the corner, right behind where the door would open. Then, down the wall, was the door to the closet. Where the dresses was.

I opened the closet. Man, it was big, half as big as the bedroom, and it had dresses hanging along one side, and shelves with shoes and things on the other. There was also some whips and belts and paddles and things. On one hook hung a whole bunch of old handcuffs. The kind the sheriff might use on a drunk some Saturday night.

I pushed my hand into the dresses and pushed them to the side so I could see what kind of dresses they was.

They were white and pink and scarlet and all shiny with satin and everything. They had fancy buttons, and while a few were up to the chin, most of them were cut low. Damn. My Mama must have liked to show off her chest. She certainly had a big one. I saw lots of men staring at it when she wasn’t looking. Once poppa even punched a guy in the nose for looking.

But what was I supposed to do with these? And what Granny said, asking me if I ever wore a dress, what did that mean?

So I threw my bag on the floor, washed my face and hands, and sauntered down to the porch.

Granny looked at me with a frown when I came out, and she said, “There’s wood to be chopped.”

So I went out and chopped wood. Heck, the wood hadn’t been chopped for a coon’s age, and the shed was bare. What the heck did she use in the big, old iron stove?

I would find out she used nothing. Ate her mush cold. Ate her grits cold. Didn’t eat anything that needed real heating.

So I spent the afternoon making logs and kindling and started filling up the shed.

Finally, she called me in for supper, and I ate cold grits and, man, they ain’t tasty. But I was hungry, so I ate everything put before me, and wisht I had a hog. I’da et that thing right down to its curly tail. I was that hungry.

After dinner I was on my own, and I started exploring that big, old house.

It was maybe forty rooms, and they was all filled with women’s clothes. Satiny, silky, handkerchiefs, big old bosom holders, corsets, hats, nylons…everything.

Funny, though, there weren’t no Sunday go to meetin’ clothes. Just the fancy clothes that…that a fancy gal might wear.

That was the point at which I started wonderin’ what kind of place this was.

I explored the basement and found trunks full of regular clothes. All put away and moth eaten.

I explored the attic and found all sorts of doodads. Old phonographs, old records, more girly underwear, lots more underwear. And lights and boxes and books and all the bric a brac you might expect to find in an attic.

I came downstairs when it got dark and turned on a light switch. Nothing happened. No electricity. And I realized that Granny was broke. She didn’t have no money. Uncle Buck was whistling Dixie.

All she was was a big, old rundown house and lots of fancy gal clothes.

Heck, there wasn’t even much in the cupboard. A few boxes of grits. And the spuds was picked out of the garden, along with other vegetables.

And I didn’t even see how she would be able to feed me. There was only enough for one mouth, and she was here first.

Since there was no lights, I went to bed. I slept in that big, pink bed, and it was the bestest, softest feather mattress I ever slept on. But I woke up in the morning and went down to ask Granny what was going on.

She sniffed. “I ain’t had no money since Penny left. Your Mama was the heart of this operation, and when she left…well, I had no business sense, and when she left I had no customers.

“Customers?”

She looked at me like I was daft. “Customers. Men. Men who want the cock to crow.”

“Cock to…men…are you saying…” Samuel was sitting by my leg, looking up at me and waiting for a scratch, “This is a whorehouse?”

“Best one in the state of Georgia. Lord, we used to have senators and congressmen come down to us. Men came from out of state to get their itch scratched.”

“But…what about the law?”

“Hell, Sheriff Addams and us, we had an arrangement. Things got out of control he’d come bust some heads, and then he didn’t have to pay nothing for his own itch. And Judge Johnson, he was one of our best customers. His horse-faced wife didn’t like it much, and she whispered in the preacher’s ear, but that Sunday fire and brimstone sermon was just good advertising for us. Why ain’t you wearin’ a dress?”

I blinked. There was that dress thing again.

“‘Cause I’m a man.”

She snickered. “Ain’t no man alive what doesn’t get all horny when he puts a dress on. ‘Sides. You wear man clothes around here you chop wood and such. You wear a dress you sit around and sip shine and wait for customers.

“Customers? Me?”

She tilted her head. Samuel was licking my hand and I absently started scratching under his ear. He started kicking his leg.

“Don’t tell me you ain’t…Penny’s boy….you haven’t been…”

“I ain’t been with a gal, if that’s what your asking.”

Granny surprised was a wide eyed stare and an open mouth. Yep, she had all her own teeth. I guess I come from good genes.

“Well, hell’s bells. Let’s get you started.”

“Get me started?”

She stood up, all business and smoothed her smock. “Come along, youngster. Time you learnt about the family trade.”

She took me up to my room and said, “take them clothes off.”

“I’m not taking my clothes off!”

“I’ll go get a switch and beat your hide till they fall off you,” and damned if I didn’t believe her.

So I slowly took off my shirt while she watched.

“Chest okay. Course your used to hard work.” She pinched one of my nipples. Gave me a thrill, but made me feel funny.

“Hey!”

“Get them britches off.”

I unbuckled my belt and dropped my trousers. I didn’t have no underwear, no boxers or nuthin’, because Aunt Sally didn’t believe in such. So I stood there, cock hanging down, and Granny nodded.

“You’re big enough down there. Us Hofstedters usually is, but…get it hard and let me see it.”

I certainly didn’t want to get a hard on in front of Granny. “I don’t think—“

She just reached out and gripped my dick.

And she was strong. For a thin, old lady she had a grip on her.

“Ow!”

“Get hard, you sonofabitch!” She glared up at me.

Well, I couldn’t help it. I swear, I ain’t no pervert, but my penis started getting harder and harder. When it was standing full out she nodded again. She let go and said, “Okay. You can get back to being limp again.

While I stood there and contemplated my cock, which didn’t want to get soft, she rummaged through the dresser drawers. She pulled out a corset, some bloomers, and stockings.

“Put these on. I’ll tighten up the corset in a minute.”

She went into the closet and started going through the dresses. I heard her saying things like, ‘Hmm, nope. Maybe…nope.’

I looked at the women’s stuff and I was confused. Well, the whole scene was confusing, but…I had never worn such stuff, and there was a part of me that just was flummoxed.

I finally put the things on the bed and considered them. I pulled on the bloomers. My cock was okay with that. There’s plenty of room in those puffy female drawers.

I pulled on the corset, and immediately was confined. I could still bend, she hadn’t tightened them up, but it was still difficult.

I pulled the corset up a little too high, sat down and managed to pull the stockings up.

Granny, meanwhile, was standing in the doorway of the closet and watching me. “You need to shave your legs, but they got nice shape. High heels will do for you. Give you a bit more ass, too.”

I finished with the nylons and stood up. I was an ill dressed slob. Women’s clothes, hunh! Nothing really fit. But I didn’t understand that the corset was not supposed to fit, I was supposed to fit to the corset.

“Lay down on the bed,” Granny muttered, crossing the room.

I lay down, and she climbed right on top of me. Took me by surprise. She began pulling on the strings to the corset. Up and down she went, and I felt the breath leave me.

“I…can’t…breath…”

“You’re not supposed to,” she chuckled as she knelt on my back and drove a knee downward. “You’re supposed to spread your legs and let the fellow on top do the breathing.”

I was woozy now, not being able to get air, and she backed off me, but when I tried to get up she pushed me forward, and I was stuck. She pressed me down with one hand and snaked the other one under my bloomers.

“Taking it up the asshole is a fun thing, if you relax.”

I was wiggling and twisting and trying to get away from her hand, but she was remorseless, and she knew what she was doing. It was obvious she had handled other reluctant people.

“First, remember to lube up. I ain’t got no lube, so I’ll just use one finger. But you got to get relaxed and open up if you want the men to love you.”

“But…I…don’t…”

“Yes. You do. All Hostedters do.” She managed to stick her bony finger in my hole and I was trying everything I could to get away from it.

“Hold still now. I ain’t trimmed my nails and I don’t want to cut nuthin’.”

She kept wiggling her finger, it sure felt long and bony, I could feel the knuckles, and it actually started to feel good.

“Hey, stop it!” But I was relaxing. There was no way to get away, and…my asshole liked it.

“Feels good, eh? Sure wish I had lubed you up. You got a nice ass, and it would be a pure pleasure to put my whole fist up there.”

Just the idea of Granny’s fist stick all the way up my ass was enough to make me squeak.

She laughed. “I always knows a man likes it when he squeals like a little piggy.”

God, it was starting to feel good. Real good. My whole rear end was starting to feel warm, and I began pushing back at her finger.

“There you go,” she whispered. “I knowed you was a Hofstedter when Samuel gave you the sniff test.”

She took her hand off my back, but I didn’t move, except for trying to hump her finger with my butt. I certainly didn’t try to escape. It just felt so good back there. It was that itch she had talked about, and I had one, and I hadn’t even known. Heck, this was better than sneakin’ out behind the bushes and jacking my cock off.

She kept worming her finger in me, and with her free hand she grabbed my cock.

“Damn,” she blurted. “This is hot.” She began to jack me. She had a rhythm going now. Pull down and pull out, stroke up and jam in. Again and again, and then she started tickling something in my asshole. I could feel her finger crooking, and pressing on something.

White soap suds exploded through my mind. I gasped and there was a sound like thunder in my ears. I was aware of my hips rippling and pumping, and then thick fluid was spurting out of my cock.

“There we go. Yes. It’s a gusher.”

For a long minute she milked me, drained every last bit of semen out of me, and then she was done. She let go of my cock, pulled her finger out of me, and slapped my ass.

“Your dress and shoes are on the dresser. You finish dressing and come downstairs. I had Barney deliver a bottle of whiskey for you.”

Then she was gone, out the door and down the stairs to wait for me.

I stood up and wiggled my butt. God, I had never felt anything so good. I squinched my cheeks, then relaxed them. Wow.

Then I got dressed and went downstairs.


PART TWO

We sat on the porch and sipped booze. She had shine, or gin, I never knew which, and neither of which I cared for. I drank whiskey, and, man, it felt good. I tell ya, there is nothing like kicking back and sucking some whiskey after your asshole’s been diddled.

“Your mama, she was the queen of this place. I inherited it from my mama, who inherited it from her mama, and your mama inherited it from me, and it was always a high class fancy house. But your mama, she was inspired. She was everybody’s favorite fuck. And she hired girls and taught ‘em what they needed to know, and…oh, I was good enough. I was my mamma’s child, but your mother. Whoo.”

I was scratching Samuel’s jimmy spot and watching his legs splay out and his rump hump.

“How come mama left?”

“Your daddy. He was big and handsome, everybody loved him, and she loved him, and…” Granny shrugged. “Anyway, after she left I didn’t have the heart. I was getting older, when Penny left all the other girls started drifting off, and I just didn’t have the gumption to make it all happen.

“I never knew.”

“Yep. Well, your daddy destroyed the best whore house in the whole deep south. Heck, if he was to show his face around here there’s still people who would want to take him down a peg. Maybe even stick a knife in him.”

“He’s dead now.”

“Don’t matter. That’s the south for you. They get a hate in them and they want to kill you even if you’re dead.”

We chuckled over that. A statement stupid on the surface, but deep for the truth it presented.

“I need to fix the roof. There’s side planks peeling. Event his porch,” I pressed down on a board and it squeaked.

“A woman on her back gets more done than a man on his feet.”

I looked at her.

“I still got contacts, I still know people. I can get people out here, and once they start coming people offer work, and then I get the money to pay for the work. You should learn the trade. We’ll get this old house fixed up in quick snap time.”             

“But I’m a guy. I don’t do guys.”

“Correction, you haven’t done guys…yet.”

“I don’t want to turn gay!”

She laughed and turned to me. “Honey, it ain’t cock what turns you gay. Cock is just a good time waiting to happen. It’s what’s in you that makes you gay. And I can tell you…ain’t gay.”

“But if I let men screw me…”

“Then you let men screw you, and it feels good, and you get money. More important, once we’re open some of the girls’ll come back. Then they can take the men, the ones that don’t prefer you, and you can go to servicing some of the old ladies in town.”

“Old ladies?”

“Honey, a good fancy house serves up all kinds of fun. When we was working big time I had almost as many women customers as men customers.”

“Why didn’t they just stay home and fuck each other?”

“That is a question, isn’t it? But who knows. Men and women get tired of each other. They want something new. They get turned on by doing something that’s supposed to be wrong…” she lifted her bony shoulders and grinned. “What do we care as long as they pay us money, right?”

“I guess.”

“Okay, why don’t you go look at some more dresses and such. I’m going to make some phone calls, see if I can stir up some business, talk to some of the old girls.”

I nodded, drained the rest of my whiskey, and wandered off upstairs.

I spent a few hours looking at dresses and even trying them on. It was sort of fun. It was a it difficult in the corset, but I figured out how to half sit and wiggle out of a dress.

Actually, it was harder walking in heels than changing dresses, but, again, it was fun.

It was fun to feel taller, and it was cool looking down on the world from a different height.

Late in the afternoon, I was getting tired, I was in one of the rooms on the second floor and I found the bonanza. A small room full of wigs. There was wigs of all colors and shapes. I could be a redhead or a blonde. I could have a skull cap ‘do,’ or long, wavy tresses that reached to my ass.

I liked long hair, and I chose one that hung down to my shoulder blades. I figured out how to fasten it and it almost felt like real hair. Then I saw the make up in the corner.

Make up. Oh, baby. I looked in a mirror. I was already en femme, so…should I?

Of course I should. Heck, Granny would have me sitting down and putting on a whole face.

So I picked out a tube of lush red and painted my lips. It tasted sort of waxy, and I was surprised how well it stuck. I guessed that it was high quality make up.

Downstairs, I took a breath and stepped out on the porch. I had intended to surprise Grandma, but it was me that got the surprise. Granny had a visitor.

I blinked, and the two women looked at me.

Granny reacted first with a big grin.

The other woman reacted second by blurting, “Penny!” Then she realized her error. She stood up and came towards me. “Oh, my God! I thought it was Penny.” She walked around me, and while she studied me I had a chance to study her.

She was older than me by about 15 years. So early thirties. She was really built. She had a thin waist and boobs that were larger than my mother’s. She was wearing a regular go to town dress, nothing fancy, but she had an attitude that she ready to go to town in a wild way. I mean, really ‘Go to town!’

She had a sweet face, but there was a very worldly look in her eyes. She was a brunette but had deep blue eyes.

She suddenly turned to Granny, and snapped, “I thought you said it was your nephew that—“ she stopped, turned back to me. “Oh, my God!”

“Yep,” chortled Granny.

The woman walked around me again, then she reached out and patted my hips with both hands, felt my chest, and that was interesting. I didn’t have much of a chest, but the corset had pushed what little flab I did have up, and I had the cleavage of a very flat woman.

She put her hands on my face, held my cheeks and stared into my eyes. “Beautiful. Just like his mother.”

“Come on back here and sit down, and let’s talk some more.”

The woman took my hand and led me back to the table. She sat down in a chair, and I sat next to her, and she kept holding my hand. I was starting to blush.

“Now you know why I give you a call.”

“Yes, I do. When do you want to open?”

“I’m already open. Got a couple of calls in.”

The woman turned to me. “Honey, we ain’t been introduced, but I’m Zelda. I was one of your mamma’s top girls, before she went away. And I am sure glad to see you.”

“Now we got to start calling Jodie as a woman. He’s a she, and we better not forget it.”

“Why?” I blurted.

“Because men want the illusion. And even when you do women it’ll probably be as a woman, and women like the illusion.”

Zelda took over. “Everybody likes to unwrap a present and be surprised. But they still want the present to be what they want. It’s sort of like that, right Granny?”

“Absolutely. Now, let’s talk about manners and how you got to hold yourself as a woman.”

The rest of that afternoon, and into the evening, we talked about how women sit, how they walk, words they use and words they don’t. Actually, they talked, and I listened, and I tried to do what they said.

Being a woman is quite a bit different than being a man. When a man walks, for instance, he’s got a couple of ball bearings between his legs that don’t make for good lubrication. That’s why men stomp around, and walk with a swagger. It’s all in the balls. Zelda even told me that she knew a guy came once who had no balls. He lost them, but he still had a prick, and it still got hard enough for him to want to pretend he could fuck.

“He walked just like a lady,” crowed Zelda. “Smooth as silk, one leg in front of the other. If you got in back of him you wouldn’t know it was a man…you’d think it was a woman in man clothes.”

“He sure tried to fuck, though. He’d always wear out two or three girls. It was sad though.”

“How come?” I asked.

“‘Cause he’d get this desperate look in his eyes. I think losin’ his balls really affected him.”

“It did,” Zelda put in. “After the house closed up he moved across the river. Tried the house down in Clover, but they wouldn’t put up with him wearin’ out girls and they told him not to come back.”

“Shame,” Granny shook her head.

“Sure was. He kilt himself a couple of years later.”

We were silent then. We had been sipping booze all afternoon, and the thought of a man killing himself created some maudlin feelings.

Granny turned to me. “Just goes to show. You take care of your balls good. You hear me.”

“I will.”

Zelda laughed. “I’ll take care of your balls.”

Granny grinned. “I figured you would.”

“What?” I asked rather stupidly.

“You’re about to get your ashes hauled, boy. Uh, girl. Zelda is going to show you how the pros do it. So you do what she says and you‘ll come back down a happy man.”

“He’ll come down sad…sad to leave me.”

Zelda stood up and took my hand, tugged me to my feet. I stood and wavered, a little drunk, a little high on heels, and she pulled me into the house.

We ascended the stairs, and we both started giggling. Me cause I was embarrassed and didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, and her because she was looking forward to popping my cherry.

“Where’s your room?”

“Third floor. My Mama’s old room.”

“Oh, Lordie. I know that room well. On off days your Mama and I would sit up there and eat each other’s pussy and look over the countryside.”

“Oh,” that was a surprise. I always thought of my Mama as a lady who went to the grocery store and smacked me a good one if I acted up. To find out that she…well…it was a shock to my brain.

We entered my room and Zelda started stripping me…slowly.

“Never move too fast,” she said. “Men like to feel the build up. And it gives them the time to get nice and hard. Nothing’s worse than looking forward to a good fuck and the man being limp.”

“Oh,” more to think about. How to please a man. How to excite a man. I was a man, but I was going to have to do that.

She got my dress off, then giggled at the corset. “I should make you wear it. Harder than shit to move good, real frustrating for a guy.”

But she began unlacing the thing, and shortly I was able to actually breath.

“You got a good body,” she whispered, then she kissed me.

She was a woman who had kissed a thousand men. Ten thousand men, and she knew how it was done. It was like she was part of my lips, inside my lips, and I felt like she was gobbling her way through to my soul.

Her hands roamed over my body as she extracted essence from my lips. She felt my nipples, ran her hands over them, her fingers, caused me to experience a thousand different sensations, and all of them good.

She pushed me back on the bed and began sucking my cock. Her educated mouth made me stiffer than I had imagined possible, and her hands fondled my testicles till I thought they were going to die and go to heaven.

Then she hopped up and sat on top of me, her hands on my belly, my cock sticking up in front of her. “You just came today.”

“How’d you know?” I blurted.

“You take as much cock as I have and you’ll know, too. Now, here’s the deal, I ain’t gonna let you cum for a while. We need to build you up a bit. But you’re going to be inside of me, and we need to educate you on how to move, what to do, the ways to please a man.”

“Oh.”

“Don’t look so sad,” she chuckled. She moved up, straddled me and slid down my long shaft.

My first fuck, a real fuck, not my hands, and it was heaven. I think if she had let me I could have cum again. Her love canal was that sweet and juicy. But she had a grip on me, and she was watching me careful like, and she said, “What’s this feel like?”

I felt her muscles, deep inside her pussy, and they were running over the head of my cock.

“How are you doing that?” I asked, amazed.

“Never mind, just tell me what it feels like.”

I described the feeling of her muscles running over my skull.

“Yep,” she said. “And there’s exercises I’ll show you that can help you do that.”

“Even though I’m a guy?”

“Even though. In fact, men got different muscles, bigger muscles, and your man pussy will make a cock feel a lot better than this.

‘This’ was driving me crazy. God, it felt good.

“Now, when you tilt your hips like this, just a little, watch…” she began to rise up, and it was like she was sliding a too small ring up the length of my member.

I grunted.

“Don’t try to cum.”

“Okay…but it’s hard.”

“‘Course it is. But you got to learn it. There’s gonna come a time when some guy’s been lasting too long, and you’re going to have to make him cum. If you want to save wear and tear on your pussy.”

She got off me then and lubed up her finger. “Now, I’m going to stick my finger up there, and I want you to try to tilt your hips like I did.

I was actually looking forward to this. I couldn’t wait to have something up my ass again.

She inserted her digit, fast but gentle. With her other hand she helped me figure out how to tilt my hips. “That’s it. Now, when I pull my finger out feel what it feels like.”

She pulled her finger out slowly, and it was excruciating.

“And if it feels that good for you, just imagine what it feels like on a prick. Or just remember what it felt like when I did it to your prick.”

She stuck her finger up there again. No, it was two fingers now. I wiggled my butt in a circle to make sure, and, sure enough. Two fingers. She began to hook and dance her fingers in me, and I let out a groan. “Feels good, eh?”

I nodded, could barely speak, was gulping. And she had a firm grip on my cock with her other hand, making sure I couldn’t squirt.

“Okay, now this little trick is…” she began to do things inside me then, and I thought my asshole explode into shards of paradise. Shortly I was sobbing with horniness and begging her to let me cum. She wouldn’t, though. Not until I had learned my lessons.

I sat on the chair on the front porch. I was slumped, barely perched, and too tired to sit up straight.

“How’d he do?” Granny asked, sipping her morning cup of coffee. For a change, it was hot coffee. I had chopped enough wood and she had fired up the stove.

“A chip off the old block. Penny’d’ve been proud.”

Granny nodded. “I had a feeling he had the talent.”

“God given,” agreed Zelda, sipping her own coffee.

“Hey, Jodie.”

I looked at Granny.

“You want some breakfast?”

I just smiled and gave a slight shake of my head.

“Told you,” grinned Zelda.

Granny nodded. “Well, we’re going to have a visi—hello. Who’s that?”

She shaded her eyes and looked down the drive.

In the morning mist a slender shape came up the drive. It was a woman, and she was carrying a carpet bag.

“Is that Ronnie?”

“It is.”

“Now what the hell has Ronnie been doing all this time?”

“I heard he worked for old Man Harkins.”

The figure was growing more distinct in the morning sunlight. She was going to be easy to see once she came out from under the shade of the trees.

“Old man Harkins? He’s too old to get a boner.”

“You know Ronnie, she don’t like boners.”

Then the woman stepped into the sunlight. She wore a purple dress, high heels—which must have been hell to walk all the way down the drive in—and a floppy sun bonnet.

“Zelda and Granny were quiet for a moment, until the woman was within talking distance.”

“Ronnie, how you been?”

The woman didn’t answer. She just mounted the steps. She had a thin face, but pretty. Her hair was cut shoulder length and straight. She moved her head to toss back a bang.

“I quit my job.”

Samuel stood up and walked around the table. He set next to Ronnie and licked her ankle.

“Git, you hound,” she commanded affectionately, which command Samuel ignored.

“Lord, honey. I’m open, but I ain’t got the business, yet.”

“I ain’t goin’ back.” And it looked like she was planted on the porch like her heels had roots all the way down to the earth and deep into it.

Granny sighed. “Well, you know I love you, and I’ll pay you when I can. Your old room is right where you left it.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” Ronnie walked into the house.

“Who was that?” I asked.

“That was Ronnie, and you want to be careful.”

“Careful?”

Zelda: “Ronnie’s like you, a guy, but he only cooks, he never fucks.”

I was a bit confused. “Isn’t that strange?”

Granny and Zelda looked at each other and I figured I had said something wrong. Fortunately, it wasn’t that wrong, and they corrected me gently.

“Hell, girl. Anybody in this business is strange.”

Oh, I had judged him. But I hadn’t meant to. It just sort of came out that way.

“Ronnie doesn’t pal with women or men. He’s friendly enough with both, but partial to neither.”

“And he’s good with a knife.”

“That he is.”

They let that sit for a second, then Zelda added, “If Sheriff Addams can’t stop it, Ronnie can. But he ain’t gentle, like Addams.”

“Lord no. He handles that knife of his like he knows how to cook.”

Then both of the ladies were giggling. I was starting to understand something of this sense of humor they had, and to like it. But it was weird.

The morning commenced like the last day had ended; me taking lessons. The good news was that now I had experience and could understand what they were talking about.

“When you come in the front room, where all the ladies is sitting and waiting, and it’s all tense, move to the right.”

“The right? How come?”

“We don’t know. But when the ladies is upset you start circling right around the room and they all calm down.”

“What happens if you move to the left.”

“Don’t know. But right works, so why mess with it.”

And: “Find out what kind of drink he likes first off. Man likes to be catered to. And drinks makes friends fast.

And: “No matter what size dick he’s got, tell him it’s big. You don’t have to gush, but you got to be appreciative.”

“You tell him it’s small, or even give a look that says it’s small, and he’s going to knock your head off.”

“Or worse.”

And so the lessons went. All morning. Through lunch, which was made by Ronnie and was hot and delicious. And into the early evening.

At first I was feeling a bit overwhelmed, there was so much to remember. But they kept quizzing me, and not getting upset when I didn’t remember enough, and I started making sense out of the whole thing.

After dinner, which was downright amazing, I had a chance to ask Granny, “How’d you get all this food? You had nothing in the pantry the other day.”

“Once people know we’re open they start giving credit. They hope to get some advances, too.”

“So now you got people coming up to work, electricity is turned on, and food. Just from being open.”

“Honey,” she said with a happy smile. “This here house has a reputation.”

“Wow.” I remembered Mama trying to get credit once. They treated her like shit. What a come down, from working in this place, where people threw credit at you, and you wore fancy dresses, to raising a brat like me.

Not that I was really a brat, but you get what I mean.

Zelda had been standing next to us, and she said, “Whyn’t you tell him?”

Granny twisted her lips and considered her, then she considered me, but she didn’t say anything.

“Hell,” Zelda blurted. “She’s able to get everything up and running on your name.”

“My name?”

“Sure. She tells the power company that Penny’s child is come to work and everything starts up. You think they turn on the power without a big deposit? Especially for a house as big as this one?”

“Well, I hadn’t thought.”

Zelda snorted.

Granny said, “I’m afraid he’ll leave.” ‘He’ll,’ not ‘she’ll’.

Zelda: “Hell, Jodie ain’t going no where. Look at his face. He’s glowing. He’s lovin’ this. He’s like Penny come home and realized how much she’s missed it all. And his body, it’s better than Penny’s, except for the boobs. But we could get him those. And his face. Man, she’s a chameleon. She could be boy or girl and everybody would still love her.

“Yeah, but is he staying.”

“She’s staying,” Zelda stated emphatically.

I realized that I had started a hornet’s nest. They were talking, and Granny had some deep seated reservations about me. And, considering that Mama had left her, she probably should.

Granny had opened her mouth, and there was something very sad in her, and she was going to say something, but I cut in. “I’ll stay.”

She blinked and closed her mouth.

Zelda started chuckling, then slapped Granny on the back. “I told you.”

“Don’t you glad hand me. And it’s all talk. And talk is cheap.” Yet something was breaking up inside Granny. For once in my life I might’ve said the right thing.

“Don’t be an asshole.”

“Eat my pussy.”

They were trading insults to get past the moment.

“I wouldn’t eat your pussy cause it smells.”

“Then you can eat my asshole.”

“That really sm—“

BEEP! BEEP!

Argument stopped, and Granny muttered, “Now who in hell…”

We stopped talking and stepped out of the foyer and onto the porch. A car was parked on the drive, a bit to the side, and we couldn’t see much for the lack of light.

“You need to get the lights fixed,” observed Zelda.

“Yep,” and Granny peered into the darkness.

A big shape came to the stairs and mounted them, and stepped into the lights.

“Buster! Buster Addams!” Zelda went forward and grabbed the big man’s arm.

It was the redneck sheriff. The one who stuck his thumb in my shoulder bone and was so nosy…and then let me go.

Buster hugged Zelda, then gave a softer, but just as sincere, hug to Granny. He whispered in Granny’s ear, “You’re looking young as ever, sweetheart, but you’re still too much woman for me.”

Granny just grinned and her eyes glinted with pleasure.

“What brings you out here, lawdog?” Zelda asked. Granny yelled out, “Ronnie, could we have some drinks? Sheriff Addams is here.”

“I just heard a rumor you was opening, and then I saw some kid on the road today, wondered if he really did belong to…hello! Who’s this sweet, young lady?”

He actually bent at the waist, took my hand, and kissed it.

Lord, how I blushed.

“This is the kid,” Granny stated with a big smile.

Addams, ‘Buster,’ blinked, and his face went still. “Well, holy fucking fuck on roller skates. I thought he looked like Penny, but this…this…”

He moved around me, and I was struck by the difference in our bodies. He had big shoulders, a bit of a paunch, and he was a red neck, had that roll of fat over his back collar, but he was strong. He had a presence to him, took no nonsense, got the job done.

A man used to violence, but didn’t want any less’n you wanted it. And then you better watch out.

Finally, done with lookin’, he said, “Is she ready for business?”

I knew exactly what he was asking. Could he buy me for a bit.

“No,” said Granny.

“Zelda softened it, “He’ still got some rough edges, got a lot to learn. You give us a week and—“

“Yes,” I said.

They all stopped and stared at me.

“If you can handle some rough edges, and forgive me any mistakes I might make, I’m ready.”

Granny looked like she was ready to throw in the towel, if she could figure out where the towel was.

And Zelda just stood there and sort of smiled.

Buster considered me. “You’re a pretty girl,” he was testing me out.

“And I heard you got the biggest cock of any lawdog this side of the Miss. I sure hope you won’t hurt me.”

His face started to grin. Bigger and bigger.

“You sure do look like your mother.”

“I do thank you, sir. Would you like a drink before we go upstairs?”

At that moment Ronnie walked in with a tray. She held it out and Buster took his drink, quaffed it in one toss, and reached for my hand. “If you’re ready then I am.”

I took his hand and led him upstairs. He was big and strong, but he was also out of shape. He was puffing by the time we reached the third floor.

I led him to my room and opened the door.

We moved into the room and he closed the door with a heel. He took me in his arms then, and kissed me.

I tried to kiss him back, but I don’t think I was very good. It was hard to kiss like a receiver than a giver.

Still, he didn’t seem to mind, and he sat down and started taking off his clothes.

“Let me,” I said.

In spite of the corset I managed to bend enough to tug off his boots. He unbuttoned his shirt and I unbuckled his pants.

He had a normal-sized weenie, not big, not small, certainly not as big as mine, but I gushed over it. “You gotta be gentle with me. I didn’t know it was going to be like this.”

Inside I was trembling. I had never held a man’s penis. Heck, I never even seen another man’s penis before!

“Don’t you worry honey. Now climb up on this bed and let’s see who’s your daddy.”

I climbed up, pulled my bloomers down, and tried to keep my dick pulled up out of sight with the other hand. It was awkward, but Zelda had told me what men like to see, what they liked to pretend.

The sheriff moved up behind me, his stiff rod poked right onto my brown button. Fortunately, he remembered lube, because I hadn’t, and that saved me some grief. He slapped that lube onto my hole and I jumped.

He laughed, “Cold, ain’t it.” And he pushed lube into my hole with his big thumb. And it was big. Big and gnarly. It went in with a pop, then I was holding the narrow part of his thumb with my rectum ring.

He pushed his thumb in for a bit, swirled it around, then pulled it out. With a pop.

“Here we go, honey.”

It was amazing how quickly I had adapted to this, and all I can say is that it really must have been in my genes.

Before this day I had never fucked a woman. And I had certainly never fucked a man. But there was a certain instinct to it that just picked me up and made me move.

I wasn’t gay, but I didn’t mind a dick. I like the warm fleshy tube pushing through me, opening me up. I lost hold of my package, but that was okay. Now he was in me, and the perception was over. He was fucking me like I was a woman. He had my back to him, and it was slender, like a woman’s back. He had my buns, and they were round and soft, like a woman’s.

Most of all, he had my hole. It was like a woman’s a real, live pussy, but with the uniqueness of an anus.

He began to saw in and out, taking his time, appreciating the feel, and I tried to remember all the things Zelda and Granny had told me. Hold your breath like this, tilt the hips like that. Move and pull. Give a wiggle there.

It must have been a while since the sheriff had cum, because he didn’t last long. Or maybe it was just that I was that good. At any rate, five minutes later he was zipping up his pants, and I laid on the bed and luxuriated in the feeling of semen leaking out of my asshole. I was going to have to clean myself off, and get all fixed up again, but I had done it. I had managed to live up to my mother’s reputation, and I had saved the family fancy house from going under.

And I had had a pretty good time doing it, too.

END
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PART ONE

“We are going to have so much fun!”

Jed steered his car down the country lane and withheld a moan. “Do we have to?”

Lana, his wife, gave him a look. “Don’t be a party pooper. You’re going to like Grandma, and it’ll be fun taking care of her house. She’s always wanted to travel, and this is probably the last chance she’ll have. And she really needs somebody to take care of her house.

“Feed the cat. For a month we’ll be trapped with a fur ball, waiting on him.”

“But the house is grand! Three stories, a mansion, and the woods will give us nice hikes, and…and you’re going to have fun.

Jed frowned. He would not. Then he grinned and leered at his wife.

“But I guess I’m going to get all the sex I want.”

Lana sighed heavily. “You and your dick. I swear, you’re the most over sexed man I have ever seen in my life.”

“Big dick…big hunger. Heh heh!”

“Big dick, little brain is more like it.”

“Hey!” he mocked having his feelings hurt. “Just because I have a healthy appetite!”

“You say healthy appetite. I say pervert. I sweat, you’d put your dick in a meat grinder if you thought it would give a thrill.”

“Hmmm. A meat grinder. Does your grandmother have one?”

“What sicko. Oh…here’s the cut off!”

Jed turned left they and they headed down a country lane. It really was quite beautiful. Shady trees lined the road, Cows ignored them as they munched on the tall grass.             

“And this is all your grandmother’s land.”

“It is.”

“She has all these cows?”

“No. She rents the land out.”

Jed looked at the endless fields. “Man, you know how much this land is worth?”

“Probably a lot, but she has no interest in selling. This land has been in the family for hundreds of years. I’ll be inheriting it one day, and I want to keep it for our children.”

“But you could build a thousand condos here!”

Lana stared at him like he was something stuck to her shoe after a walk in the fields.

“Okay, I’m kidding. But I still don’t want to house sit for a month.”

“There’s the driveway.”

Jed sighed and turned down the long, gravel road. He had known Lana was strong on family when they married, and now he was face to face with it. Oh, well, things could be worse.

And he was going to get as much sex as he wanted for doing this. Lana had promised. So he zoomed down the long drive and smiled.

“Hello, baby girl.” Her grandmother gave Lana a big hug, then she turned to Jed. “So this is the handsome hunk you’ve been telling me about.”

Jed would have held out a hand, but grandma stepped up to him and gave him a hug. She stepped back and smiled at him. “I fixed you some cookies. They’re in the kitchen. If you tote your bags in I’ll bet they’ll still be there.”

Jed grinned. “I never met a cookie I didn’t like.” Then he bent to the task of unloading the car. Shortly he was in the kitchen pilfering as many cookies as his hands could hold.

Holding his swag, he sauntered out to the porch where Lana and grandmother were going over last minute instructions.

“The number for the vet is over the phone, as well as the firehouse and the police station. And…”

Jed listened as he nibbled on the cookies. When grandma was done he said, “You make the best cookies in the world.”

Grandma hugged him. she was a hugger, for sure. “You say the nicest things.”

Lana beamed. Jed could be a twit when he felt like it, and she was glad he was on his best behavior.

Fifteen minutes later the taxi showed up and Jed helped the cabby load her suitcases.

“Man, what’s she doing? Going around the world?”

“Actually, yes.”

The cabby grinned. “Well, I’m only going to the airport.”

“She’ll have to walk the rest of the way then.”

They chuckled, and Grandma came down the steps. For a grandmother she was spry. She hugged Jed once again, then climbed into the cab.

Jed and Lana waved as the cab raised dust down the road.

Arm in arm, they walked back up the stairs.

“Actually, this is a pretty impressive place.”

“I love it,” said Lana. “Long summers here. You want the tour?”

“Sure.”

She walked him around the first floor and talked about the furniture, the paintings on the wall, even the improvements in the kitchen.

“We used to have a pump right in the sink, but Grandma went modern about ten years ago.” She turned on the faucet and a healthy flow of water splashed into the stainless sink.

“This is called ‘bentwood.’” She pushed the little swinging seat. “My grandfather built it.”

“By himself?”

“Own two hands.”

“These fellows are really Indians.” She pointed at an old photograph. Four young bucks were sitting on horses and staring at the photographer. “I met one of them when he was old.”

After the first floor she took him to the second. It was a long hall lined with bedrooms. Most of the rooms had sheets covering the furniture. Beds and dressers and lamps all looked like ghosts.

“She was one of ten children. They needed all these rooms.”

They came to the last bedroom and there were no sheets. “This is a the master bedroom, and grandma cleaned it up for us.”

Jed looked out the window. This had the best view in the house. He could see the fields, the woods, the sky that went on forever. “Wow.”

He turned to her. “We need to make sure the bed works.”

“Oh, no. We’ve got—“

He snagged her arm as she tried to back away and pulled her to him. He wrapped his arms around her and planted a MOAK on on her. MOAB stands for ‘Mother Of All Bombs.’ MOAK stood for ‘Mother Of All Kisses.’ A MOAK often led to a MOAF.

She held on and happily endured as his mouth assaulted hers. He pushed her back towards the bed, then lifted her up and tossed her on the big old poster monstrosity.

“Whew,” she said, her heart pounding.

“Yeah, baby. No clothes for a month!” He started taking off his shirt, giving her the eye as he did so.

“Well, if I must…” she undid the buttons on her dress

“You must.” He kicked off his shoes and slid out of his pants.

“But you’re forcing me to do something against my will.”

She wiggled out of her dress. Her large breasts jiggled.

He had his undies off now, and he grabbed her panties and pulled.

“Eeek!” then she whispered, “Rape.”

He laughed and jumped onto the bed. She spread her thighs and he knee walked up to her vagina.

“Baby, I think I like you.” He placed a knee outside of one leg.

“Just like?”

He descended on her. One hand went to her pussy and grabbed her mons. One hand went to her breast and mouthed the material over a nipple.

She giggled and tried to get her bra off.

Then he lifted her, just held her pussy and lifted her.

She arched, and her bra came loose. Her breasts flopped out and he had access to nipples.

“Oh, fuck,” she whined as he sucked mightily. “Not too rough.”

He sucked harder.

She pushed him away. “Don’t make me beat you up.”

He grinned. “Beat me, baby.” Then his knees were both between her legs again and the head of his cock was tickling her labia, pushing through the folds, and entering her.

“Oh…yes!” she gasped, feeling the walls of her vagina expand to accommodate his girth.

Jed wasn’t small. He was slender for a man, and almost dainty with small hands and feet, but his cock was world class and he pushed deep and held her, pinned her, and kissed her.

Lana held on and chewed on his mouth.

Jed began to move. Long, slow, downright languorous strokes.

“Oh, no. Don’t. Stop teasing me.”

He kept up the lazy in and out. “But Ma’am,” he drawled, “Ah don’t want to hurt you.”

“Hurt me you son of a bitch! Slow fuck is torture. Give it to me fast and hard!”

“But then we’re done too soon!”

He was moving slower, if that was possible.

She grabbed his skin and punched.

“OW! Okay!”

He began to ram and jam, and Lana  held on for dear life.

He was slender, but he was wiry, and he had a wiry man’s enduring strength. For long minutes he pummeled her with his cock. His balls slapped against her ass, and she moaned.

“Yeah, baby,” she wasn’t able to hold on now, and she bounced on the feathery mattress. She sank down, and he pulled out, and pushed in.

She felt the wave start to rise up. She felt her body lose control, then she was arching and groaning, her hips spasming.

“Oh, yeah!” he grunted. Midway through her cum he began to squirt. Long streams of white baby batter.

Then they were done. He rolled off her and they stared at the ceiling.

“Whew!

“Okay, let’s finish the tour.”

As they were naked, they stayed naked. Heck, they were out in the boonies. Nobody around. Why get dressed?

There really wasn’t that much to see, at least on the inside of the house.

They went to the stairs and climbed to the third floor.

The third floor hallway was only half as long as the second floor, and it ended with a short climb to a garret.

“We played games in the garret,” Lana explained as they climbed the short flight to that room.

Jed stood in the eight sided room and stared over the countryside. This was the real deal. This was a million miles of viewpoint.

“So what kind of games?”

“Parcheesi, Monopoly. Normal kid games.”

“Hunh.”

They returned to the third floor hallway and Jed said, “Where does that go?”

It was a small door, a ‘half a door,’ set under the slight curve of the steps leading to the garret.

Lana tilted her head. “You know? I don’t know.”

“You don’t know?”

“No. It’s got a lock on it, always had a lock on it. Mom and Dad went in there sometimes, but…I have no idea.”

Jed grinned. “Aha! A mystery. A locked room in an ancient mansion. Maybe it’s Frankenstein’s monster!”

She just laughed.

“So where’s the key?”

“I don’t know. We’ve got a drawer full of keys in the kitchen, but…” she shrugged.

Jed found the drawer of keys and groaned, It was chockfull of keys. Every shape and every size, for the last century.

He returned to the little door with a screw driver.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m going to screw my way in,” he laughed. “Or maybe that’s unscrew my way in.”

He began unscrewing the screws as Lana watched.

“I don’t know. It’s probably locked for a reason.”

“I can put it back together, but look at it. There’s dust so thick…this hasn’t been opened since…since I don’t know when.”

“Well, yeah, but—“

At that moment the hasp came loose. It dangled, Jed grinned triumphantly, and he opened the door.

It was dark. He bent over and walked in. He felt around the door, and found a light switch. He flicked it, and blinked.

“Oh, my God!”

“What is it?”

“Come on in.”

Lana entered the room and blinked.

They were in a room maybe eight by eight and eight feet tall.

In the center of the room was a massage table, but with straps. And a hole for a cock.

“Oh, my. Granny, what have you been doing,” Jed remarked softly.

 Lana eyed the table. She lifted one of the straps. “What is this?”

“That, my dear, is a method of strapping somebody to the table.”

“But what for?”

Jed grinned and gingerly crawled up on the table. It was sturdy and he lay down. His cock poked through the hole in the table. “Massages.”

Lana giggled. She reached under the table and grabbed his cock.

“Oh, that feels good,” grunted Jed. “I’m sorry I just came.”

“Do you think they…oh my Gosh!”

“What?”

“There is a…wait. Let me show you.”

She crawled under the table and and played with his cock. He laughed, then something was wrapped around his package.

“Hey!” He was tied down by his manhood. “I can’t get loose.”

Lana crawled out and knelt in front of the table. Her eyes were alight with laughter. “My, my. Looks like I won’t have to screw for the rest of the month.”

Jed laughed, and his cock grew hard. “Oh, fuck! That’s giving me an erection.”

She looked under the table and saw his cock sprouting through the leather strap she had tied around it. “Jed! You just came!”

“And it’s making me hard!”

“This is cool. She looked at him again. “So what ya going to do about it, big boy?”

He struggled, and they laughed some more, then she let him loose.

“Do you think Grandma used this table?”

“The table looks like it was hand made. That’s definitely last century stuff. So…yes.”

“Wow. I can’t believe it. My grandmother!”

“And your grandfather, and for all we know, your mother and father, your brothers and sisters, everybody has been using this little room.”

“No wonder she had such a big family!”

“I don’t know/ If Grandpa was tied down how did they actually fuck?”

“Maybe she just used it to get him over excited, then took advantage of him?”

“Maybe.”

Jed was looking around the room, and his eyes settled on the cabinet set against the far wall. “What’s in there?”

“I guess we’re going to find out.”

Lana stepped to the cabinet and swing the doors open. “Oh, my God!”

The cabinet had a collection of hand carved dildos in it. Along with some leather for straps, some small whips.

“Good Lord!” whispered Jed. “Your family is sex maniacs!”

Lana’s mouth was open.

Jed picked up one of the dildos. It was carved of what looked like hard oak, probably from a stump. It was like iron and would probably last a thousand years.

He handed it to Lana, who felt it and whispered, “I think I’m getting a hard on now.”

Jed leaned down and pulled open a drawer on the bottom. “Holy…holy…what the…my God!”

He held up a metal tube in the shape of a cock. It had a metal ring attached to it. It was shaped and polished.

“They made their own chastity tubes!”

Lana took it from him. She opened the ring that circled the package, she looked at him. “We’ve got to try it on.”

“What’s this ‘we,’ white woman?”

“Oh, come on. This is amazing. If you don’t try it on you’ll be sorry for the rest of your life.”

“It’s got a lock on it. How do we know it will open?”

“There’s a key in the drawer.”

Sure enough, there was a little key laying in the drawer.

Lana  bent down and put the tube over his cock.

“Hey, I don’t know…”

“Come on. You’re always the kinky one. Work with me on this.”

She closed the ring behind his package, and the thing was secure. She hefted it. “God, this is the sexiest thing I have ever seen in my life.”

Jed’s cock was already trying to get hard.

“Open it. This thing is making me nervous.”

“Okay,” but when she went to pull the gadget apart they heard a ‘CLICK.’

“What’d you do?”

“Oh, no! I just touched it, and I must have pressed it.”

Jed grabbed the mechanism and tried to open it.

“Oh, fuck!”

“Honey! I’m sorry!”

“Well…get the key!”

Lana grabbed the key, put it in the little lock and twisted, but the key wouldn’t turn.

She looked up at him.

He looked at her with horror. “No!”

“I‘m sorry!”

“I need to cut it off.”

“You can’t cut it! You might hurt yourself!”

“I’ll go to town and see a locksmith!”

“You can’t!”

And she was right. The embarrassment would have been too great.

Jed staggered back and his butt hit the table. He held his caged cock and moved it around. He tried to pull his cock out, but it was solidly in there. His balls were trapped by the ring. There was no way he was going to get out. And to make matters worse, his cock was really trying to get hard.

“What are we going to do.”

Lana stepped up to him, grabbed his arms and looked at him. “First, don’t get all panicky. You’re not hurt. You’re just inconvenienced.”

“Yeah, but…that’s my cock!”

“And it’s perfectly safe. In fact, it’s safer than it was before. Now you can’t hurt it by pulling on it all the time.”

“But I can’t put it in you!”

“I don’t think that will be a problem,” she said wryly. They looked at the dildos in the cabinet.

They stood, him breathing hard, and her trying to stifle a snicker.

“I don’t think it’s so funny,” he finally said.

“Oh, honey. This is more than funny.” She started laughing. And laughing. She turned and braced herself against the table and laughed even harder. And every time she tried to stop laughing, to look at him and be serious, she started laughing even harder.

“Honey, this isn’t funny.”

But she obviously thought it was.

Finally, still snickering and chortling, she grabbed his caged cock and said, “Let’s go have some lunch and figure this out.”

She pulled him out of the room, and led him down to the kitchen.

They sat in the kitchen at the big table and she made tuna sandwiches. She poured him a bourbon and Coke to settle him down, and they ate.

“I’ve got to get out of this thing.”

“And you will. But until you do, you might as well enjoy it.”

“Enjoy having my cock caged? That’s for sicko perverts.”

“Like you.”

“Stop that.”

But Lana just laughed. “You’ve got the sicko pervert chastity thing on, so that makes you the official sicko pervert.”

“You have to take this a little more seriously.”

Biting her lip, she calmed down and said, “Just check that room for other keys. If there’s not one there you’ll have to go through the drawer. There’s got to be a key somewhere.”

“Hunh!” he grunted unhappily.

“Let me make you another drink, and let’s just look at this calmly.”

She placed another drink in front of him, and he took a big gulp. His eyes looked haunted.

They spent the afternoon searching. First they turned the little room upside down. He even pulled the cabinet away from the wall, checked under the drawers, under the table, looked simply everywhere. No key.

Down to the kitchen, and he pulled out the key drawer. They sat down at the dining room table and began going through the keys.

They eliminated most of the keys with a simple look at the sizes. The chastity tube took a small key, and 90% of the keys in the drawer were for door locks, dead bolts, big padlocks. The remaining keys didn’t fit anyway, and the few that did fit wouldn’t turn.

Finally, working on his fourth drink and feeling a little loopy, Jed pushed back from the table and gazed at this cock sadly.

“Don’t worry, Jed. It’ll show up some place. We just have to go through this place.”

“But what if we don’t find it?”

“Then we’ll have to call Grandma.

Jed was silent. Call grandma. Admit breaking into a locked room. And…

“Hey, she knows the room is there, she knows about the table and the dildos and everything. It might be embarrassing, but she’s probably used all that stuff. Probably had grandpa under lock and key. Probably beat his ass with a whip.”

“Somehow that’s not reassuring me.”

“You’ll live.”

He stared at her. Yes, he would live. But what kind of a life would it be if he couldn’t even touch his prick?

“To tell you the truth…”

“Yes?”

“You’ve actually got a bigger problem.”

“I do?”

She nodded.

“What?”

“How are you going to keep me satisfied.”

“Oh, come on. I’ve always had higher sex drive than you. You don’t need it as much as I do.”

“Be that as it may, this whole situation is making me hornier than I’ve ever been. So how are you going to get me off?”

“Uh…well…”

“How?”

Agitated by the fact of his locked cock, and now by the idea that he couldn’t satisfy his wife, he muttered. “You’ll just have to get yourself off.”

“Oh, no. None of that. You’re the husband, you’re responsible for satisfying me.”

“But what am I supposed to do? I can’t fuck you. What?”

She sat back and half closed her eyes. “You’ve got a mouth.”

“Honey, you know I’m not a big fan of oral sex.”

“Maybe it’s time you changed.” She was acting very intent.

“If I have to do without then you do, to.”

“Nope. If you make me go without then I’m going to find that key and flush it down the toilet.”

“What?” His voice actually squeaked. “You can’t do that.”

“I can call grandma, find the key, and destroy it. And I will if you don’t do your husbandly duties.”

“No!”

“Besides, when you think about it, it’s only fair.”

“What do you mean?”

“You come four or five times a week. I only cum maybe once a week.”

“I’ve got a higher drive than you!”

“We’ve been married for two years, call it a hundred weeks. That’s 500 comes to 100. You owe me 400 orgasms.”

“What?” His voice was even higher.

“It’s that or stay locked up.”

“You can’t do this!”

“I know.”

But she was doing it.

“Take me upstairs and get me off right now.”

“No.”

“I can afford to wait.”

“But…you can’t…that’s…”

She stood up and said, “Getting late. Think I’ll head for bed. You coming?”

He was, but he wasn’t happy about it. The way she was talking, him being all locked up, he wanted to be released from his chastity in the worst possible way.

They went upstairs and into the big bedroom. Lana pranced along, happy and carefree and glancing back over her shoulder. Her grin could have lit up a baseball stadium.

He stumbled along, dazed, dull, and wondering what he was going to do.

They were both still naked, had been all afternoon, and she jumped up on the bed and spread her legs. “Okay, Jed. Do your duty.”

He stared at her beautiful pussy. His cock surged and struggled against the metal confines. “You can’t make me do this.”

“I shouldn’t have to! You should want to make me happy.”

He stood there.

“Okay, mister, if that’s how you want to play it.” She sat up and folded her arms, which emphasized her big breasts.

“For every day you don’t make me cum you have to spend an hour on the table.”

He knew which table she was referring to.

“And if you refuse for the whole month then you can forget about my pussy even when you get your cock free.”

He stared at her. “But, honey, you’ve never been like this before.”

“I’ve never had a man under my thumb. Truly under my thumb. But now I do. And it’s exciting, and I like it. Not only that, it’s making me horny. Now I know why you want it all the time. And now I want it all the time so you’d better start delivering the goods.”

He still said nothing, though his mouth opened and shut a bit. He wanted to protest, but this was getting worse and worse.

She rolled over on the bed, pulled the covers up, and ignored him.

Jed sighed and crawled into bed. He was on his side, facing her, but he got was her back.

“Honey. Can’t we talk about this. You’re always saying we should communicate more…”

She sighed, then suddenly flipped over. She reached down and grabbed his package. “Of course we can.” Her face was close to his now, and she leaned forward and kissed him.

“Unh!” he groaned. She was turning his cock and squeezing his balls.

She kissed him harder. She scooted up against him. Then she broke the kiss. “Go ahead, start talking.”

He groaned, she was still twisting his balls and now she started slapping the top of the cage. It was making it very difficult for him to think.

“Well, uh…I think we should just use a dildo. I can help you there.”

“That’s a wonderful idea. I think I’d like a little oral sex first.”

He made a choking sound. Then: “But you’re always complaining when I get real insistent about sex, this is the same thing.”

“It is. But as I recall, you always won those arguments. I ended up giving you sex, putting my own considerations and lack of pleasure aside to please you. So this is just turnabout. Isn’t that fair?”

“Well, no. The situation has changed, and—“

“Oh, it’s reversed so you want to change it. Don’t you think that’s a little male chauvinist whatever?”

He kept arguing, and his tone was changing into a whine. Suddenly he realized something. He was arguing not to do something, when all he had to do was not do something. Why was he even talking? It was obvious that he wasn’t going to win, so…?

He sighed, and said, “I’m sorry we’ve…we’re gotten to where we are at. Let’s sleep on it and talk more in the morning.”

“Okay. But if I go to sleep without an orgasm you will owe me an hour on the table.”

Jed hesitated, then nodded. “Okay.”

She let go and he turned over. He had made up his mind, and he wasn’t going to be begging not to do something he didn’t want to do. He would just have to last out the month. Heck, he could go for a month without sex. Right?

Next to him he listened as Lana breathed slower and slower, then slipped into sleep.

He listened to her, and he waited, and he waited, but his breathing didn’t get easier. It actually got harder, and his cock was pushing against the metal contraption he was stuck in.

He awoke, and was tired. And his cock was banging around down there without getting anywhere. His balls ached, and he had morning wood that was downright painful.

Next to him Lana slept the sleep of the innocent.

Moaning with the pain, he slipped out of bed and headed down the hall for the bathroom.

Stood in front of the john, placed his hands on the wall and let loose. And squeaked and grabbed the base of his cock. Pee was spraying everywhere!

He spun around and sat, and had to hold his hands over his groin. Even sitting he had to protect himself from the spray. Damn! He was going to have to sit, line up the slit in the head of his cock with the little opening on the end of the chastity tube, and…then dribble.

His head was down and he felt so miserable.

“Heh heh heh!”

He raised his head, and Lana was standing in the doorway laughing at him. He immediately felt embarrassed, and defensive.

“What are you doing?”

“How does it feel to sit like a little girl to pee?”

He didn’t answer.

She sat on the edge of the tub and faced him. “Don’t feel so bad. “I’ve been sitting like a girl for years. It’s not so bad.”

“But I’m a man?”

Her lip started trembling, “Are you?”

He glared at her.

“Show me your penis.”

He sat very still. His penis was locked up. There was no way he could show it to her.

She stood up and went to the door. “Until you can show me a cock you are a little girl.”

“Lana!” He was wounded.

“And girls without pricks should make love with their mouths.”

“But…”

“After they’ve been punished for being obstinate, like a little boy.”

His mouth open, she turned down the hall, then down the stairs. She was going to the other bathroom.

She fixed breakfast, humming and ignoring him.

He ate.

She was naked, and kept flaunting her charms. She even played with her pussy and sucked on a nipple, teasing him mercilessly.

He moaned and tried to stay away from her. But how do you stay away from your own wife?

They went for a walk. He was clothed, and she was naked. She frolicked through the fields, picked wild flowers and chattered away. And he couldn’t keep his eyes off her lithe but buxom body.

He felt his cock trying to get loose, pressing against the metal, filling the tube…and never able to get really hard.

Lunchtime. She fixed soup and hot dogs. While they ate she held up a hot dog and looked at his caged cock…and laughed. Then she dipped the end of the hot dog into the mayonnaise and said, “I sure wish I had some of this in me.”

He looked away, a tear in the corner of his eyes.

I could put this big dong between my buns. Since it’s a hot dog I could do it ‘doggy style.’

He stood up and walked out. As he left the room she said, “I can’t wait to paddle your backside. And she laughed.

He explored the property. Checked out the barn, realized they must have used material from the tack room to make the straps for the table.

He looked down the well in the front yard. It was still functioning. He could see water shining way down at the bottom.

Fluid, waiting to be used, at the bottom of a shaft.

“Dinner, babe.”

He walked in. She was still naked. She served him at the big table, leaning over his shoulder and brushing his back with her breasts. She ‘accidentally on purpose, flicked a bit of mashed potatoes onto his groin.

He jumped up.

“Want some gravy to go with that?”

He turned and would have left the room, but she said, “Jed?”

He was in the arches, his shoulders slumped, and he said, “What?”

“Why are you really resisting?”

It was the best thing she could have said.

Why was he resisting? Why was he refusing sex? Sure, he didn’t like oral sex, but he liked it when she performed it, so…bite the bullet and do it.

Why was he resisting?

He turned around and looked at her with haunted eyes. “Okay.”


PART TWO

She led him up the stairs, glancing back and giggling. They entered the room under the stairs and he had him get on the table. He sighed and tried to act bored.

She tied his cock to the underside of the table, put her mouth over the chastity device and sucked for a while. Then she went to the cabinet and selected a whip. It was a short thing, a dozen strips of leather about a foot long. She flicked it through the air and he listened to the sizzle of prospective pain.

“I don’t like this.”

“Moo hah hah!” She flicked the whip over his buns. He jerked, and it wasn’t too bad. His cock thought it was wonderful. It bulged in the tube and the tube was pulled forward a bit. His balls were pulled tight.

She hit him again, and again. She took her time and just let that whip fall. Not hard, but consistently. His buns warmed up and it was a weird sort of pain that wasn’t pain. His ass didn’t like it, but his cock craved it.

“Fuck!”  he whimpered.

She began to work up his back. He could take that, it just sort of made his back arch up, turtle up. But then she went down from the buns, flicking the whip across the backs of his thighs.

“Oh, fuck!” He muttered. “Fuck…fuck!”

Lana laughed and stopped for a moment and kissed him. Oddly, the kiss was the most exciting kiss he had ever had. His cock was screaming for trying to get erect, he felt the light pain, and her lips were surcease and heaven all at the same time.

She whipped him some more, and he cried out, but without crying. He was on a fine edge of pain and pleasure.

Then she stopped. They had only been going fifteen minutes, but she was feeling horny.

She untied his dick, helped him off the table and led him through the house to their room. She lay on the bed and sighed and spread her legs.

He whimpered a little bit, but he dove in. In spite of, or perhaps because of, he was incredibly horny, and he lifted her buns and brought her pussy up. He devoured her mons with his mouth, then started isolating the parts of her pussy with his tongue.

Lana moaned and closed her eyes and gave herself up to the gentle munching of his mouth.

She pulled on her nipples and arched her back.

He used his tongue to separate folds of labia and began sucking on her clitoris.

She humped his face and gasped, “Finger me.”

He moved up so he was sideways to her body. He mouthed a nipple, pulled on it by sucking, and his right hand worked her vagina. Two fingers rimmed her, then three penetrated her.

She gasped and  held his head to her breast.

He now had four fingers in her and was ramming and jamming, the only thing that stopped him from going all the way in was his thumb sticking outwards.

She opened her lust filled eyes and said, “Fist me.”

They had done this a couple of times before, and it was intense, almost too intense.

Jed pulled in his thumb, slowly began corkscrewing his hand in her. It only took a half a minute, then his knuckles slipped past her rim.

Her eyes opened and she began muttered nonsense. Her eyes were focused far, far away.

Jed gently fisted her, moving his hand in and out, her vagina gripped his wrist like a huge suction pod.

She began to cum. It started with small twitches, then the movements grew bigger. Then she was holding to his wrist, actually moving it into and out of herself. She was pushing his fist in further than he would have, and her eyes started rolling back in her skull.

“Oh…oh…gah…fu…fu…”

For a long minute she fucked his arm, then she collapsed. Lay back like a rag doll.

He started to pull his arm out but she held it. “Not yet, it’s still happening.”

He waited another minute, then she nodded. He pulled out his hand and gazed lovingly at her.

“That really hurt my cock,” he whispered.

“Good,” she whispered back. “The pain felt good, didn’t it.”

“It was exciting. It hurt, and it was like I was giving myself up to it.”

She opened her eyes and smiled. “Sleep. Then more.” She closed her eyes.

They ransacked the house looking for the key. It simply was not there. Jed even searched the barn. After three days, and two more oral orgasms for Lana, Jed gave up.

“Call Grandma,” he sighed.

Lana nodded. “I guess we’ll have to.”

Grandma was in France, touring a museum, when they got through to her. Actually, when Lana got through to her. They were doing a Facetime, and Jed sat out of view, in a robe, and waited. His face was red and they hadn’t even started talking.

“How’s it going, baby girl?”

“Oh, Grandma, it’s wonderful. It’s like being fifteen again and learning about the whole, wide world!”

They talked for a few minutes then. Grandma asked about her cat, and Lana asked about the sights in France, then they got down to business.

“I know you didn’t just call to ask about the Louvre. What can I do for you.”

“Well, Grandma, we discovered that little room under the stairs.”

Grandma nodded. “You always were the curious one.”

“And, uh, Jed sort of got himself in a pickle.”

“Uh oh,” Grandma’s eyes twinkled. “Did he put something on that he wasn’t supposed to?”

“Yes.”

“And there’s no key.”

“That’s…how did you know?”

“I always keep it in my purse. I’ve got it with me right now.” She actually rummaged through her handbag and held up a little key. “So where is Jed?”

“He’s a little embarrassed and didn’t want to talk.”

“Oh, Lordy. Turn the phone on him.”

Jed groaned and hid his face in a hand.

Lana grinned and shrugged and aimed the cell at him.

Grandma was grinning. “Hey, Jed. Open that robe. I want to see.”

“Oh, please…”

“If you want me to mail the key to you you’ll open that robe right now.”

Jed opened the robe and Grandma giggled. “After all this time and it works so perfectly.”

“I’m sorry, Grandma. We shouldn’t have gone in that room. And I shouldn’t have put this thing on.”

“Oh, nonsense. You’re young. You should be doing all those things…and more.”

Her voice grew a little more intense, and she said, “Now, here’s what we’ll do. I used to make Henry do these things. I want you to go to the bedroom next to the garret stairway and get dressed. Then select a dildo and let Lana have her way with you.”

“What!” Jed’s whole face went slack with shock. “You want me to…to…”

“Of course you need to take a video of this and send it to me. And Lana, I don’t know what you’ll do for make up. I haven’t used that room for decades, and I’m sure the make up we used isn’t any good.”

Lana’s face was just as open as Jed’s.

“I really like the blue dress, but whatever you want is fine with me. Jed, you’ve got a nice body, but don’t worry if the seams pop a little. I used to have to sew those dresses up all the time. Not because my Henry was fat, but because we used to bend him every which way but loose.”

Jed was sputtering helplessly.

“Oh, and Lana, you could probably just go buy one of those new fangled strap on things. My old wooden pricks work just fine, but I wouldn’t be surprised if the new things are better.

Lana managed to clarify Grandma’s words. “You want me to dress Jed up like a girl and fuck him.”

“Isn’t that what we’ve been talking about? Now feel free to use that table. Seeing a man’s ass get whipped used to turn me on so hot I thought steam would come out of my pussy.”

Jed was making sounds, but nothing intelligible.

“You do all that and I might send you the key. I don’t know if I can overnight it, but I’ll spend an extra dollar for fast delivery. You’re probably wanting to get out of that chastity tube by now. Right, Jed?”

“I…uh…yeah…I do…”

Grandma laughed. They could hear people in French in the background. “You sound downright gobsmacked, young man.” She looked away, then back to the camera. “The tour’s starting now, so you young ’uns  get busy and have your fun. Nothing like being young. Bye bye.”

The connection ended and Jed and Lana stared at each other. Jed’s face was a mask of horror.

Lana’s was a grin aborning.

“She’s kidding.” His voice was a gasp.

Lana shook her head. “She wasn’t kidding.”

“But she can’t be serious!”

“Why not?”

“But…you…she…”

“We’ve played with your asshole before, as I recall. Seems like you liked it.”

“But that was your finger! And an ice cube!”

“I believe we referred to that as an ‘ass’cube.”

“But she wants you to put one of those…those…dicks up my ass!”

“You’ve always wanted to try anal on me.”

“But this is different.”

“I believe we’ve had this conversation before. If the shoe is on the other foot you want to change the rules.”

“But…that’s a dick!”

“And you’re an asshole,” she chuckled.

He frowned. “I’ve got an asshole. Not I am an asshole.”

“Eh, splitting hairs. When do you want to do this?”

“I don’t want to!”

“Then you’ll be forced to live a life of sexual frustration. And, I’ll tell you something else.”

“What?”

“If Grandma doesn’t get her way she can be a bit spiteful.”

“What does that mean?”

“She’s liable to drop the key into the Indian Ocean.”

“NO!”

Lana shrugged. “Just sayin’.”

Jed walked into the kitchen. He got down the bottle of bourbon. He took a sip straight from the bottle.

“You’re going to need to drink the whole thing.” Lana chuckled.

He glared at her sourly, then poured himself a half glass, added cubes, and poured in Pepsi. “Fuck,” he snarled.

Lana went to the liquor cabinet and took down a bottle of wine. She half filled a goblet and sat down and watched him.

Jed was muttering to himself.

“Jed,” she said, after a while. “What’s the big deal?”

“It’s going to hurt.”

“Nope. We use plenty of lube. I’ll use a dildo that’s no bigger than one of your big, old turds. Pardon my indelicacy.”

His mouth twisted in displeasure. “It’ll be going the wrong way.”

“When you fuck my pussy you go both in and out. What’s the difference?”

“You’re really getting off on this, aren’t you?”

“Absolutely. I’ve always wondered about things like this. And, let’s face it, you’ve probably wondered more.”

“But I never did anything about it!”

“So maybe it’s time you relaxed and let it happen. Gays do it, they like it. Lots of people do it…lots of people like it. Why shouldn’t you learn how to enjoy different ways of doing sex?”

He finished his drink—that was fast—and poured another one. She had a feeling he was going to try and drink himself into it.

“Look, Jed. You got yourself into this mess—“

“You’re the one who insisted I try this stupid thing on!”

“But you did it, so take responsibility. Either give up sex, maybe for a lot longer than a month, or give in and have a little fun.”

He placed the glass on the counter.

She thought, Fuck! He’s really going to get drunk!

But Jed didn’t pour another glass. He just poured straight Pepsi over rocks and came and sat down next to her. His robe was apart and she could see his cock, all red and worming inside his chastity.

“There’s got to be another way.”

She reached over and grabbed his chastity cage. She held it, and shook it gently to emphasize her words. “Look, honey. I’ll be gentle. We’ll make this a game and we’ll have fun.”

He stared at her, biting his lip. “But we have to film it.”

“Grandma is getting older. She probably hasn’t had any sex—“

“Except a wooden dildo,” Jed burst out.

“—in ages. This will probably make her day. Give her a thrill. Don’t you want to make an old lady happy.”

He blinked. The whole concept of doing a mercy anal fuck as a favor to an old lady was…overwhelming.

“Now, come on. Make yourself another drink—sip this one and make it last—and let’s go upstairs and at least look at the stuff in her room.”

It took a while, but Jed finally gave in. To going upstairs, that is. She grabbed his cage once again, kept a straight face, and led him up the stairs.

The room next to the stairway to the garret was large. It was as large as the master bedroom, and it had two walk in closets. There was no bed, but there was a make up station. The station had little round lightbulbs all around the mirror. There were two large dressers across the wall across from the closets with a big mirror between them.

“All you have to do is let me do the work. You can sit and sip and enjoy all the crazy sensations. I’ll even run down and get you another drink when you’re done with that one.”

Jed stood in the middle of the room and looked around.

Lana watched him for a moment, as if he might break and run for it, then she sighed and started looking drawers and in the closets.

She extracted panties, a corset with cups, and nylons from one of the dressers.

“I don’t know.”

“Of course you do. It’s going to be fun.” She looked at the panties, then tossed them aside. She wanted his bottom naked. “Lose the robe.”

He tossed the robe into a corner.

He had a good body for cross dressing. Slender, but not too heavy on the angles.

Lana put the corset around him and fastened the buttons. Then she went to the back and started pulling ties.

Jed grunted with each pull. “This thing is old.”

“Old and probably hand made.”

Slowly she went down his back, and when she was done she was pleasantly surprised. The corset made his hips flare a bit. He was already starting to look a little more feminine.

She went reached into the second dresser and brought out a couple of breast forms. She slid them into the top of the corset.

Jed looked down at his sudden boobs. “Fuck,” he whispered. He hefted them with his hands, and it was a curious moment. Lana could tell that he wasn’t put off, that he was fascinated.

“Told you it’d be fun.”

“It’s not that, he said in a low voice.” But he didn’t say what it was, so she ignored him.

“Sit on the vanity chair.”

He did, and she rolled nylons up his legs.

“Good thing you shave your legs for swimming.” She looked up at him. “Time for some truth. You didn’t shave your legs for swimming. You shaved them…just because.”

He bit his lip and gave a slight nod. “I was curious.”

“And what do shaved legs feel like?”

“They feel…good. Sexy.”

She grinned. “That’s the horn dog I know and love.” She fastened the tops of the nylons to the garter straps on the corset. He now had long, sleek legs. Very sexy.

She went into the closet and came out with several pairs of high heels. Jed gasped.

She knelt in front of him and put heels on his feet. “Which ones are the most comfortable?”

He chose a pair of black heels that buckled up the front. They looked like a wicked witch’s shoes, but they were sexy.

“Can you stand up?”

He did, and wavered, and nodded.

“Excellent. Sit down and let me find the blue dress.”

He waited, and she shortly exited a closet holding a long, satin dress.

“That’s an old dress,” he said as she held it up to him.

“It is. Very fashionable back in the 1920s.”

She undid the back buttons and helped him step into it. She buttoned him up, and the material stretched around a couple of the buttons, but it was a pretty good fit. The front went all the way up and covered his boobs, but actually emphasized them. The sleeves went down to his wrists, and Lana helped him slip on white gloves. He had no flesh showing, to speak of, but that made it even more sexy. What you can’t see excites the imagination.

She took him to a big mirror hanging on the wall between the dressers and he stared at himself. Neither of them said anything, but it was obvious that from the neck down he looked like a woman.

“Okay,” she said. “Time for the heavy lifting.”

He looked at her.

“Make up.”

“Oh,” and he gulped.

“Can you stay like this for a half hour?”

“What for?”

“I want to go get new make up. This stuff,” she indicated a tray of bottles on one of the dressers, “is old.”

“I guess so.”

“Tell you what. I’ll get you a drink, bring it up to the garret, and then I’ll go to town. You can sit on top of the world and anticipate what this is going to be like.”

He found himself nodding.

Five minutes later he sat in a chair in the garret and watched as their car sped down the lane on its way to town.

Jed was drunk. And feeling horny. And…he hated to admit it…he liked it.

He liked the sexiness of the old material, the underwear, the way his body was compressed.

Even the feeling of his cock trying to get free was sexy. Especially sexy.

He lifted his dress and felt his cage. He felt his weenie struggling. He felt the smooth skin of his stretched out balls.

Fuck. Why did this have to feel so good?

He sat and sipped, and he finished the drink just as he saw the car returning from town.

He walked down the stairs, being very careful. His ankles wobbled and he struggled for balance, but he made it down to the first floor just as Lana burst through the front door.

“Look at you!” she called out cheerfully. “Here. Take this upstairs.”

He took two shopping bags and held them in one hand and used his other hand to balance himself as he walked up the stairs.

Lana was up two minutes later, bringing the drinks.

“First time we need a bit of lubrication. We want to be relaxed and do it right.”

He nodded and sipped and was grateful He was about as relaxed as he could get without being drunk, and he sat down in the vanity chair and waited.

Lana opened one of the bags and took out a make up kit with a few extras. She checked everything, laid it out on the table, and opened the first bottle.

“This is cleanser. WE’re going to clean your very pores. No more blackheads, even pimples will clean up a bit.”

“But I’m clean. I took a shower this morning.”

When he saw the little sponges after she wiped his face he was aghast. “I’m a filthy pig,” he said.

“Now we’re talking,” she grinned.

“This is primer.” She applied the creamy stuff, rubbing it into his crevices, and it felt sexy to just sit there and have his face massaged. Even the light smells were a turn on.

He looked down at his whimpering cock.

“I think Mr. Happy likes it.” smiled Lana.

She applied foundation and blush and his face took on color. A man’s face has different colors, bland colors, but with the foundation creating a canvas she began to brighten him, to make him glow.

She used her fingers to brush color over his eyes. A slight bluish tinge with dusky grey and a streak of gleaming white. She lined his eyes and lengthened his lashes. Finally, she rolled on the lipstick.

“It’s got plumper in it. Your lips will look larger.”

“It stings a little.”

“Got things like cayenne pepper in it. The sting will stop, but your lips will remain full and gorgeous, and get even fuller as we apply the plumper every day.”

He looked up at her. “Every day?”

“You didn’t think we were going to stop with one time, did you? We’ve got a whole month, and there’s lots of things we can do.”

He didn’t say anything, but he was thinking a mile a minute.

“Come on,” she helped him up and he followed her into the closet. On the top shelf were a row of wigs. She took them down, one after another, and put them on his head.

“This one,” she finally said. “You’ve got dark skin, and auburn is really going to suit you. It will look natural.”

She took him out to the vanity again and fit a skull cap to his head. then she glued the front strip of the cap and placed the wig on him.

He stared at the mirror and was stunned by the transformation. His face was round, the angles shaded away. His lips were large and red. His eyes were glittering jewels under dusky rainbows.

“Oh, my God!” he whispered.

Lana smiled, and began shooting video. She walked around him, had him pirouette, went up and down, from high heels to wig.

He was a babe.

Lana stood next to him and snapped pics.

Finally, she turned to him, touched his lips lightly with her own, and said, “Let’s go, slick.”

She couldn’t grab his cock to lead him, but she did link arms and guide him to the room under the garret.

It was difficult getting low enough with the heels on, but he made it through the door.

For a long moment he stood and just looked. Lana had a selfie stick and she propped it on top of the cabinet. Grandma was going to get a box seat for his de-flowering.

“Okay, honey, let’s start off with a little spanking.”

Lana helped him up on the table. She pulled his dress up in the front so his cock could hang through the hole, then she got under the table and tied it.

“You should do my wrists and ankles.”

Lana nodded. She knew Grandma would like that. She put the leather strips around his wrists and buckled them. Then she did his ankles.

She stood next to the table and faced the cell phone. “Hi, Grandma. We’re going to use three dildos today. Small to large. It’s Jed’s first time and we want him to really enjoy himself. But, first, we have to do a little warm up.”

She walked around the table and pulled his dress up. His ass was exposed below the coset. The garter straps framed his buns perfect, and his legs extended so sexy.

She held up the little whip and said, “We gave him some light strokes yesterday, but today I’m going to give him ten strokes. Only ten, but I guarantee he’s going to be crying when I’m done.

Jed listened, and he was suddenly nervous.

Wisss…SMACK!

Jed lurched. It hurt! His buns were now on fire.

Wisss…SMACK!

“Oh, shit!” he mumbled.

Wisss…SMACK!

Again and again.

Jed tried not to cry. He tried to control himself, to ignore the fire down below, but when Lana finished his tears were falling to the floor.

Lana came to the front of the table and gripped his wig. She lifted his head so the camera could record his face. His mascara was now smudged and it was obvious he was crying.

Lana grinned at the camera and gave a thumbs up. She walked to the side of the table and picked up the smallest dildo. It wasn’t much more than an index finger wide and long. She placed an open container of lube between his legs and dipped the dildo into it. Then she spread it out over the dildo, and, finally, she placed the tip of the dildo at Jed’s ass.

Jed looked up, his eyes wide, filled with fright. The camera caught him perfectly.

She pushed the dildo into him. She wasn’t rough, just matter of fact.

Jed’s eyes opened in surprise. Then he started blinking, and then…he relaxed.

“Hey…”

She started slipping it in and out of his rectum. Little strokes, with a swirl here and there.

“….that feels good.”

“Lay down and shut up, Jed.”

Jed did, and shortly he was giving little moans.

Lana pulled the dildo out of him.

“Hey!”

She put the next one into him. His eyes didn’t go as wide, but he blinked a lot.

“How you doing, Jed?”

He put his head down and breathed in little gasps. “Good.”

“You know, if you relax enough you might be able to have an orgasm. I can definitely drain you, but an orgasm might be better. Wouldn’t you like to have an anal orgasm? Jed?”

“Uh, yeah.”

“Then relax. Let your body respond as it will. Enjoy.”

Jed began grinding his ass back at the middle-sized dildo. Pleasure was shooting through his whole midsection. His ass was on fire with good feelings.

Lana took the medium dido out and put lube on the biggest one. It wasn’t huge, just normal dick-sized. But that was big for Jed’s relatively virgin anal passage.

“Okay, honey. This is the one that’s going to do it.” She inserted the dildo. His canal opened up by the earlier dildos, and relaxed from all the pleasure he was enjoying, the dildo slid in easily.

Still, he grunted. He was full now, and he felt like he was going to explode with heat.

She gently rammed him. She corkscrewed inside him, and he felt something growing, getting closer.

“That’s it, honey. You’re getting closer now.” Her voice was like butter, sliding over everything, making everything sweet and warm.

And he was getting closer. For a second he tried to make it happen, but he quickly realized that wasn’t the way a female orgasm worked. You had to relax and let the lightening happen. A male could shoot the lightening. A female had to accept the lightening.

He felt the first little spurts of lightening in his butt. His eyes and mouth opened and his head arched. Again, the cell phone captured it all. The surprise, the delight, the sheer joy.

Shockwaves rippled out from his prostate and his ass began to jump and quiver.

“Oh, fuck!” he whimpered, and the orgasm took him. It lifted him up, dashed him down, again and again.

Lana kept screwing the dildo into him, but very gently. She wanted to help the orgasm, not chase it away.

For a long minute Jed made sounds and his body spasmed, then it was over. He gave up, and just lay there.

Lana went to the cell phone and brought it down. She focused it under the table and a long string of cum hung from the tip of his chastity tube. The floor had a large puddle of the goo directly under his cock.

She took the video, the stills, and finally stood up and put the phone down. She undid the straps and helped Jed from the table. She walked him to their bedroom and helped him into bed. He was dazed, but happy. He smiled at her, then went to sleep.


EPILOGUE

Lana sat in the garret and Grandma’s face showed on the screen.

“That was beautiful,” Grandma said. I couldn’t have done it better myself.”

“I learned from the best, Grandma.”

“That you did,” Grandma chuckled.

“I did everything you said, and it worked just like you said.”

“Family secrets, Baby Girl. Family secrets, honed over the generations. Do you want me to mail you the key?”

Lana was aghast by the question. “Of course not!”

“Excellent. Then I’ll expect daily videos from you.”

“And you’ll get them. I’ll talk to you tomorrow Grandma. I love you.”

“And I love you.”

END
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 Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why.

This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth.

My Husband’s Funny Breasts


Feminized For Granny!

Revenge, lust and…Grandma?


PART ONE

I was angry. Pissed off. I couldn’t believe what he had done. Never, in 10 years of managing the department store, had I seen what I had just seen.

Unbelievable.

I flicked the intercom for my secretary.

“Lana, summon Eric.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

A moment later her voice came over the store loudspeaker system. “Eric Standish report to administration.”

I waited.

My back was to a picture of the founder. Emily Standish. Now retired and trusting me. And I felt like I had personally let her down.

That this could happen on my watch.

To my left was the big picture window that looked out on the. town.

On the desk in front of me was proof. Living proof of how I, and the store, and Mrs. Emily Standish had been betrayed.

I stared at the computer for a long minute. It was split into four screens. One screen showed my office, two were of the sales area outside administration. On the fourth screen I caught sight of Eric sauntering through the corridor leading to my office.

He was a skinny, little fart. Long hair and sort of feminine looking. Maybe that’s why he did the thing he had done. Maybe he was revolting against people’s image of him. A spoiled fop of little use.

And he would inherit the store. The day Mrs. Emily Standish dropped dead he would be my boss.

I prayed for Mrs. Standish to have a long life.

And I knew I was going to have to straighten out this spoiled idiot. And quickly.

I sighed, swiveled around to stare out the window, and thought about my options.

I could see people from the third story window. The street was busy, and in the distance I could see the college. Thousands of kids out there, and I get stuck with—

Knock. Knock.

I swiveled towards the door.

“Come in, Eric,” and I put a smile on my face.

He was wearing shorts and a hoodie. Totally unprofessional, and another reason to be irritated. Didn’t he understand that appearance was everything? That people judged one on looks, and that meant they judged the store on how he looked?

He sauntered in, cocksure and dumb as they come. A rich boy who couldn’t be fired, so the heck with me. And, to add to that, he knew that one day he would be in charge, and that if I did anything to piss him off he would be able to fire me.

“Hi, Joanna.”

“If you could shut the door?” I asked sweetly, masking my temper.

He turned and shut the door.

“And lock it.”

He tilted his head slightly at this unusual request, a frown flitted over his face, but he locked the door.

“And come have a seat.”

His smirky smile reasserted itself as he crossed the room. The hoodie was dirty. Heysoos Xristo! Didn’t anybody ever…but, no. They didn’t. I knew that he had been a problem child, and that he had spent time in boarding schools, been a bigger problem, and then his grandmother had taken charge. And she had apparently solved the problem by letting him run amuck.

I groaned. A problem Mrs. Standish hadn’t been able to handle, and I was expected to do it.

He sat, a sprawl of loose clothes and sneer.

He didn’t say anything. He didn’t even ask what this was about. He just sat there and regarded me with arrogance.

“Eric, we have a problem.”

“Oh?” As if he cared.

“Yes. It appears that somebody has been jacking off in Women’s underwear.”

A blank look, an attempt at innocence, but I could see the flash in the eye, the worry, and he blinked, and perspiration broke out on his forehead.

“You wouldn’t know who that would be, would you?”

A sickly smile crept across his face. “Why would I?” He was going to brazen it out.

I stood up and came around the desk, I turned the monitor so he could see it, I blew up one quarter of the screen.

The time in the corner said 9:30 PM. The store was closed, but if anybody would know how to bypass the security precautions, the locks and the clocks and all, it would be grandson of the founder.

On the screen Eric was standing in an aisle in Women’s Lingerie. He looked around to make sure he was alone, then he stepped over to a rack of bras.

Looking around again, he pulled his pants down. He took out his cock, a surprising large one for such a skinny runt, and he wrapped the bra around it.

He groaned and began whacking. We couldn’t hear anything, but he tilted his face and closed his eyes, and the camera had him.

I pressed a button and the image zoomed, showed him, sneer and all, then I backed it off to include his whole body.

His hand moving like a jackhammer. His mouth open, the way he moved it was obvious he was groaning with pleasure.

He came, a thick rope escaped the folds of the bra, the rest of his jerky urges went into the cups.

I backed up, showed the scene a couple of times, then froze it on the moment of squirt. The look of white hot pleasure, the stream of cum in the air.

I looked at Eric.

He had turned pasty white. His dark hair looked darker, and there was actually real fear on his face.

“Well, it looks like we have our stinky, little pervert right here. Doesn’t it?”

“I…mmmhj…aahuu…” he mumbled.

“Did you enjoy your little masturbation session? Did you like getting your rocks off in my bras?”

“I…I…” He was incoherent, but I could see thoughts flashing behind those dark, brown eyes.

“So what did you do with the bra?”

“I…I…”

“I said,” I spoke sternly, “what did you do with that bra you just shot your filthy spunk into?”

“I…I threw it away.”

“So you are not only a pervert, you are a thief.”

“No…I’m not…I…I’m sorry.”

That’s when it hit me. I was pushing him around, embarrassing him, and…it felt good.

I was mad, and righteously so, but there was something about giving this little snot rag his comeuppance that was downright energizing. I decided to draw out my interrogation.

“Where did you throw the bra away?”

“Uh…no…I….in a trash can on the way home.”

Something odd here. He was blinking furiously, and that was body talk for ‘lie.’

But what could he be lying about? He was caught, so…but he wasn’t used to taking his medicine like a man.

“What am I supposed to do with you?”

“I won’t do it again.”

“No. That’s not good enough. You need to learn a lesson.”

“I…you won’t tell grandmother, will you?”

Oh, I felt a flush of victory. He was scared all right, and here was the big reason.

“You don’t care that you’re a pervert, do you? You just care about getting caught, and somebody telling Mrs. Standish that her precious baby is nothing but a common, horny, little jacker offer.

“No, I…” but he was caught, and big time, and I realized that, for the first time, I had a stick I could use. I could use his humiliation and his fear of being exposed.

The feeling of power ran through me, raged through me, and my knees actually got weak. I felt a thrill in my groin.

Power. Sexy, seductive power. Was I getting wet down there?

“Take off your pants.”

His head jerked up and his eyes widened. “What?”

“I am going to spank you. And you are going to take it, or I am going to send this video to your grand mother.”

“No!” he whispered, his eyes glazed over in fear. “You can’t!”

But I could. I walked over to a chair by the conference table. I turned the chair around and sat in it.

“Take your damned pants off and get over here.”

“But I can’t…you can’t…it’s not legal!”

“You gonna call the cops on me, perv boy?” Geez, my inner thighs felt slick. I wasn’t just wet, I was WET. “Now come here.”

I growled that last, and he stood up, trembling and shaking, and slowly walked towards me. He stopped in front of me, terror in his eyes, but he still hadn’t taken his pants down.

I reached forward and gripped his zipper and pulled it down.

“No…no…” almost like a chant, his voice sounding as if it was far away. “You can’t!” There was begging in his voice and manner.

I unbuckled him and pulled his pants down. I stared.

He had on panties. Red panties. Women’s Lingerie panties. Satiny with a little fringe. A bit of liner in the bottom of the crotch.

I gasped. “Oh. My. God.”

I looked up at him. Tears formed in his eyes, filled his thick lashes and began to drop.

“You’re wearing panties,” I stated the obvious.

He mumbled something, his voice so low he couldn’t be understood.

The feeling of warmth inside me grew larger, larger. I now felt so wet…if I got much wetter I would slide right off the chair.

But I didn’t want to slide off the chair. That feeling of power, I wanted to spank that snotty, little kid.

I grabbed his sleeve and pulled him around. I laid him across my lap and his round bottom was presented perfectly. And, I couldn’t believe it, I actually felt his penis poking through the material. It was half hard, and it pointed right between my thighs. My wet thighs.

But I ignored it. Some feeling of…what? Respect for another human being?

He was weak from fear and trembling, and I moved him around on my lap. His penis was getting harder. I raised my hand, paused, and slapped it down as hard as I could.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“OW!”

Tears fell to the rug and soaked in. My hand quickly became sore, but I didn’t stop. The feeling of power had me now. It was like being on the edge of a great cum, and I wanted to go over the edge.

With each slap of the hand I grunted a word. “You…will…not…steal…”

He cried and cried, and I knew that under his red panties his flesh was becoming red. Heck, my hand was red, so what must his fanny look like under the slick material?

Then I noticed something: his hands, in spite of the pain he was feeling, were holding the bottom of his hoodie in place.

Holding his hoodie in place? Not letting it slip up and expose his upper body…he was hiding something!

I ripped his hand away from the hem of his hoodie and pushed the hoodie up, and stopped. One more shock in a morning of shocks.

He was wearing the bra. The bra he had jacked off in. He hadn’t thrown it away.

Bright red, matched the panties, small cups, and that was why he was wearing such loose clothing. He wanted to hide the shoulder straps, any bulge on his chest.

I let go of him and he scrambled off my lap, fell on the floor. He sobbed and his face was purple was shame. He pushed with his feet, backing across the floor even as he tried to pull his pants up.

I stared, my eyes open, my mouth gaping, my ability to think somewhere else.

“I…I…” he spoke through his sobbing. He cried so hard his body was rippling with shivers. “You…you…you…”

I watched as he stood up, his dick was large, much larger than the security screen had shown, and it was big and fat and hard and…and it was actually dripping.

There was something about humiliation that had him by the short and curlies and caused such a reaction.

And there was something about this scene, spanking him, finding out he was cross dressing, that made me so wet I was afraid I’d gush, right there. On the chair.

He pushed his cock into his pants and managed to buckle up. He ran to the door, and, at last, I began to move. I ran after him.

He fumbled with the lock, unable to work it for the tears obscuring his vision.

I pushed his hand against the lock, flattening it out. I pressed his body with mine, pushing it against the wall.

He cried, totally defeated, unable to even break loose from my light body weight.

Of course, he wasn’t very heavy himself. Thin and fragile, girl like…girl like…and it burst through me what I was going to do.

“Eric,” I whispered in his ear. “Eric…”

“Wha…wha…what?”

“Come back to the desk.”

I grabbed a fistful of hoodie and tugged. Docile, like a beaten puppy, he came with me.

I pushed him into the chair again. Then I simply walked around the desk, sat in my own swivel, and watched him cry.

He cried for a long time. He was completely broken. Shattered. His deepest secret exposed.

While he cried I turned to the sideboard behind my desk. My cell phone was on the charger, and it took two clicks before the video was up and running. I hid this action from Eric with my body, then turned and slid my seat to the side. The camera recorded him sobbing uncontrollably, but missed me.

“What are you going to do?” He finally asked.

“Okay, Eric.” I made my voice a bit throaty, an attempt to disguise it. “It’s time for the truth. It’s time to tell me about your cross dressing.

He sniffled and wiped his nose.

“When did you first cross dress?”

“I…when I was in the sixth grade. I was fascinated by mother’s bras. I tried one on. And…and…”

“What is it like? This compulsion?”

“It’s…I don’t…it makes me feel good.”

“Does it make you horny?”

“Oh, yes.”

Now that the secret was out I could detect a bit of relief. His deep dark secret, tormenting him even as it excited him. He began to speak clearly, and it wouldn’t be long before the words just bubbled out of him.

“And you jack off?”

He nodded, his hands wiping away the trails of tears on his cheeks.

“Take your hoodie off.”

There was no more point in hiding, he hesitated, then pulled his hoodie off.

There he sat, a delicate boy with a red bra, and the bra fit rather well. Oh, he didn’t have boobs, but he had selected the flattest bra in the Lingerie section.

But the interesting thing was that, if he had filled the cups, even a little, he would look surprising like a girl.

He had the long hair, it just needed a good brushing and a little styling. His lashes were thick and long, they just needed a bit of curling and mascara.

I imagined putting eye shadow on him, and lipstick, and I was shocked by the thud in my heart. It wasn’t just control that was turning me on, it was the idea of the bra, the panties…him being made up to be a girl.

I felt something give inside, a tremor ran through my body. It exploded out of my cunt, swarmed my senses, and I realized: I had just had an orgasm. Not a big crashing one, but a little shock. But it was still an orgasm. The feeling of heat in my cheeks, the desire of the pelvis to buck. Oh, my, God! There was power here, and sex, and something else.

There was a piece of me that was perverted. There was something in me that wanted to take this boy and dress him up. Put make up on him. Make him walk in heels and prance and dance and…

Behind me, the computer watched silently. Sending images into the cloud even as it recorded.

“What…what are you going to do?”

Yet he still sat in bra. He hadn’t tried to put the hoodie back on. There was something in him that loved it. That wanted it.

He was a boy who responded to humiliation.

“I want you to go to Make Up. Get a basic ‘House of Chimera’ make up kit. Bring it back here.”

“What?”

“Or I will send the security footage to your grandmother.”

He turned pale all over again.

“Now.”

He stood up, then, “Can I put on my hoodie?”

I almost buckled with laughter. He was so cowed he had to ask.

“Please do. I don’t want the rest of the world to know that the grandson of Mrs. Emily Standish is sissy.”

He blushed then. A change from the pale. He turned and, pulling on his hoodie, left the room. And this time he managed to undo the lock.

While he was gone I rummaged through some of the boxes at the side of my office. Whenever room in the warehouse got tight we placed returns and irregulars in my office. It was convenient, especially when we returned them to the vendors.

I selected several things, put them on top of the boxes, then returned to my desk.

On the security cam I watched Eric enter the Make Up kiosk. He spoke to the girl there, who laughed, then he picked up a small box filled with the basics of House of Chimera make up and left the area.

A couple of minutes later he was back in the office, and I didn’t have to tell him to lock the door.

“On the conference table,” I told him.

He placed the kit on the shiny surface and turned to me.

“On the middle crate there are clothes. Put them on.”

He froze. “What?”

“If you wish to survive with your secret intact, without your grandmother finding out about your perversion, you will do exactly as I say, and quickly and without hesitation.”

Still, it took him a moment to move.

At the crate he picked up a garter belt.

“Go on. Take off your hoodie and pants and shoes.”

“But…why?” his face was a picture of fear.

“Because if you are going to dress like a little girl, I will help you.”

Yet there was no nonsense on my face. Even as I told him to do what he so desperately wanted to do, I wanted no mistake about who was in charge.

Slowly, he took off his hoodie and pants, toed off his shoes. He was beautiful The bra and panties set off his skin color, emphasized his gentle frame. But that hair. I needed to brush it out.

He stepped into the garter.

“Nylons are next to the dress.”

He took the nylons and went to a chair. He sat down, opened the package, and began expertly rolling the nylons up his legs.

His shaved legs.

“You’ve done this before,” I stated.

He nodded his face, his face was so red it looked like the burners of a stove.

He stood up.

“The dress.”

He went to the dress, held it for a moment and stared at it. He stepped into it.

It fit perfectly. It was a shimmery blue with a criss cross top. It was built for cleavage, but there wasn’t much cleavage to show. I wondered what I could do about that.

“Now the shoes.”

He stepped into a pair of four inch high heels. I was pleased to see that his knees didn’t bend. Good. He was used to wearing heels.

I noted, as he stood there, the bump in the front of the dress. One more thing I was going to have to do something about.

“Sit down.”

He did so, and I stood up. I rounded the desk and walked towards him. His eyes were round, like a deer’s when the light hits it.

Slowly, I brushed the tangles out of his hair. I tried to keep my back to the camera, but I knew I was going to have to do some editing with the final product.

“How long have you wanted to be a girl.”

“I don’t.”

He was serious.

“Then why the cross dressing?” His hair was brushing out nice. I tried to give it a wave and was partially successful.

“It makes me horny.”

“And you don’t get horny being a boy?”

“I get hornier being a girl.” He was whispering, but he was answering my questions. If it wasn’t for the fact that he was so red and embarrassed, and trembled every once in a while, we could have been two girls trading make up secrets.

“So you get horny, then you jack off. Have you ever had sex with a woman?”

“Yes. Well, sort of.”

He was getting comfortable with telling me the truth.

“Sort of?”

“I came too quick, before…before I could put it in her.”

I nodded, stepped back and inspected his hair. “So you are a pervert, a cross dresser, and a premature ejaculator.”

In a day filled with red faces, he was red yet again.

“I’m not.”

“But you are, and it’s okay. You’re not a manly man, so you can’t be expected to control your sperm.”

He was silent at that. I had called him a sissy, told him he wasn’t manly, and, sitting there in full dress he certainly didn’t look very masculine.

“What are we doing here?” he finally asked.

“Making your dreams come true. Turn this way.”

He turned his chair and I sat down in front of him. I cracked the seal on the make up kit and took out items.

“Are you going to…to…”

“I’m going to make you up. Any objections.”

“Yes.”

“No.”

There wasn’t anything he could say to that, and I began moisturizing his face.

“You have wonderful skin,” I said as I cleaned out his pores and creases.

“I do?”

“Soft, good color, no zits to speak of.”

“I pop them.”

That was more than I wanted to know.

“Girls don’t ‘pop’ zits. They use soap and water and clean themselves.”

“Oh. Okay.”

I put on primer, then a liquid foundation. His skin absorbed everything perfectly. House of Chimera was an excellent product, and this particular kit seemed perfect for male faces.

Concealer, a little powder, then the delicate job of applying bronzer.

His face was changing. Shadows were shifting from the masculine to the feminine. His lips looked fuller under the coloring of his skin, his eyes, so big and expressive, were ready for make up.

I shadowed them, lightly, a greyish color that made his eyes mysterious. That hair. I needed to do something about it.

He sat silently, and I wondered what he was thinking.

I knew what he was feeling. The bump in his lap was throbbing. Visibly throbbing. I knew he wanted to take it out and stroke it. If he made himself horny by wearing a bra, then being made into the full package must be exploding his groin.

I worked on those delicious eyelashes. Mascara made them even longer, as long as fake eyelashes, but obviously not fake.

Then I put on the lip stain.

Lip stain. Longer lasting than lipstick.

Then a touch of gloss to make the stain stand out brighter.

I stepped back and inspected him.

He looked, except for the bulge in his panties and dress, like a girl. A flat girl, but maybe there was something we could do about that. We had falsies in the Ladies Department, but I was thinking more along the lines of real flesh. Maybe hormones. I wanted his cleavage to show.

“Well, Erica, would you like to see yourself?”

He nodded. And now he was trusting. He had been made into the image he had of himself.

“Go into my bathroom. On the back of the door is a mirror.”

He stood up and walked. “Place your feet as if on a line.”

He did so, and his ass swayed delightfully. I smiled and licked my lips. I felt close to another mini-orgasm.

He looked at himself in the mirror, and I took a position next to him. We stood there, two beautiful women. Actually, I hate to admit it, he was better looking than me. Except that he was flat, and he had that damned bump in his dress, and his hair.

We turned sideways and my breasts really did make the difference. Hmm.

“Okay, enough. Come back into the office.”

He followed me and I pointed to the chair in front of the desk.

I sat in my own swivel and said, “Cross your legs at the knees. You don’t want to flash anybody.”

“Oh.”

I turned the monitor and he could see the office…and himself.

Underneath the makeup he turned ashen. Not just red with embarrassment, but pale with fear.

“You didn’t.”

“I did.” I smiled.

He stared at the screen, I hit a few taps on the keyboard, and the scene shifted backwards. He saw himself, in bra, telling how he had discovered cross dressing.

We traveled through his humiliation. The dresses, him telling how everything made him so horny and how he couldn’t stop himself from cumming too soon. Then the make up. Finally, the finished product.

A young, beautiful woman. A woman who, quite honestly, took my breath away.

Eric was motionless, like a statue, the whole time. He watched himself revealed, discovered, shamed and embarrassed.

“Lighting is good. I can do a bit of editing. What do you think? Should we upload to Youtube? Let the world know about you?”

Tears began to seep from his eyes again. He was going to ruin his make up, but I didn’t care. He needed a lesson in make up repair.

“I tell ya, you’d probably get a million hits in a couple of hours. Girls would love to see a boy changed into a girl. Think of the giggles and titters.

“And the boys would really love you. Can you imagine? A million boys staring at their computers, their chairs tilted back, their hands inside their pants beating frantically. Can you imagine how much sperm would shoot onto the computer screens of the world?”

He was sobbing again. And I understood. He felt betrayed. I had taken his secret, exploited it, and now I was cruelly using it against him.

Never had a boy felt so hurt in the history of the world.

But I didn’t intend to hurt him. I just needed to soften him up so I could further use him.

He was better than a vibrator. My insides were shaken, stirred, and ready to pop.

“Or…”

He looked up through the film of tears.

“Or what?” A bare whisper.

“Or you can do what I say. Everything. Instantly. Exactly. If you do that. then maybe, just maybe, this video won’t find its way onto the net. And maybe, just maybe, your grand mother won’t see what a sissy fop you are.”

“Please,” he whispered. “Please. “I’ll do anything you say.”

“I know you will, and I smiled, and I suffered another delightful, little mini-orgasm.


PART TWO

“Lunch time,” I announced.

Eric turned and started for his male clothes.

“Where are you going?”

“Lunch,” he looked surprised. “I need to change back.”

“Nope.”

He looked confused. I walked across the room, bundled up his man clothes and walked out of the office. I didn’t say anything, just left him to stew.

What would he think? He was dressed like a woman, I knew he would be afraid to leave my office. In fact, if I had my bets down, I would guess that he would hide in the bathroom, or maybe even the closet. If somebody came in and saw him….

First, I went to the warehouse and tossed his hoodie and pants and shoes into a dumpster. That handled that.

Then I went to the salon and talked with the girls there. I arranged for two of them to stay late. I didn’t tell them why, but they would find out. They were happy, too. A little overtime is a wonderful thing.

Then I went to lunch.

I had a salad. Bits of chicken, greens, avocados, onions, things like that. Delicious dressing.

I’m not a big eater, but I ordered a large size, and I had them box up the remains. I tossed a crust of garlic bread into the box, then headed back for the office.

I was right. He was in the closet.

I sauntered across the room and sat down behind my desk and waited.

He peeked out from behind the closet door. Only his beautiful eyes showing, it looked like there was a girl hiding in the darkness.

Finally, he opened the door a bit, and realized that I had left the door to my office open.

“Can you close the door?” he whispered to me.

“Nope.” I smiled.

It took him a minute, he was so scared, then he darted out, closed the door and locked it. He turned to me. “You left me alone!” He was angry, but I wasn’t worried. The anger of a little girl wasn’t much when compared to the anger of a CEO of a major department store.

“Why didn’t you come with me? I would have bought you lunch?” I acted all innocent.

“You know why.”

I didn’t want to put up with the anger, so I said, “Shut up or I’ll have security drag you kicking and screaming out of my office.

He shut quickly.

“Now then, I have—“

“I’m hungry.”

“Oh. Well, I boxed up some leftovers for my cat. I guess you can have them.” I handed him the box of left over salad.

He took it, opened it up, and blanched.

“Salad? And it’s already eaten!”

“There’s plenty left for you. Or I can give it to my cat.”

What a quandary he was in. To eat somebody’s scraps…but he really was hungry. He said, “Do you have a fork?”

“Nope.”

He stared at me. He was figuring out his place in the new order, and he didn’t like it.

But what choice did he have?

He put the box on his lap and began to pick out bits of chicken.

“You can take what you want, but eat all you take.”

“What?”

“Eat your greens.”

“I don’t…you…”

I stared at him with a lifted eyebrow. He broke.

He lifted up a wilted piece of lettuce and put it in his mouth.

“Excellent,” I said. “Now, you have to learn to eat like a lady. Try not to muss your lipstick, and eat only small amounts at a time. And eat with your mouth closed.

Little tears appearing in his eyes, he nodded and complied.

I watched his fingers put little portions of salad into his mouth, and I smiled. I was going to fix those fingernails, but good.

“Now then, I have work to do.”

I picked up the phone and tapped the button for my secretary. “Lana? Could you bring in the Johnson file?”

Eric was on his feet, staring at me, once again pale and washed out.

“What, you…”

He heard Lana’s heels clicking on the vinyl floor outside my office. He turned and ran for the closet. He barely made it.

Lana strode across the the room and placed a folder on my desk. She saw the remains of my lunch. “Are you done with that?”

“I am.”

She picked up the box and put it in the trash.

The closet door was open a crack, and I knew Eric was watching. I thought I heard a groan.

“Let’s go over the procedures for the meeting this Saturday.”

“Okay, let me get my notes.”

She walked out of the room.

The door was open. Eric looked out of the closet, saw the open door and his shoulders sagged.

“Did you want your lunch?” I asked innocently.

He didn’t say anything, just glared at me.

“And I better not catch you with your heels off after this.”

He said a word, it sounded like a curse word, then closed the door. There wasn’t much room in the closet. There was a stack of files, a set of golf clubs, a few odds and ends. He was going to have to stand up. Poor boy.

Lana returned and we proceeded with our task.

We talked for a good two hours and, at one point, I heard something that sounded like somebody moving in the closet. I wondered if he had his high heels on. He’d better. Then I returned my attention to the planning of the Saturday meeting with advertisers.

Finally, we were done, and Lana headed back to her desk. As soon as she was gone Eric crept out of the closet. He moved stiffly, and was obvious sore from standing in the same place for so long.

And he had his heels on.

He went to the door to my office and closed it.

“Don’t lock it,” I commanded. Seeing him, so sexily dressed, woke up my horniness again. God, I was going to need a good session with a vibrator. The big one.

“But I have to lock it!”

“I am not about to shut myself off from the world just because you’re a pervert.”

There wasn’t much he could say to that.

“You can leave now.”

“Leave?”

“Go. Vanish. I’m sure you have things to do.”

“But…I can’t!” he whined. “Not like this.”

“What’s wrong with the way you’re dressed.”

“I look like a girl.”

“You are a girl,” I spoke emphatically. “Now, get out before I call security.” I put my hand on my phone.

He broke then. His knees buckled and he knelt on the floor in front of me. “Please! Don’t make me! I…I…” his voice was a whisper, but rising. I knew that I had pushed him too far, and that he was going to have a psychotic break. I backed off.

“Very well. You may live in my closet.”

Relief flooded his features. He stood up and went to the closet. He started to take the boxes out.

“What are you doing?”

“I need some space!”

“Then don’t be in the closet. Right now my files and golf clubs are more important that your sissy hide.” I spoke dismissively.

His shoulder slumped. My pussy felt like it was going to squirt yet again.

He stepped into the closet. I could see how little room he had.

He pushed things around, then closed the door.

I picked up the phone. I had a few calls to make, and the door opened.

“Do I have to be in here right now?”

“Of course not. I’m not a jailor. Feel free to wander wherever you wish.”

He didn’t wish to wander far. He merely stepped out of the closet, pulled a chair over to it, and sat down.

For the next hour I made phone calls, talked to bankers, suppliers, and one call to his grandmother.

“I just wanted to touch bases with you, Mrs. Standish. We haven’t spoken for a month, and I thought…oh, of course. Yes, everything is going fine. No, nothing new has happened. A bit of pilferage in the Ladies Lingeries, but I think I’ve got that handled.

I winked at Eric, who was sitting there with his full attention on my conversation.

“No, no arrest. But I have plans to make the culprit suffer.”

The conversation  went on, and shortly I hung up.

“Your grandmother says ‘hi,’” I said.

Eric didn’t say anything.

I stood up and started for the door.

“Where are you going?”

“Talk to some department heads. Why don’t you come along? It would do you good to learn a little bit about the business.”

He shook his head and was frozen in place, his face suddenly panicked. The mere thought of being exposed was too much for him. What a shy boy, I thought, and I giggled.

The afternoon passed. Fast for me, but as slow as death for Eric. He stuck close to the closet, darted in if he even heard footsteps outside the door, and didn’t speak. Doubtless, he was waiting for the day to end, for a chance to get his clothes, wherever they were, and go home. And I wondered if he would even have the courage to return to work on the morrow.

Finally, I pushed back from my desk. “I do so love 5 o’clock. I have so many things to do tonight.”

I started for the door.

“Wait!” panicked again.

“What?” I had one hand on the doorknob.

“Where are you going?”

“Home.”

“But what about me?”

“What about you?”

“I need to go home!”

“So…go.”

“But I need my clothes!”

“You’ve got clothes on.”

“But I need my man clothes!”

“But you aren’t a man. You’re a little girl. You’re sort of cute, too.”

He blushed.

“Very well, if you want clothes you can doubtless find some in the returns boxes.” I pointed to the three crates at the side of the room. I knew that they were all ladies clothes.

He didn’t say anything, and I walked out.

And went home, had dinner, took a long work out on my Peloton, and watched ‘Breaking Bad’ on the computer.

Seems like TV is getting worse and worse. All the stupid programs, the canned laughter, and the constant political BS, I had stopped watching TV, even canceled my provider. Now I watched only shows that I selected. And I was MUCH happier.

Finally, a half hour left, I read a trashy novel. Currently I was into Alyce Thorndyke, and man, she was a read and a half. Such steamy erotica. but I didn’t give in to the urge and tickle off. I still had things to do, and I wanted to keep my edge.

I returned to the department store and passed through the gate just before security locked up.

People were all turning in their registers, heading for the exits. The end of a long day.

I stepped into admin and entered my office. I opened the closet and found Eric cringing. He thought I was somebody else, that he had been discovered.

I chuckled and went to my desk.

He came out of the closet timidly. He still wore the same dress, the same nylons, but he didn’t have the high heels on.

I looked at his feet and cleared my throat. He darted back into the closet, leaned against the file boxes and slipped his heels back on. He came out of the closet again.

What a difference a day made. He had been a smirking brat, a spoiled idiot, and now his face was timid and scared.

And I realized: Boys are rude and obnoxious. Girls are polite and well mannered.

“Why are you still here?”

“I was just going to leave.”

“Well, leave.”

He crept to the door. Crept, like in scared. He cracked the door and looked out. A few people were still gathering purses and heading for the exits. He closed the door.

“I can’t.”

“No. You can’t.”

He looked at me. “What…what do you mean?”

“First off, I want to compliment you. You make a much prettier girl than a boy. As a boy you were slovenly, wore ragged, dirty clothes, didn’t care about your appearance. As a girl you have much better manners. I think we’re going to keep you a girl.”

“You can’t!” he breathed.

“But you like it.”

“But I’m a boy….a guy! I’m a man!”

“Could have fooled me,” I snickered.

He didn’t know what to say then. He just stood still, stricken, trying to understand what had happened to him. He had woken up this morning with a filthy habit, and that habit had been blown into full transvestism. He had woken up a boy with a sneaky habit, and now he was a full blown girl.

“Has everybody left?” I asked.

He looked out the door. “Yes.”

“Excellent. Come with me.”

I walked out of the office. He stopped at the door. I stopped and chided him. “Come along. I don’t have all night.”

He followed me out of admin and down the center aisle.

The center aisle, main street of the department store. Usually a bustling highway of customers. He crept along, scared, glancing in all directions.

I walked quickly, loving the sound of my heels on the aisle. Click. Click. Click. I stopped.

His clicks were more like clish. Clish. Clish.

“You really have to learn how to walk.”

“I’m walking,” he returned, a trace of bitterness in his voice, but his tones low.

“You need to make a clicking sound, not a ‘clishing’ sound. Like this.”

Click. Click. Click.

He tried. He got a curious look on his face and tried. And he actually improved. Got a couple of clicks for every couple of clishes. I smiled.

Through the store we went. Me clicking, and him practicing his clicks. I glanced to the side and caught sight of him in the mirrors lining the big room. He was even trying to walk correctly, his feet in line, his ass moved delightfully with his efforts.

I turned into the beauty salon.

“What are we doing here?”

“Sit down,” I pointed at a chair.

Hesitantly, he sat down. I tilted the chair back, and lifted his hair into the sink. Laid back like that his bulge was large. I shook my head sadly.

“Close your eyes so I don’t get soap in them.”

He did so.

I began washing his hair, and Sally and Jesse came out from the back room. They wore no shoes and made no sound.

Sally positioned herself to the side, she was going to do his nails. Jesse stood on the other side of the sink and, at a nod from me, she took over his hair and continued his rinse.

I waited a minute. He didn’t notice anything.

Sally looked at Jesse and pointed at Eric’s bulge. They both suppressed giggles.

“I’m going to go get something.” I turned and took a couple of steps, and it hit him: how could I be washing his hair and walking away at the same time?”

He tried to sit up, but Jesse had his hair in a firm grip. He merely succeeded in banging his head on the edge of the sink.

“Hey!” His eyes bulged as he saw Sally and Jesse.

“Don’t worry, you’re in good hands.”

He tried to struggle, but Sally pushed his chest down and Jesse pulled his hair back. They had good control of him, so I left.

I sauntered through the store. The lights, on automatic timer, were clicking off, but there were still the lights over the aisle, and a few other lights to help me see.

I went to the section where we kept breast forms. I had a pretty good feel for chest sizes, and I selected the largest set of forms that I thought would fit Eric. I then went to the bra section and picked out a larger size. This was going to be delicious. Eric was going to be delicious.

And, as I walked back to the salon I found that my thighs actually felt slippery. I had had three mini-orgasms, was constantly wet. And I felt like the Queen of the May. Why hadn’t I discovered this before? There is absolutely NOTHING like the sex and power of making a boy into a girl. You don’t even have to fuck them, and they are under your big and heavy thumb.

When I returned to the salon the girls were chatting away, ignoring Eric as they did their magic.

“Hi, Joanna. Say, how long did you want his nails?” She had almost finished sanding and fixing the cuticles.

“Longest you’ve got. And make them bright red. They’ll match his panties and bra.

The girls giggled.

Eric gargled, “I don’t want long nails.”

“But they’ll match your lips,” Sally said. “Besides, it’ll feel really good when you take care of your little pal there.”

“What pal?”

“That one,” she patted his groin, the bump in his dress, and he jerked.

“Careful, girlfriend. I’m doing his highlights.” Jesse cautioned.

They giggled and I smiled and put the breast forms and bra on a chair. “We need to put these on him when you’re done. And use this glue. It won’t last long and he’ll be able to take the forms off.”

I held up the bottle of glue and the girl’s eyes widened, then they giggled again. It was the super duperest, strongest glue available. His titties were going to be staying on for a month.

“What glue? What?”

“Don’t worry, Erica. We’ve got a little something for your flat chest.”

“Oh.” And there was a world of wonder and fear and anticipation and timidity in that simple acknowledgement.

I went to my office then, and explored hormones on the internet. There were some strong ones, offered to reduce his penis size, but I didn’t want that. That had to be his choice.

But his chest was my choice. I selected fast acting hormones that would grow his boobies in a month, and yet not interfere with his ability to get hard.

Ordering done, I returned to the salon. They were just finishing up.

He…she, Erica, was thin, but with large boobs. Her hair was perfectly coiffed, gentle swirls of blonde mixed through his dark locks. but it was the eyes that did it.

In being made over, in looking in a mirror and seeing not a boy, but a woman, his mind had…snapped? Is that a good word?

His eyes were wide, innocent, like a deer looking up at the hunter and saying, ‘really? You’re going to shoot me?’

We all smiled. Then I frowned. “He’s still got that damned bump in his lap.”

We all frowned then.

Erica still stood. Mouth slightly opened, she licked her lips, a nervous reaction, but it looked so sexy, like she was licking her lips before…before sex.

“We could make him wear a couple of pairs of extra tight underwear,” Sally offered.

Jesse blurted, “We could tie it back, like one of those drag guys.”

One of those drag guys. Just her saying the words made Erica blink.

“Oh, hell,” I said. “Why don’t we just get him off.”

Erica’s head swiveled back and forth between the three of us. He had been feminized, and in the feminization all his perverted, little dreams had shattered. And now we wanted to…

“Are you going to fuck me?”

We all giggled.

“We could make him get himself off.”

“That’s the chintzy way,” Sally responded.

I said. “Why don’t you girls just play with him a bit, see what happens.

They looked at each other in delight.

“You’re going to play with me?” His voice squeaked. Made him actually sound like a girl. If had drawn out the squeak it would have been one of those excited girly squeals.

“Unless you’d like us to go sell you on the street,” I stated haughtily.

I was fooling, he should have known that, but his mind was so messed up he thought I was serious. “No! Please, not that!”

Sally moved first. She lifted up his dress and nodded at Jesse. Jesse pulled down his panties. His cock, large and actually dripping, stood out like a parking meter.

“Careful, girls. He’s a premature ejaculator.”

The redness in Erica’s face was wonderful. Humiliated, embarrassed, even shamed, and now I had said that.

“Am not,” he tried.

The girls looked at me.

I shook my head. “Find out for yourself.”

The girls looked at each other, then Sally grabbed his cock. Jesse, no room left on his shaft, grabbed his balls.

Erica groaned.

“He’s going to blow,” I warned.

And he did. Two strokes, that’s all it took, and his knees bucked and his cocked surged. A thick stream of cum came out of the slit and hit Sally on the chest.

She looked down at her breast in shock. His semen continued to pump out, and shortly her tits were soaked.

“Told you so,” I chanted with a laugh.

We all laughed then, and the girls tucked him back into his dress.

Erica stood, shoulders slumped, a look of shame on her face. She was humiliated and defeated.

“Okay, girls. Erica is reassigned. She is going to spend the next month being your assistant. Make sure she’s always dressed to the max, that her make up and nails are absolutely perfect.

The girls nodded. Interestingly, they had each grabbed one of Erica’s hands. My little sissy boy was making friends. I saw, then, that I was doing him a favor. Any time he had a bulge it was going to be handled, and these girls were going to teach him everything he needed to know about hair, cosmetics, and how a woman should look and comport herself.

I left then. I went out to my car and drove home. I was confident that the girls would take care of Erica. They would get him home, and they would make sure he was at work on time, and perfectly dressed.

I knew they would because I had seen it in their eyes. I had seen the heat as they dressed him up, and when they had jacked him off, I just knew they were getting all hot and bothered. I knew because, darn it, it was making me all horny.

So I went home and got my trusty vibrator out. The big one. I pushed that sucker into my hole until I had the biggest cum of the day. The biggest one I had had in years, for that matter. Then I had another one.

Finally, I slept.

The next week was delightful. I watched on the security cams and saw how Sally and Jesse, and the other girls of the salon broke Erica out of her shell.

It started with a trip to the warehouse. Get some more products.

Oh, it was hilarious. The way she darted from nook to cranny through the store, tried to stay on the edges of the building and away from everybody.

When I saw that I hurried out and intercepted her just as she was about to enter the warehouse.

“Erica, how are you doing.”

She stopped and stared at me. “”I…I’m fine.”

The entrance to the warehouse is at a busy junction, workers bring product in and out, the main aisle just a step away.

“And how is life as a girl?”

A passing customer glanced at us, Erica felt that glance, and then passed on.

“She didn’t even care that you are a girl,” I noted.

“But…but…”

“You should embrace your femininity. Heck. Unless you tell somebody, they would never know that you’re a…you’ve got some funny apparatus down below.”

“I…oh…I—“

“What is it, Erica?”

She looked around. then: “Some of the people that work here. they’ve already figured it out.”

“Well, of course they have. Do you care?”

“Well, yeah!”

“Why?”

It was a question she couldn’t really answer.

“I just do.”

“Well, let me ask you this…do the people who know care?”

“Well, they look at me.”

People look at pretty girls, especially sexy ones, like you.”

That stopped her. I think that may have been the first time somebody actually complimented her so boldly. Maybe she had been called pretty, but sexy? That twiddled her pork chops.

“I’ve got…Sally’s waiting for me.”

“Of course. I didn’t mean to hold you up.”

I sauntered away. I knew she was staring after me. I could see it in a pillar mirror on my right.

The look on her face, surprise, an under current of warmth, consideration of my words.

The next week she was officially out of the closet. As a transitioning person. She was surprised when guys talked to her, and were even interested in what she was going through. She was absolutely floored when some of the guys even flirted with her,              

And girls seemed to seek her out. They treated her like a pal, like she was one of them.

Well, of course. She was, wasn’t she?

The third week it was getting to me.

I watched her, and knew that when I had set her free, turned her over to the girls, I had given up control of a source of horniness.

I vibrated myself at the end of the day. I was still horny and wet over the thought of what I had created, but the feeling was waning.

That heady rush of control, of power transmuting into sex, it was dwindling.

And, like a junky needing a fix, I needed to reassert myself.

Yet, what could I do? She was no longer terribly embarrassed, or worried about being discovered by her co-workers. She was happy.

What could I do? What?

In the fourth week I discovered what.

I was sitting at my desk, staring at the computer. I was hot inside. So hot my juices were flowing. I hadn’t played with myself for a few days, a sad attempt to bring my heat under control.

Erica walked into the office.

“Ma’am? Sally wanted me to turn in this report on that new hair gel.”

I stared at her. I wanted to rip my clothes off and jam my fingers into my cooch.

She stood there, oblivious to the heat welling in my groin.

“And how is it?” I wanted her in the worst way.

And, here’s where it gets odd, I had visions of her as a girl, and yet knew there was a gigantic cock just waiting under that dress. Waiting to be released, to be rammed into my pussy.

“It’s excellent. Customers have remarked how silky their hair feels.”

Silky. She had been a he, rude and stupid. Now she was a girl, considerate and polite. She minded her manners, was considerate of others, and always looked good. Heck, she had a whole department store of products to choose from.

I snapped. Call it a moment of insanity and you’d probably be right.

Suddenly I didn’t care about the store. I didn’t care about stupid Mrs. Standish. I didn’t care about products and vendors and returns and…and anything.

I just wanted my pussy taken care.

And I wanted it taken care of by the delicious creature standing before me.

“Close the door.” I growled.

I think my voice was so hungry, so growly, that it frightened her.

Her eyes wide, she ran to the door and closed it.

“Come here.”

She came running. From a brave boy who would jack off in the bras with impunity, she had become a timid, little dove.

I pushed my chair out from behind the desk. “Get on your knees.” I lifted my skirt. I pulled down my panties. “Well?”

She dropped to her knees in reflex. I grabbed her wavy hair and pulled her into my box.

“Eat me good. Eat me right!”

God, it felt so good. Her tongue lapping at my slit.

“Suck my clit.”

She sucked on my button. Her red lips nibbling, her white teeth pulling.

I pulled my blouse apart, the buttons sailing across the office, and I unleashed my mammaries. I grabbed the nipples and pulled.

Erica was having a hard time breathing, now that my hands were busy she managed to back off.

I grabbed her head again. “Don’t stop!”

She gobbled me then. She had breath and she put her plump lips to work. I felt myself starting to shiver down there. Juices poured out of me, and ignition was here, all I had to do…the only hump, a little one, and I could…I could…

The door opened.

Erica didn’t hear it, but I caught it, and I tried to sit up, but Erica was eating me so ferociously I couldn’t.

Mrs. Emily Standish stroke into the office.

She was ninety years old, yet her back was straight and her eyes were gleaming. She was one of these people with a fixed, dedicated stare. A little unnerving, until you were used to it.

Right now, I wasn’t used to it.

“No…no…” I tried to push Erica’s head back, but she was into it now.

Mrs Standish sat down, leaned forward, her hands on the top of her walking stick, and said, “Don’t stop for me.”

Erica’s head popped up and she turned around. Her jaw dropped.

“Hello, grandson. How are you?”

Erica stumbled and fumbled with words. “I’m….okay…how are…you?”

The old dowager leaned forward even further. “Imagine my surprise, when I checked the security cams and found a rather interesting event.”

Oh, crap! I had totally forgotten! The old lady had a direct link into our security system. She trusted me, but always held a little back.

She looked at me. “You have made my rather worthless grandson into a little girl.”

I said nothing. My job was gone. My career was kaput.

“Then I find an interesting order. Somebody used the store account to send for a very specific batch of hormones. It took me a while to figure out what they were for, but I did.” She glared at Erica, then turned her attention back to me.

“Have you started giving them to him?” She jerked her chin at her grandson.

“No,” I was defeated, slumped in my chair and in spirit.

“And why not?”

“Because it is his choice. I was going to, but then I realized…he might not want to be a girl.”

“Hunh!” She looked at Erica.  And back to me again. “Imagine my surprise. My rude, little fart of a grandson, can’t get him to do a damn thing, and suddenly he shapes up. He starts being polite. Starts working and figuring out the business.  I couldn’t get him to do that, but you…you did it.”

“Huh?” My head jerked up.

She turned to her grandson. “I’m not so considerate as her,” she jerked her chin at me. “You will start taking those hormones. And you will do everything Joanna says. And you will be happy about it. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” polite, like a girl.

Emily Standish stood up. Straight back, firm, pointy chin, a fixed glare in her eyes.

“Well, carry on.” She turned and walked out of the room.

Erica and I stared after her. Stunned.

Erica turned to me, but didn’t say a word.

I turned to her. “Well, I guess that’s settled.”

She said, “I guess I’m going to be a girl.”

“I guess so.”

Neither of us spoke for a moment, then I said: “Is that okay with you?” If it wasn’t I wasn’t going to administer a bunch of hormones. People have choices. Even rude boys like Eric.

She got a far away look in her eyes. I realized she was thinking. I hadn’t seen her do that much. “Well, I guess so. I mean, I like it, and everybody treats me better than when I was…you know.”

“I know,” I answered.

“And Sally and Jesse, and even a few of the other girls give me lots of hand jobs. In fact, I’m getting so many hand jobs that it’s getting harder for me to cum. I might even be able to stop being so…premature.”

I listened as he thought his way through the situation.

“And I think it’s only a matter of time until I get one of them to screw me…”

“So do you want to be a girl?”

“Yeah. I think I do.”

I nodded. It was a good decision, not for everybody, but it was certainly right for him. “Then there’s only one thing left to do.”

“What’s that?”

I grinned, “Finish eating my pussy.”

Happily, he agreed.

END
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Here are the first two chapters from…

The Feminization Games

CHAPTER ONE

It started with a simple game. Baseball. Rockwell City Park. Boys against girls. A break from our normal mixed league games.

The guys were terrific. They slow pitched, gave us extra strikes, and even gave us pointers on how to play baseball. And we liked how they looked in their jerseys.

And we girls were appreciative. We know the guys are stronger, they play a lot of sports, do weight lifting and like to wrestle around. We didn’t expect to win the game.

But there we were, score tied at 12 each, and the guys had just struck out.

Oh, we laughed and giggled, and teased them, but gently. They had put aside their usual drive for us wives, and everybody was drinking beer, and a couple of couples were in the dug out making out.

Bottom, of the 9th. Georgina was up, a tall red head who needed to choke up on the bat.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and a miss.

Swing and…CRACK! She hit a good one. Her first hit of the game, and she took off like a rabbit. Good at first.

The guys tossed the ball around, made teasing remarks, but were kind.

To tell the truth, we all knew each other, and the guys didn’t care about competing, they were quite happy to go along and get along. There was no point in ramping up their testosterone and squashing us.

Leslie was up.

Swing and…CRACK!

Foul ball. But she was a good athlete, her hubby was pitching and he gave her a good next pitch and…CRACK! The ball sailed into right field.

Georgina made it to third, and Leslie was perched on first, a big grin on her sexy face.

And little old I strode out to the plate.

Oh, the guys gave me catcalls, and I blew them kisses and told them I was going to hit it out of the park. We all laughed, and I tapped the far side of the plate with the end of my bat and got ready.

I watched the first pitch sail over the plate. I thought it was high, but they called a strike, so I got ready again and…

“Lois can’t hit anything!”

Strike.

I stepped out of the batter’s box and stared at my husband.

Jim is a nice guy, I love him, but the tone of his voice was not right.

Even the other guys on his team looked at him. Bob, over on first base, lightly yelled, “Easy, Jim. It’s just a game.”

Wrong thing to say to Jim. To him everything is do or die. He did sports in school, almost went pro, played on the company team, and his testosteroney drive pushed him to be vice president of his company.

“Ah, fuck you guys,” he said in disgust.

I realized then that Jim had had a few too many beers. He was not normally like this. He just had too much to drink.

A couple of the guys looked down, a little embarrassed by his words.

“Come on,” he yelled. “Strike her out. Next pitch.”

Now, I’m a pretty good player, but Jim had me rattled. He’s my husband. He’s supposed to have my back. He’s not supposed to insult me in a mean fashion…and I don’t care how much he’s had to drink.

That said, I struck out. My bat whistled, I turned half around, and I was out.

But the game was basically over.

“Let’s call it a tie,” Bob called out as he walked in. “I’ve got to get to work early tomorrow.”

Jim didn’t like that, nor that a few of the guys agreed with Bob. “Come on. We’ve got this game in the bag.”

But everybody gathered up their stuff, chatted a bit, and started drifting out to the cars.

“Damn,” muttered Jim, and then he did the unthinkable. “You caused this.”

I stared at him, about to start talking the talk, but Bob stepped in. “Come on, Jim. Take it easy.”

“Easy for you to say.”

“The girls did good, we did bad, time to let it go.”

Well, Jim grumbled, turned around to pick up a spare ball, and I blurted: “You’re a bush leaguer.”

I meant his temper, but it came out wrong, and he felt personally challenged.

A couple of the girls came up and tried to calm me down, but I had had it. Jim’s a great guy, but he had gotten my goat, and my goat was feeling a bit peevish.

He straightened up and stared at me. “What?”

A rude ‘what?’ An insolent ‘what?’

I said, “Let’s have a real contest.”

Suddenly I had everybody’s interest. Hey, the guys like to compete. And the girls were naturally curious…so what did I have in mind?”

“What kind of a contest,” he asked suspiciously.

“Three games. You choose one, we choose one, and we coin toss for the third one. Chooser chooses the rules.”

The guys looked at each other, and I could hear their testosterone click to the ‘on’ position. There is nothing a guy likes better than a real game. And I was giving them a serious challenge.

“So if we choose wrestling, you’ll wrestle us.”

“Yep. We choose our girl and you choose your guy. And If I say you have to play baseball in high heels, then that’s what you have to do.”

The guys started mealy mouthing at that. They didn’t want to play in girly clothes.

But the girls liked the idea. And I knew they would. I had already given us one big advantage, and the guys didn’t know what it was. Here was another one, and it was bigger than the guys thought.

So after a few minutes of them protesting about having to wear heels, I made it happen.

“You guys are embarrassed, but I can fix that.”

“You can make it so we won’t be embarrassed by wearing girl shoes?” That was Bob. Even sweet tempered Bob was feeling the heat.

“You bet. “Charlene will put an ad in the paper. Guys against girls, all in heels, gate proceeds to charity. We can even play winner’s choice of charity.”

Now the guys looked thoughtful. They rubbed their chins, they scratched their balls.

Only Jim was suspicious. My guy knew me a little too well, and he knew I had an ace up my sleeve. But he was the only one.

Bob: “Hey guys, that’s not bad. Everybody laughs, we can sell a little beer at the game, maybe even drink a little, and…and yeah. I’m in.”

Tom said, “So are you choosing baseball, in heels?”

I nodded.

“And are you really willing to go with wrestling?”

“Yes,” I said.

The other gals on my team, all except Janice, who had a quirky smile on her face, all chorused “No!”

I quickly called a huddle. I whispered a couple of sentences, saw some grins, and then they all began looking at Janice, and then nodding their heads.

We stood up and faced the men.

“Yes,” I said confidently.

Hubby, dear Jim, couldn’t believe it. He must have thought we had lost our senses, for he stood there and shook his grinning head.

Bob: “So we’re going to do baseball and wrestling. You sure you girls don’t want to pick a girl’s sport? Ballet or something?”

We girls were smiling, and I asked. “Are you giving us the third choice?”

The guys looked at one another. Jim, bless him, helped my case. “Hell, give it to them. We’ve got them beat ten ways from go already.”

So the guys shrugged it off, and kissed their chances of winning away.

“So what is your choice for the third competition?”

Now, truth, I hadn’t thought that far ahead. I didn’t show the guys that, though, I simply turned to the girls and called for a huddle.

We went and sat in one of the dug outs and started throwing ideas around. I knew we were going to win the wrestling, and I knew we had a better than even chance with the baseball game. My skulduggery was paying off, but I wanted a third win. I didn’t want to take any chances.

Ping pong was offered, basketball in heels, and finally, we agreed on a simple foot race. At first we were going to insist on heels, but having heels twice seemed a little unfair. Then Georgina had a good idea: “Make ‘em wear pencil skirts.”

We all giggled, and our choice was decided.

I was afraid the guys wouldn’t go for pencil skirts, but when we presented the idea to them they just shrugged. I guess now that they had accepted baseball in heels, a simply foot race in skirts wasn’t much. Of course, they didn’t really know what pencil skirts were.

Then Bob, his turn to be blessed, asked, “So what are we really playing for? I mean besides charity?”

I spoke up quickly. “If you guys win, two out of three, then we gals will buy you beer, cook your ribs, and wait on you hand and foot for five football games.”

“Oh, yeah!” Their eyes lit up, and a couple of them even patted Jim on the back.

“But… if we girls win…you guys have to take us to five girly movies. Five chick flicks, complete with nice dinners and wine.”

They raised their eyebrows, it seemed too reasonable, and they were about to say yes when I added, “And I get Jim for a week.”

Everybody looked a bit curious then.

I said, “For one week I am going to dress him up, make him into a woman, and even have my way with him.”

“Whoo!”

“Wow!”

Catcalls and quick quips.

Then the guys went after Jim.

“Come on, Jim. You started this.”

“Hey, we aren’t going to lose, what are you worried about.”

And when Jim still hemmed and hawed, one lone voice said the magic word. “Chicken.”

Man, Jim turned red, his fists got tight. He looked around and couldn’t help himself.

“Okay!” The cheers started up, and that helped him relax, but I tell ya, my hubby was one pissed puppy for a second. Deep down, he knew I was a conniver. He knew I had something planned. He didn’t know what, and maybe if he did he wouldn’t have allowed himself to respond so easily. But he didn’t, and I did, and zingo bingo, there went my good old hubby’s manly life. Heh heh.


CHAPTER TWO

“Lois, I can’t believe you did that!”

“What?” I asked sweetly.

“Embarrassed me like that.”

We were at home, getting ready for bed, and I had decided to be nice and pleasant, but he was pushing my buttons. “You started it with that ‘she can’t hit,’ crack!”

“Yeah, but that’s just baseball. That’s the kind of thing we say in baseball.”

“Yeah, but you said it meanly.”

He grumped at that, but he didn’t complain too hard. He’s a hard charger, but when the truth hits him in the face he usually goes with it.

So we calmed down, he popped into bed and laid back, folded his arms behind his bed and thought.

I was plucking my eyebrows and getting ready to take off my make up.

“You really think you can beat us?”

“I wouldn’t have made the bet if I didn’t.”

He smiled. “You don’t stand a chance.”

“Okay,” I acknowledged.

He frowned. He didn’t like the way he won that little mini-argument. “You’re going to outwrestle me?”

“We’ll find somebody on our team. You find somebody on yours.”

“Heck, Bob was a wrestler in high school.”

“High school is long ago.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Turned my own strategy back on me.

Then: “And you think you can beat us at baseball? We’ve all played our whole lives. You gals are a recent addition, you just started playing a year ago, when the mixed league started up.

“Well,” I said, figuring out how much to give him. “I guess you do have an advantage. But it’s for charity, and we’ll do our best.”

There. That did it. He was happy now. And, suddenly, I had a thought. That thought was mean and devious, and so filled with love it was impossible for the average male to comprehend.

Guys, let’s face it, think with their lower heads, they aren’t good at sneaky, conniving strategies.

So I suddenly stopped taking my make up off. I scrubbed my face, then put a little make up back on. I hadn’t done my eyes yet, so I added fresh lipstick, pinched my cheeks for blush, then stood up, stripped off my night gown and turned around.

“You make me so fucking hot.”

He blinked and stared at me.

I grabbed my breasts, a handful, I am well endowed, and squeezed them in his direction. “I need a real man. Are you …’up’… for the task?”

Oh, men are easy.

The bed spread at his groin began to lump. He began to breath harder and became flushed.

“Well, are you going to ravage me? Take me like I need to be taken? I’m so damned wet I really need it.”

“Well, uh…yeah. I think I can, uh, help you out.”

So I advanced on him, and he threw the covers back.

“Whoa! Big guy! I don’t know if I can handle that monster!”

Jim always was a horny bastard, and he grinned as I grabbed his meat and started rubbing.

“Baby,” he said lustfully.

I gobbled his knob. I swallowed his shaft. I played with his balls.

“Oh…fuck!” he grunted. “You better hurry up if you want any.”

But I had better ideas than temporarily sating my carnal hungers. “MmmmMMMmmm,” I moaned, working him harder.

He realized then that I was giving him the works. I wasn’t worried about my own satisfaction. He laid back and thrust his hips up a little.

Up and down his shaft I worked my lips. I slobbered on him as I deep throated him. And I started giving his red balls little slaps. Slap, slap, and he jerked upward, and that caused him to get even hornier.

“Baby…I’m…gonna…AHHH!”

White semen spurted up, like a little volcano. I swallowed, and let some of the sperm seep out of my red mouth. It dripped all over his cock and I kept pumping and sucking.

“Oh, baby,” he groaned. “You’re so fucking good!”

I stopped, licked up the overflow, then smiled up at him. “You’re right. I shouldn’t have gotten so upset. So I’ll make it up to you. I’ll do this to you every night until game day.”

“Wow!”

“But remember our second bet. Beyond the charity stuff.”

He grinned, a satisfied, happy camper. “Not to worry, my word is my bond.”

But I knew what he was thinking. ‘No way those bitches are going to outdo us guys!’

I kept my grin on the inside, and went back to removing my make up.

Boy, was I going to get my revenge.

The next day I met with some of the girls and we discussed our plans. We were in, of all places, a high school malt shop. We were ruining our figures with milkshakes and loving it.

“Can we do it in one week?” I asked, sipping some of my strawberry shake.

“Why so soon?” asked Georgina.

“I don’t want the guys to have a chance to practice in high heels.”

Leslie snickered. “Tim laughed when I asked him to try on heels. He really thinks there’s nothing to it, that he can put on a pair of spikes and run a race.”

We all smiled cheerfully.

“What about Janice? Can she really beat…who’s she gonna wrestle?”

Jim said Bob used to wrestle in high school, so probably Bob, unless they have a sleeper.”

“Like us,” chortled Georgina. Then she grew serious, “And you’re sure Janice can do the job?”

“Nobody knows this, she’s been away for a while, and she doesn’t usually like to talk about it, especially to guys, but she trained for MMA. Even had a couple of bouts. She used to—get this—train with guys all the time. And she won as much as she lost, and this is against professionally trained MMA fighters.

There were grins when I finished. Nothing like a little confidence to help us along.

“What about the foot race?”

“Who are our fastest runners?”

So we went over our roster. Georgina got the nod, and then Leslie, she was always a quick, little thing, and then we threw around ideas for the third girl. They ended up choosing me.

“I don’t know,” I objected. “Jim might get pissy, and if his blood gets up, and this goes for most of the guys, they try harder.

“Well, then we just have to keep them calm, cool and collected until race day,” suggested Leslie, and that fit perfectly into what I was about to say.

“Did you know that boxers are not allowed to have sex for a week before a match?”

The girls looked at me blankly.

“It saps their energy. It’s like after sex, they just roll over and feel lazy. Could you imagine what a week of hot, wild, energy sapping sex would do to our guys?”

Man, the grins hit me then.

“Well, then,” crowed Leslie, “I started sapping Tin last night.”

We all giggled.

“This is going to fun,” interjected Georgina, “and you know what?”

We all looked at her.

“We might even win.”

We all traded looks of delight. Yes, we had a chance.

“Girl power!” I said, putting my hand in the center of us. Quickly, the others stacked their hands on mine and chirped, “Girl power!”

Then, plans all made, we all giggled and finished our shakes.

That night Jim wanted to put on some high heels. So I got out a two inch heel, a real comfy one, and let him slide his foot in it.

He grinned. “This ain’t nothing.”

And, here’s the odd thing, even though it was only a two inch heel, it was girly, and it made me horny.

Sure, I hadn’t cum the night before, but…there was something about seeing my guy in a low heel that turned me on. And thinking about a real high heel, I started to get real turned on.

“So when are we going to get me some heels so I can practice running?”

Oh, Lordy, did I hold the mirth in. He thought he was going to hop into a pair of heels and start running. He didn’t understand that there is a curve, a big curve, to wearing a real pair of spikes. That’s something that women know, but men have no clue about.

“Oh, we can pick something up this week end,” I returned nonchalantly.

Then I told him how big he was, and how I needed a little loving, was he up for the task?

He had just cum the night before, and he was usually a three times a week man, which meant a day of rest, but I wasn't going to give him any rest.

“Well, I don’t know,” he said, “After all, we just did it last night.”

“Yeah, but it was you that did it. I didn’t even get my feet wet.”

“Yeah, but—“

We were in the kitchen, me standing at the sink finishing a dish, he was next to me, leaning his butt against the counter. I reached over and grabbed his cock.

“Uh!” he grunted.
I gripped that puppy right through his shorts, then I knelt down and reached up one of the legs. I snagged his pole and began to work it.

“Hey…uh…”

I undid his zipper, and pulled his cock out. He stopped protesting and started sighing.

I munched on that ding dong like it was a ding dong, with a white, creamy filling.

In truth, I thought I was going to have to lay back and spread, which I wouldn’t have minded, but I wanted to get him off with my hands and mouth, save my pussy for the heavy lifting later in the week.

As I bobbed on his dick I felt his legs give a quiver, always a good sign. I held his balls and gave them little squeezes. I reached up, snuck my hand under his tee, and played with his nipples.

Jim always like having his nipples played with. But, as I said, he’s always been a horny bastard, and he liked anything I could have done. Heck, I could have told him a toe was an erogenous zone and he would have started getting horny in his toes.

So I played, and sucked, and gobbled, and squeezed his balls rhythmically. He grabbed my head and fucked my face, which I usually didn’t like, but I was fine with it now that I was enacting my plan.

And he started to lurch a bit, to buck his hips.

I pulled back. He was in the mood now, so I pulled back and let his desire build.

I kept working him as I chewed on his lips.

He was moaning now, and I knew he was close. The heck with this day of rest thing.

“Can you cum right now? Big guy?”

He thrust his hips, drove his man meat into the circle of my fingers.

“Uh…uh….maybe…maybe…”

I redoubled my efforts. I dropped to my knees again and mouthed him. I pulled up his shaft with my lips. I even reached around and rimmed his asshole with my finger. And that was what did it.

Sometimes I wonder if Jim wants a little anal. Wants to feel like a woman, take it like a woman, because when I touch his asshole he shoots like a rocket, which he did right then and there.

“AH…AHHHH…AH!”

Rope after rope shot down my throat, and I happily guzzled it. I don’t always like swallowing, but these were special times.

My special times would come when he lost the games and I had him for a week.

Tuesday, and Charlene managed to get our game announcement into the local paper.

WAR OF THE SEXES

The guys and gals of the town’s mixed baseball league have finally tossed down the gauntlet. Playing as equals was apparently not good enough for our knuckleballers and bat swingers. On Saturday, 10:00 in the AM, the guys  will take on the girls, but there is a catch.

To offset any physical advantage our glorious guys have grudgingly agreed to play the game in…get this…HIGH HEELS!

In addition, there will be a special pencil skirt foot race, and a wrestling match.

That’s right, sports fans, one girl will take on one guy in a special grudge wrestling match, and the girls are appearing pretty darned confident.

So, will the guys dominate? Or will the gals pull the ultimate upset? Get your tickets now…proceeds will go to the Wounded Warrior Project.

I read the press release with satisfaction, and the phone rang. It was Charlene.

“Lois, guess what?”

“What?”

“The papers only been out for two hours, and the phones are off the hook with ticket orders.”

“Oh my gosh!” I blurted, and that’s when it hit me…this was going to be big.

It wasn’t going to be a 20 or 30 fans sitting in the stands and ignoring us while they drank beer…it was going to be a sold out, whomper stomper of a sports event.

Sure, it was just a couple of hours, and a few phone calls, but…I knew it! Bobby Riggs and Billie Jean…people are hungry for this sort of thing. There has always been a little bit of competition between the races.

On the surface it was just a friendly give and take between the loving two sides of the species.

Under the surface, and this was some place people don’t usually go, it was do or die, get tough and grit the teeth, give no quarter, our side can beat your side you dirty…mofos!

Probably best that this depth was usually not reached. After all, we are the same race, be it with dicks or tits, but somehow this game, and I felt it when Charlene called me and told me of the ticket sales, had reached the depths.

After we finished talking I sat at my desk, I work for a small finance company downtown, and thought about it.

Oddly, my first thoughts were about how maybe I had started something I shouldn’t have.

Then Georgina called, all excited because Charlene had called her.

Then Leslie called, and I got it.

It was game on.

It was root hog or die.

And it was going to be fun.

Heck, if enough people showed up we were going to buy a house for a Wounded Warrior. And I knew it was going to fill up.

Then my boss walked in. Annette is a grey haired matron with a great body and smiling lips. And the meanest, wickedest sense of humor I have ever seen.

“What’s the grin for, Lois?”

So I told her about game and the ticket sales, and she said, “You know, I bet I could get a couple of corporate sponsors.

My jaw dropped. “Are you serious?”

“Good cause. Let me make a few phone calls, but…”

“Yes?”

“Do you mind if I put a couple of signs on the field? A little advertising for us?”

“No problemo, Santa!”

She laughed, then she grew serious, “But there’s more to this than a simple game, isn’t there.”

We talked for a while then, about the differences between men and women, and how sometimes those differences are glorious, and sometimes they are a pain in the ass, and, I swear, I didn’t say anything…but she guessed it.

“You’ve got a side bet with your husband, don’t you?”

My stone face told her she was right and her face lit up.

“Come on, girl friend, tell me the good news.”

“Okay,” I begrudged, actually a little happy to tell the tale. “If the gals win I get to dress Jim for a week.”

“Oh, Lordy,” she breathed, her eyes getting all excited. “And he works for a realty, doesn’t he?”

“Yes.”

“Okay, here’s how it’s going to go down…” and she sat down and helped me flesh out plans for Jim’s comeuppance, and a nefarious sub plot that rocked my mind.

When we were done, all happy and giggly, she said, “Now it’s just up to you to win.”

I nodded.

“Then, girlfriend, you’d better win.”

And she was serious. And I felt a deep degree of seriosity come over me. And I knew she was right. And my competitive nature, in that moment, really rose up.
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