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    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    Have you ever heard that good things happen to good people…and bad things happen to bad people? 
 
    At least, that’s the way it’s supposed to be. 
 
    Doesn’t always happened that way, unfortunately, but we keep hoping. 
 
    In this story Tommy and his beautiful wife are good people. Tommy gets an inheritance, and they meet some bad people. Jack and Shiela. 
 
    So, who’s going to win? Tommy and Eva? Or Jack and Shiela? 
 
     
 
    STAY HORNY! 
 
    Gracie 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part One 
 
    “So your grandfather was an inventor.” 
 
    “Yes he was.” 
 
    Tommy and Eva sat in a middle seat on the bus. Tommy was looking out at the passing countryside, counting cows and wondering what kind of thoughts the cows had. 
 
    He was handsome fellow, a little slender, but wiry. He had an oval face and dark brown hair that was cut a little long. 
 
    Eva was his height and about the same weight. She should have weighed less, being a slender girl, but she was blessed with big boobs. 
 
    “So what kind of things did he invent?” 
 
    “Oh, solar powered flashlights, screen doors for submarines, that sort of thing.” 
 
    Eva didn’t see the smile on Tommy’s face and she actually bought into it. 
 
    “Solar powered flashlights?” She tried to figure it out. “That doesn’t make much sense.” How could they—“ 
 
    “But his biggest invention was a room stretcher. You could expand any room, just push the walls back.” 
 
    “But…” and she got it. “Oh, you idiot!” But she was laughing. 
 
    He chuckled. “Screen doors for submarines?” 
 
    She shoved his shoulder and then leaned against him. 
 
    “And now he’s gone.” 
 
    “He passed, but he had a long life. He made a lot of money off his inventions. He was happy.” 
 
    “That’s probably the most important thing.” 
 
    “He also inherited a lot of money. He inherited the house, and that was what enabled him to make inventions instead of going to work. But the inventions finally paid off” 
 
    “Is his money in a bank?” 
 
    “Nope. He didn’t believe in banks.” 
 
    “So it’s somewhere in the house?” 
 
    “Maybe. That’s the rumor, but…who knows.” 
 
    Behind Tommy and Eva a scrungy looking man and woman were sitting. 
 
    The man looked pretty shabby, and he didn’t smell all that good. The woman didn’t have much in the way of teeth and her skin was bad. 
 
    The man nudged the woman and nodded towards Tommy and Eva in the seat ahead of them. 
 
    Their ears now up, the scabby looking couple listened as Tommy and Eva made their plans. 
 
    “We can stay in the house, and we can search it. Maybe the money’s in a wall, or buried under a floorboard.” 
 
    “You think we’ll find it?” 
 
    “Sure. We’ll just take our time, it’s got to be there somewhere. But the real joy is going to be having our own house. It’s a big house, and we might have to do some fixing up, but…what the heck.” 
 
    “And if we find the money then we can spend our lives making inventions.” 
 
    Tommy laughed, and they rested against each other as the bus trundled down the road, and Tommy’s hand slid under Eva’s coat and she giggled. 
 
    Behind them Jack Harker nudged Shiela Ditzy. 
 
    She smiled, showing the gaps of missing teeth. 
 
    He nodded and whispered, “See if you can steal their luggage when they get off. I’ll get their attention. 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    Ten miles further down the road the bus pulled into the Femville bus station and people started getting out. 
 
    Jack stayed close to his marks, and when they had gotten their luggage from the bus and were standing and looking at a map he nodded at Shiela. 
 
    Shiela got ready and moved up behind them. 
 
    Jack stepped past them and pointed, “Look at that!” 
 
    Both Tommy and Eva raised their heads. “What?” 
 
    “Didn’t you see that guy? It looked like he had a gun! He was following a girl into the bathroom.” 
 
    Tommy was good about helping people, even if it was dangerous. “Stay here,” he blurted to Shiela, then he and Jack rushed into the bathroom. 
 
    The bathroom was old, and dirty, and they opened stall doors and checked everywhere. 
 
    “Where the heck could he have gone?” wondered Jack, trying to look innocent. 
 
    That was when Tommy started to notice the shabby appearance of the other man. 
 
    “Well, maybe he went somewhere else.” 
 
    “I’ll walk around the terminal and see if I see him again.” 
 
    Jack exited the bathroom and trotted to a corner, rounded it, and disappeared into the night. 
 
    Shiela was standing, waiting, and when Tommy made his appearance she hugged him. “Oh, thank goodness. Did you find anybody?” 
 
    “No, but…Oh, no!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Our luggage! It’s gone!” 
 
    Sure enough, when Eva turned around their bags had disappeared. 
 
    A thorough search of the station didn’t find their bags, and there was no trace of the man who had lured Tommy into the bathroom. 
 
    “Damn!” groused Tommy. “I was only in the bathroom for a minute.” 
 
    “It’s my fault,” Eva was close to tears. “If I had been watching…” 
 
    “Nobody can blame you, honey. Thieves can be pretty slick.” 
 
    Saddened by their little adventure, but still filled with hope, they found an Uber and headed out for the mansion. 
 
      
 
    Tommy’s grandfather, Thomas Eugene Eddington, lived in the family mansion located on a thousand acres. The thousand acres were a big chunk on the side of a hill, with pasture at the bottom and thick woods at the top. 
 
    The mansion itself was three stories, had ten rooms and only two bathrooms. It was old, and before the bathrooms had been put in people had gone to the back house and read, and used, Sears catalogues. 
 
    For being old, it was built of rich, first growth wood. It was downright luxurious inside, with paneled walls in the big room, and lathed walls in the other rooms. 
 
    The floor was tight fitting oak with virtually no imperfections, and there were two massive fireplaces, one at each end of the big, front room. 
 
    “Wow,” Eva stared up at the tall ceilings, let her gaze track down over the pictures and the furniture, and finally to the. fireplace. 
 
    “It has heating, but the fireplaces work.” 
 
    “Good for Christmas and hot chocolate, “ agreed Eva. 
 
    They wandered through the first floor, inspected the kitchen, which was semi modern, and the back rooms, which were servant quarters. There was a parlor and a sun room connected, stairs to the basement, a door to the garage, which had originally held horses, and…it was truly magnificent. 
 
    As they headed up the stairs to the second floor Eva said, “I always thought it was going to be some old ramshackle place. But this is a palace.” 
 
    “I guess. I always remember it as a big playground. I figured out how to get in and out using the coal chute. There’s a window opening over the garage, and a tree next to the garage if I couldn’t get down to the basement. There was always a way to get out, to run away to the woods and pretend I was a pirate, hunt for frogs, or whatever.” 
 
    “Frogs? In the woods?” 
 
    “Big frogs. Man eating frogs. They lay in wait like alligators. they can jump twenty feet and land on your back. It was very dangerous out there.” 
 
    They chuckled and toured the rooms on the second floor. Mostly bedrooms, and often turned into other rooms. One held inventions. Weird things, like a guitar with coils instead of strings. A blender that moved very slowly, but above which was floating, with no visible support, a six inch cube. 
 
    Up to the third floor, and this was where Thomas must have done most of his living. A room with a big screen TV. 
 
    A room filled with computers and parts. And the master bedroom. 
 
    “Yippee!” cried Tommy, jumping up on the poster bed. 
 
    The mattress was thick and comfy, the posts were tall and thick, but a little worn at mattress level. There was a chest filled with clothes. Regular jeans and tee shirt stuff. 
 
    “He wasn’t much for going out,” observed Tommy. 
 
    “He had everything he needed right here.” 
 
    “Pretty much.” 
 
    Eva opened the closet and blinked. It was a whole ‘nother room. 
 
    Poles ran along the sides from which hung an endless array of dresses. Some modern, some old, but all very fancy. 
 
    At the far end of the room were two long chests. Under the dresses were rows of shoes, lots of high heels. On a shelf over the dresses were hats and wigs. 
 
    She walked to the dressers and opened them up. 
 
    Lingerie. 
 
    Some of the stuff was old, probably made in the last century. She picked up an actual ‘bullet bra.’ The cups big and pointy. She held it to her chest and giggled. “What do you think?” she whirled and Tommy laughed. 
 
    “Oh, baby. Put it on. Now!” 
 
    She quickly shed her jacket and shirt and bra. She had big knockers and they sagged for a moment, then she had the bra on. 
 
    Tommy’s eyes actually bulged a little. “Honey, what you do to me!” 
 
    “Oh, yeah?” She posed, a big grin on her face. She was quite delicious looking wearing only a bra and pants. 
 
    “Find the matching panties!” 
 
    They turned back to the dressers and opened drawers and took out the undergarments. It was a huge collection of sexy lingerie. Bras and panties and corsets, lots of corsets, and tummy shapers and nylons and all manner of items to make sexy the naked female form. 
 
    “Man, you’ve got enough stuff here to last you a hundred years.” 
 
    “I’ll say,” she twirled and danced and tried things on. Then she turned to him. “Go find his clothes. Let’s play dress up.” 
 
    Tommy darted out of the room. He was getting a little hot, his dick was standing up, and he was looking forward to a little fashion show. 
 
    He looked through the bedroom, and found, except for a couple of pairs of pants and shirts, and a single pair of athletic shoes, nothing. 
 
    He trotted down the hall to the next room. But that was the big TV. 
 
    He searched the rest of the rooms, and…nothing. 
 
    “Tommy? What’s taking so long?” Eva called out. 
 
    Tommy walked back into the closet. “That’s weird.” 
 
    “What’s weird?” She was wearing  a half bra, her nipples peeking over the top, very stiff, and a short skirt that showed off her thighs. 
 
    “I can’t find his clothes.” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense.” 
 
    “No, really. I’ve checked every room on this floor. Nothing.” 
 
    “Well, too bad for you, and just when I was feeling horny.” 
 
    “What does me wearing old clothes have to do with being horny?” 
 
    “Well, let me put it this way. My pussy is dripping, but you aren’t going to get any until you show up dressed as a manly man.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” 
 
    He checked every room on the third floor again, even going up a short circle of stairs to a turret. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He scoured the second floor. 
 
    Nope. 
 
    First floor.  
 
    He called up the stairs, “Eva! I haven't found anything!” 
 
    “Well, come back up then.” 
 
    He climbed the stairs, frowning, wondering, and back into the closet. 
 
    Eva was sitting on a short stool and trying on shoes. 
 
    “You know, the weird thing,” she murmured as he entered the little room, “Most of this stuff is the same size, barely too big for me.” 
 
    “That is weird. I wonder who he was seeing? I never heard of him having female friends.” 
 
    “So he was a hermit?” 
 
    “Pretty much. I stayed here for a couple of weeks every year, and in that whole time I don’t remember him leaving, except for shopping for food.” 
 
    “What about all the invention stuff?” 
 
    “He had a lot of deliveries. I remember watching him unpack things like oscillators and metal finders.” 
 
    “Well,” she looked around thoughtfully, “there’s got to be male clothes somewhere.” 
 
    “And we’ve got to find them. I’m getting desperate!” 
 
    “Oh, nonsense. You’re just being your normal horny self.” 
 
    “Well, could you get out of your finery and take pity on this poor, horny male?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. But it is getting late.” 
 
    Tommy threw back the covers, “Come into my parlor…” 
 
    “You lusty, old goat.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he leered evilly. 
 
    She moved into him, kissed him, said, “Feel my body.” 
 
    He felt. He ran his hands over her bra and rubbed her nipples. He cupped her mons and squeezed and she groaned. He bent his head and took her nips in his mouth and sucked and used his tongue to bitch slap those little puppies. 
 
    That was all it took. Eva dragged him, backed up to the bed and laid back. 
 
    Unfortunately for him, she was wearing a corset. One that was one piece. It was old and once on the women couldn’t even pee without taking it off. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whimpered, trying to pull the stiff material to the side and put his penis in her. 
 
    She laughed. “Tickle me, Tommy Boy.” 
 
    He sucked her breasts, kissed her, and pressed with his fingers. 
 
    She moaned, and…came. 
 
    They lay in the bed. Him naked, her still in her corset and bra. 
 
    “Fuck, take that stuff off!” 
 
    “No,” she laughed. “You know how I like it when you’re horny. I’m going to be fully dressed for a while. But if you’re a good slave I might let you lick my toes.” 
 
    Tommy gave a heartfelt whimper, then just lay there, holding her, and sleep slowly came. 
 
      
 
    The house was silent. It had settled long ago, and there were no creaks or other settling sounds. 
 
    Tommy and Eva breathed softly, gave only the occasional gentle snore. 
 
    The front door opened and Jack crept in. He was dressed in black. His face was smeared with black camo paint. 
 
    Behind him, hesitant, Shiela entered. 
 
    “Man, what a place,” he muttered, looking up at the high chandeliers. 
 
    “Spooky,” Shiela whispered. “Come on, let’s go.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “What are you looking for?” 
 
    “I heard the kid say the old man had lots of money hidden in the house. We just need to find it.” 
 
    “Well, let’s come back in the daylight, when we can see.” 
 
    “Shut up. If we come in the daylight then they’ll see us.” 
 
    “I don’t know about this.” 
 
    “Shut up, and start looking.” 
 
    While Tommy and Eva slept a deep sleep upstairs the couple prowled through the big house. 
 
    Jack opened drawers and cupboards, he moved linen and glassware. He moved stealthily and quickly. 
 
    Shiela searched too, but haphazardly and without any real intent. She more marveled at the room and the furniture and the pictures on the walls than looked for money or any kind of valuables. 
 
    Jack was in the kitchen, searching, and Shiela walked too close to a table. 
 
    CRASH! 
 
    She knocked a vase onto the floor, and the sound was especially loud in the silence of the house. 
 
    She jumped back and stared down in horror. 
 
    Jack leaped out of the kitchen. “What did you do!?” he hissed. 
 
    “The vase!” 
 
    Upstairs Tommy sat upright. “I know where my grandfather’s clothes are!” 
 
    Downstairs, through the silence, Jack heard the murmur of Tommy blurting out his realization. 
 
    Tommy was unaware of Jack, but Jack grabbed Shiela’s hand and ran towards the front door. They went out the front door, slowing only for Jack to pushed the door shut gently, then they were running across the circle of driveway and across the field. 
 
    They were easily discernible in the moonlight, but nobody was watching. 
 
    Upstairs, Eva sat up. “What? What’s going on?” 
 
    Tommy laughed, turned to her. “I know where my grandfather’s clothes are!” 
 
    “At this time of the night?” 
 
    Tommy was not about to be dissuaded by a little thing like sleep. “Come on!” 
 
    He tugged Eva out of the big bed and ran into the closet. 
 
    It was dark, but there was a light switch and he turned it on. 
 
    They were surrounded by racks of dressers, high heels and wigs. 
 
    “What are you doing, Tommy?” 
 
    “This is it! This is my grandfather’s clothes!” 
 
    “But these are female clothes! These are…oh, my God! Do you think…” 
 
    “I do. He rarely left the house, he had no girlfriends, because he was…his own girlfriend!” 
 
    “He was a cross dresser?” 
 
    “Yes! Or why would he have so many female clothes? He’s even has a make up station in one of the rooms. He would wear these clothes…” 
 
    “That’s why they’re all in a large size!” 
 
    They stared at each other in stunned surprise. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” 
 
    Then they started laughing. 
 
      
 
    They talked for a while, slept for a while, then got up for an early breakfast. 
 
    “Your grandfather dresses like a girl,” she snickered. 
 
    “It makes sense, now that we’ve seen his clothes. But I never suspected, never had a clue. To me he was just a strange, old bird. Lots of fun, always joked with me, but…” 
 
    “But at night he was a fairy.” 
 
    They were both grinning. 
 
    “I can see him now, in my mind, dressing up, maybe turning a little music on, maybe sitting and watching porn on that big screen.” 
 
    “Masturbating, taking matters into his own hands.” 
 
    “Or hand, if he was small.” 
 
    They ate sausage and tatter tots and discussed, with lots of laughter, his grandfather. Then Eva dropped the bomb. 
 
    “Why don’t you do that?” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Dress up. Put on some lingerie. Your hair is long enough, I can style it, and I can help you put make up on.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    “Why not? It’s just good, clean fun!” 
 
    “What if I turn into a pervert or something? Would you like to be married to a pervert?” 
 
    “Sure.” Her answer was so quick that he blinked. “I mean, I’m a bit perverted. I like to suck your weenie then make you wait. I like to stick my finger up your butt, and you have to admit that that feels pretty good.” 
 
    “Uh…” He did like it, but to talk about it…that was embarrassing. 
 
    “Come on.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “Well, think about it. Promise me that you’ll think about it.” 
 
    He didn’t want to, because if he said he would he would. But…she was pretty insistent. 
 
    “I’ll suck your dick for a half hour.” 
 
    “And let me cum?” 
 
    “That’s up to you.” 
 
    “Yeah, but you control it, and you slow down if I get close.” 
 
    “Yeah, but a half hour? You should be able to put yourself over the edge with that amount of time.” 
 
    “How long has it been since I came?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Three months,” he stated. “I count the days.” 
 
    “Really? Man, that is so cool. How many other women do you know who will play that game?” 
 
    “I want to cum.” 
 
    “Good,” she leaned forward a little smiled. “Because I’m going to drive you horny until you agree to a little dress up. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” 
 
    After breakfast she blew him for a while. True to her word, she brought him to the edge, then pulled back. And laughed. 
 
    “Damn it!” He muttered, his boner totally boned. 
 
    “Well, let’s go,” she stood up and headed for the closet. 
 
    He followed her in and watched as she got dressed. 
 
    She put on a bra with holes for the nipples. They really stood out, and she  was excited anyway, and he put his hand in his pants. 
 
    “Gonna jack off like a little boy now?” she teased him. 
 
    “No,” he pulled his hands out of his pants and looked embarrassed. 
 
    She wore a thong, just a little patch of a triangle, and high heels. 
 
    “That’s all you’re going to wear?” he asked, pushing his boner down with his hand. 
 
    “Yep. Like it?” 
 
    “Geez, you weren’t kidding when you said you were going to drive me crazy.” 
 
    “No, I wasn’t.” She pressed her lush body against his, and he wanted to just throw her down. 
 
    But he didn’t. 
 
    They went downstairs and decided to look for a place where Thomas might have hidden his wealth 
 
    And they found the broken vase. 
 
    “Huh! I didn’t notice this yesterday,” observed Tommy. 
 
    “Maybe your grandfather had a cat?” 
 
    “And now I’ve got a cat? I don’t think so. Besides, I didn’t see any food bowls, litter boxes, or scratch marks or anything.” 
 
    “Maybe it’s ghosts! Moo ha ha!” She was behind him and she goosed him a good one. 
 
    Tommy jumped, the turned to her. “Very funny.” 
 
    Tommy cleaned up the big pieces and Eva got a broom from the kitchen and swept. then they put their full attention on searching the house. 
 
    They opened drawers and cupboards, unaware that they were following in the footsteps of Jack and Shiela.  
 
    Tommy felt along the walls, looking for lines, imperfections, secret knobs or pulls. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    They covered the big room, then went through the parlors and the kitchen.  
 
    They ended up on the back porch, sitting and sipping a beer and watching the forest a hundred yards behind the house. 
 
    “Why couldn’t he just put it in a bank or something?” 
 
    “Taxes. To prevent people from knowing. To stop any lawsuits. Who knows. Grandfather was a frugal sort, and he didn’t trust many people. In fact, I might have been the only one.” 
 
    “Have you thought about becoming my personal transvestite?” 
 
    “Eva!” 
 
    “I mean, why not? If it was good enough for your grandfather, maybe it’ll be good enough for you.” 
 
    “I’m not that sort of person!” 
 
    “Everybody is that sort of person, if they give themselves half a chance.” 
 
    “Everybody but me.” 
 
    “Pull down your pants and say that.” 
 
    He stared at her. 
 
    “I mean it. Keep drinking your beer and stand on this step below me. I feel like sucking that wonderful cock of yours.” 
 
    Even though Tommy knew she wasn’t going to let him cum, he couldn’t help himself. 
 
    He went in and got a fresh beer, icy cold, pulled down his fly and let his raging boner out, and stood on the step below where she sat. 
 
    The beer was cold and her mouth was hot. It wasn’t a minute and he was pumping his hips back and forth, trying to get more suck, trying to get over the hump and squirt. 
 
    But she kept slowing down. He gulped beer and prayed that she would increase the tempo. 
 
    She snaked a finger back between his legs and danced it over his rectum. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he wheezed.  
 
    She tickled and sucked, then drew her mouth back and inserted her finger. 
 
    “Oh…God!” 
 
    His legs were trembling and held to the rail to stop from falling. 
 
    She pulled her finger out and pushed her mouth on. 
 
    Pushed her finger in and drew her mouth back. 
 
    Pulled…pushed…and back and forth he went, caught between a finger and a mouth, but he couldn’t…he couldn’t… 
 
    Jack and Shiela were sitting on the ground in the forest. They were facing the back of the house and Jack peered through binoculars. “Holy fuck!” he blurted. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “She’s sucking him at the same time she’s finger banging him!” 
 
    “Lemme see!” 
 
    Shiela peered through the binoculars and her mouth opened. “Wow! Look at her go!” 
 
    Jack took the binocs back and whispered, “Why don’t you do that to me?” 
 
    “Okay, stand up.” 
 
    Jack was trembling with desire now. He didn’t like to fuck Shiela face to face because, well, because she was a little ugly. So he usually did her doggy fashion. 
 
    Now she knelt in front of him and took him in her mouth. 
 
    “Oh, geez!” he cried out, feeling the sucking on his dick while he watched Tommy and Eva go at it.” 
 
      
 
    On the porch Eva was having fun. The desperate expression on Jack’s face. The way he was humping her face…and there was no way in the world she was going to let him shoot. 
 
    But Jack thought he could do it. He pumped and pumped, held her head and tried to get her to adjust her rhythm. But she just slowed down, or even bit him a little. 
 
    Damn! He wanted to cum so badly! 
 
      
 
    In the forest Jack yelped. “AIE!” 
 
    “What?” Shiela looked up at him. 
 
    “Your missing teeth! I got stuck in the gap and it hurt my skin!” 
 
    “Oh, sorry.” She moved to take him again, but he pulled back. 
 
    “Forget it.” 
 
    “You want to take me from the rear?” 
 
    “Not now,” he groused. “I’m out of the mood.” 
 
    He stared through the binocs again and sighed. Man, if he could only get a piece of that bitch on the porch. That Tommy guy must be cumming down her throat now! 
 
      
 
    “What was that?” asked Eva. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It sounded like somebody crying out.” 
 
    “I don’t care about that,” he was almost crying as he begged her, “Just let me get off!” 
 
    “Nah.” She pushed him away and sipped her beer. She looked at the forest and thought: What a lonely place. Probably nobody for a hundred miles. 
 
    After their almost completed blow job and liquid lunch, they hit the upstairs. They searched through the rooms. Tapping on the walls, trying to move any ornamental knobs or pieces of wood. 
 
    The walls were thick, there was no movement, no secret door. There was no beaten path that ended at a wall. 
 
    There was nothing but the sounds they made as they took the house apart. 
 
      
 
    From the forest Jack watched. He caught glimpses of them through the second floor windows. “Damn it! They’re looking in places we haven’t checked yet.” 
 
    “That’s okay,” said Shiela. “We can let them find it, then just take it away from them.” 
 
    Jack looked at her and tilted his head a little. Damn! She was right! But that didn’t mean he was going to stop looking. He wanted to find the loot before Tommy and his stupid bitch girlfriend did. 
 
      
 
    By nightfall they had searched the whole house. Everything. The whole third floor, and even the little turret. 
 
    “Well,” sighed Tommy resignedly, “Tomorrow we can search the garage.” 
 
    “Tomorrow you can dress up for me.” 
 
    “Hah!” he muttered. 
 
    They were sitting on the bed upstairs, relaxing and thinking and sharing a moment. 
 
    “Maybe only crossdressers can find the treasure.” 
 
    He looked at her and soughed. “Geez. You just don’t quit!” 
 
    She reached over and unzipped him. She pulled him out and stroked him. “Honey, you’re fighting it. Yet when I talk about it you’re all bonered up. Why don’t you just give up and do it.” 
 
    Tommy lay there and felt her wonderful hand going up and down. His balls felt full. He was so horny he was ready to cry. And he surprised himself when he blurted: “Okay.” 
 
    Eva turned her head to him and grinned. “Really?” 
 
    “Hey, there’s nobody out here but us chickens, and I’m tired of fighting. Maybe if I do this you’ll back off.” 
 
    “You keep thinking that, boner boy.” 
 
    She pulled him off the bed and tugged him towards the closet. 
 
    Tommy went, and cringed inside, but…she was dragging him by his dick, and that was a sizable argument in itself. 
 
    Into the closet, and she began selecting items. She chose a bra that had a couple of inset foam boobs. She picked a corset that would pinch his waist down. Not that he had that much of a waist, but… 
 
    She selected nylons and high heels and…man, this was great! 
 
      
 
    Tommy watched in dismay. Yet, there was a growing excitement in him. Dress like a girl? Hmm. Why was his dick so hard? 
 
    “Okay, put these…no. Go take a shower and use my Nair.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. Now come on. Hurry up.” 
 
    Tommy didn’t hurry, but the way Eva was pushing him he was getting it done. 
 
    Fifteen minutes and he was shed of hair. Except for his long head hair, he was bare. 
 
    “Ooh, I like it!” Eva ran her hands over his body. 
 
    She put the bra on him, and he had to admit it was a kick seeing boobs poking out on his chest. 
 
    The corset fit, but just barely, and Tommy had to hold his breath and struggle to breath as Eva tightened it. 
 
    She rolled up the nylons and put him in high heels. 
 
    He stood there, in female lingerie, with a big dick poking out. 
 
    He thought it was funny, kinky, but funny. And sort of a turn on. 
 
    Eva thought it was the sexiest thing she’d ever seen. 
 
    She moved him into the room with the vanity table in it and began preparing his face. She cleansed it and primed it, and gushed over him. 
 
    “You’re going to be so pretty! No, not pretty. Beautiful!” 
 
    Jack stared in the mirror as his face transformed. 
 
      
 
    It was dusk, would be total dark in a few minutes, and Jack couldn’t contain himself. 
 
    “I’m going in.” 
 
    “It’s still light out.” 
 
    “Doesn’t matter. A minute and it’ll be dark. “I’m going in.” 
 
    Shiela shrugged. Well, wherever her man went…she went. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs Eva put on the foundation, then added the color of blush. Tommy’s face changed, became softer, more feminine. 
 
    She plucked his eyebrows and added shadow and mascara. In the light of the vanity table Tommy’s face looked distinctly feminine. 
 
    She colored his lips, and Tommy suddenly realized that his heart was pounding. This thing, getting all feminized…it was really…sexy! 
 
      
 
    Jack was arrogant. He thought he was the best thief in the world. Nobody could hold a candle to him. He could sneak in and out and nobody would ever see him. 
 
    He crept to the back door and pulled the screen door open. He walked across the kitchen, Shiela behind him, worrying. “We’re going to get caught! We’re going to—“ 
 
    “Shut up!” he hissed. 
 
    The downstairs had no lights on. The only lights in the whole house were two rooms on the third floor. 
 
    Heck, even if they saw him, he would be down the stairs and out the door before they could catch him. 
 
    Not that he would run. He was here for the money. He felt the weight of the .38 in his pocket and smiled. 
 
    They’d see who all that money belonged to! 
 
    Jack crept up the steps, stopping to listen, being careful of creaks. 
 
      
 
    Eva prepared Tommy’s fingernails. She pushed the cuticles back and trimmed them neatly, and selected fakes that would give him an extra quarter inch of nail. 
 
    Long enough to be awkward, not so long he couldn’t function. 
 
    She kept looking up at his face. 
 
    He was staring at himself intently, and she couldn’t believe how hot she was. 
 
    Not just hot, but wet. Her pussy was literally dripping. 
 
    Who would have ever thought that dressing. man up, making him into a woman, would do this to her. 
 
    But it did, and she glued his nails on, one at a time, and marveled at how sexy his hands were becoming. 
 
      
 
    Jack reached the third floor and paused. 
 
    He listened. 
 
    Tommy and Eva were just down the hallway, doing something in a room. 
 
    They spoke, occasionally, but he couldn’t make anything out. 
 
    Damn! He wished this was over! He wanted to get the loot and head on out. 
 
    Lift and run, that was his motto. Lift and run. 
 
      
 
    Tommy’s nails were beautiful. His hands were already a bit feminine, but now they were extremely feminine, the red nails stretching out like little daggers. 
 
    He looked at them, turned his hand this way and that, and just as Eva pressed the last nail on his other hand he saw it. 
 
    It was a little booklet in the back of the drawer in the vanity table. 
 
    The drawer was open because Eva had needed to get out a pair of scissors. The book was just barely visible. A little cowhide thing, like a journal, but small. 
 
    “What’s this?” Tommy blurted. 
 
      
 
    Jack heard Tommy say ‘What’s this?’ And he froze. What it was, it sounded exciting. 
 
      
 
    Tommy took out the little booklet. his fingernails made it awkward, but he opened it. 
 
    Writing on the first page.  
 
    Tommy Boy… 
 
    If it’s treasure you seek 
 
    you must know where to peek. 
 
    Simply go to where the shadows aren’t weak 
 
    push and it will squeak. 
 
    Thomas 
 
      
 
    “Oh, my God! You found it!” 
 
      
 
    In the hallway Jack was creeping to the door. He had his gun in his hand, and Shiela was trying to pull him back. 
 
    He shrugged her off and prepared to leap into the room. 
 
    He would get the money, shoot them if he had to, and— 
 
      
 
    “But what does it mean?” 
 
    “It’s a hidden code of some sort.” 
 
    “Can you figure it out?” 
 
    “Maybe. Given enough time…but…I don’t know.” 
 
      
 
    In the hallway Jack backed up. 
 
    To the stairs, then he descended, Shiela trailing behind. 
 
    Through the big room, the kitchen, and out the door. 
 
    They had sleeping bags in the forest, and they would wait. 
 
    Wait until Tommy had solved whatever the mystery was. 
 
    They were this close! 
 
      
 
    Upstairs, Tommy read the little scribble again and again. 
 
    There was no other writing in the little book. Juste blank pages. 
 
    And the little poem talked about treasure, so this had to be it! 
 
    If he could figure it out. 
 
    After a long time of just sitting and staring at the message and thinking, he turned to Eva. “Will you let me cum now?” 
 
    “Not on your life,” Eva laughed. “I only let rich men cum.” 
 
    They both laughed.  
 
    They were that close!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Part Two 
 
    “Wear this,” Eva said, and handed Tommy a bra and panties, nylons and a garter. She made up his face and put him in high heels. 
 
    Tommy found that he liked it. It had only taken one time, and now he was a real, live transvestite. A crossdresser. 
 
    And he kept thinking about the fake boobs in his bra. What if they were real? 
 
    And…what if they were real! 
 
    Was he turning into a lady boy? Or a shemale? Or something? 
 
    “I don’t see why I have to dress like this to search for my grandfather’s money.” 
 
    “You’re paying homage to your grandfather. He probably hid the money dressed like you are, so you should be dressed like him when you find it. Besides, maybe it will make your mind work like his a little bit, enough to find the treasure.” 
 
    But he really wasn’t complaining. He had the biggest boner he had ever had! They went down for breakfast, and by the time he reached the bottom of the stairs he had taken off his panties and let his cock shoot out, perfectly framed by his garters. 
 
    They made breakfast and Eva kept looking at him, and she couldn’t keep her hands off him. 
 
    “You are the sexiest thing I have ever seen!” 
 
    He had to grin at that. Who doesn’t like a compliment? 
 
    He had wanted to start looking for the place where the shadows squeaked the night before, when they found the little message, but Eva pointed out that there were too many shadows in the night, they should start during the day when shadows were more obvious. 
 
    They began at the top and worked down, and that for the simple reason that the top receives more sun than the bottom. At least, that was the reasoning. 
 
      
 
    From the woods Jacks watched the house with a frown. All night long he had debated whether he should just go in and take the clue and find the treasure himself. 
 
    But maybe there was something in the code that only a family member would know. So he sat amongst the trees and watched the house and let his mind chew him up. 
 
    “I gotta get it,” he kept repeating. “I gotta get it.” 
 
    Shiela just slept. 
 
    He looked at her and sneered. Damn woman wasn’t much use for this kind of stuff. The only reason he brought her along was for the sex, and that had sure turned out to be a bust. 
 
    He looked down at his scored weenie sadly. She had actually drawn blood with the gap in her teeth. 
 
    Damn! 
 
      
 
    Tommy stood in the turret and held a flashlight. He turned slowly and looked at the walls. He searched for nooks and crannies, any place where the sun didn’t shine.  
 
    “Shadows…shadows…” his brow was furrowed in concentration. 
 
    Eva turned with him, staying out of the beam of light lest she cast her own shadow. 
 
    They looked at the floor, up at the beams in the little ceiling. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Down the stairs they went, looking at every step, looking for a shadow under the lip of the step that might be a trick catch. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    They began going through the master bedroom, moving furniture and peering wherever light didn’t strike. 
 
     They went into the closet, moving all the dresses and things. 
 
    Is where a box touches a wall considered a shadow?” asked Eva. “After all, light doesn’t get back there.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    But they kept moving boxes and wigs and shoes and whatever. This close, they had to be thorough. 
 
    Down the hallway they went, through each bedroom. Moving furniture and electronic gear, looking inside the back of the TV, inside cabinets holding electrical equipment. 
 
    Down the stairs, feeling everything, tapping on everything, but mostly just looking for shadows. 
 
    Being in a shadow was the clue, but they couldn’t stop themselves from examining simply everything. 
 
      
 
    Noon, and Jack was walking back and forth under the trees. Mumbling. Pissed off. Second guessing himself. 
 
    “I should have done it last night,” he muttered over and over. “I should have just gone in and tied them up and…I should have…” 
 
    Over and over. 
 
    Shiela was awake, and she kept whining, “I’m hungry!” 
 
    “Eat some crackers,” he snapped at her. “You brought a box of crackers.” 
 
    “You ate those last night!” Her voice was high pitched and not very pleasant. 
 
    Damn nag. 
 
    He stopped his stalking and stared at the house. He hadn’t seen much motion, just the occasional passing of a body by a window, and that was pretty infrequent. 
 
    What were they doing? 
 
    They better be getting his treasure. He wanted that damn treasure, and if he didn’t get it pretty soon he was going to have to go in and take it! 
 
      
 
    They were through the second floor. All the rooms. All the ‘shadows.’ Everything. Nothing. 
 
    They sat on the steps and looked out over the big room. Eva repeated the refrain. 
 
      
 
    Tommy Boy… 
 
    If it’s treasure you seek 
 
    you must know where to peek. 
 
    Simply go to where the shadows aren’t weak 
 
    push and it will squeak. 
 
    Thomas 
 
      
 
    “Go where the shadows aren’t weak. What does that mean?” 
 
    “Search when it’s dark? Look up a chimney?” 
 
    Eva chuckled. “Look up a chimney. That’s a good one.” 
 
    “Hey, grandfather was an eccentric fellow. He might have made the chimney of gold bricks.” 
 
    They looked at each other in surprise. It was so stupid it could be. 
 
    They ran down the stairs and Tommy crawled into the big fireplace. It was huge inside it, fireplaces were the main sources of heat in olden times, and Tommy could actually stand up. 
 
    He shone the flashlight about. He scratched the bricks with a quarter he had in his pocket. His pretty lingerie got all dirty. 
 
    “Nothing,” he said, and he crawled out. 
 
    Eva giggled. “You’re a filthy, little girl.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he said sadly, then he trotted across the room to the other fireplace. 
 
    After that fireplace panned out they took a break. Tommy changed his lingerie, put on a lavender bra and changed his garter and nylons. 
 
    He couldn’t believe how cool it was to prance around in female finery and have his dick sticking out. 
 
    Which dick Eva was constantly playing with. 
 
    “God, you are so hot!” 
 
    “Make me cum!” 
 
    “No chance!” 
 
    She pushed him back on the bed and squatted over him, then she moved back and forth, rubbing the head of his dick with her snatch. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he whined. 
 
    “Get me off,” she commanded. 
 
      
 
    Tommy went to town. He was so horny he couldn’t stop himself. He was dripping all over the place, and like foolish men everywhere, maybe if he got her off good enough she would take pity on him. 
 
    He used his mouth, licking and sucking and titillating her moist private parts. 
 
    He used his fingers, rubbing and poking and reaming her juicy hole. 
 
    He tried to use his dick, but she kept giggling out and laughing at him. “None of that my little Boner Bozo.” 
 
    In the end, however, she didn’t take any mercy on him. 
 
    Instead, she teased him more. “I’m going to keep you like this forever,” she whispered in his ear as she rubbed her breasts against his fake tits. 
 
    “Oh, geez, lady. I’m so desperate, but why does that excite me! I want to squirt!” 
 
    She got off the bed and looked down at him. “You’re dripping.” 
 
    “What do you expect?” 
 
    “I don’t want you dripping on the wood floor.” 
 
    “Grandfather probably dripped plenty.” 
 
    “Nope. He didn’t.” 
 
    “How do you know?” 
 
    “Because I found his condoms.” 
 
    She rolled over to the side table and opened a drawer. In a second she was ripping open a foil packet. 
 
    “What do I need that for?” 
 
    “So you don’t drip.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Take it like a woman.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Women have to wear liners and pads and push little rolls of cotton up their vaginas. All so we don’t make a mess. It’s only fair that you do the same, in a manner of speaking, so you don’t make a mess. 
 
    She unrolled it up his shaft and he stared down at the latex gripping his peeny. 
 
    It felt cool. Cool and kinky, and he looked up at her. 
 
    She was grinning. 
 
    “Now we’re talking. Now it’s going to be like a hand is holding all the time.” 
 
    “But it’s tight!” 
 
    “Good. It’ll help stop you from having any accidents.” With that last word she bent down and started sucking on him, and she stuck her finger up his backside and wiggled it. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” he moaned. 
 
    “Maybe I can get a drop out of you. They say if you press the prostate hard enough it will cause you to leak. Would you like to spring a leak down in your pee pee?” 
 
    “You’re gross!” 
 
    But a minute later he actually felt like he was peeing, and a little glob of slime filled his rubber. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” he gasped, and she chortled wildly. 
 
    “I knew it! Oh, this is going to be fun! I can keep you hard forever, and yet drain you so you don’t ever get backed up!” 
 
    “Fun? This is fun?” But, in his heart of hearts, it was. It was the most fun sex had ever been for him. 
 
      
 
    In the woods Jack pulled a condom over his cock. It was used, but that was okay. Anything to protect him from his skanky girlfriend. 
 
    Shiela looked up at him and grinned her toothy toothless grin. “I knew it. You’re too horny!” 
 
    He bent her over a log and shoved into her.  
 
    It hurt. But he was kind of a rough, old cob, wanted his pleasure, and be damned how much it hurt. 
 
    A few pumps and he squirted. 
 
    When he pulled his dick out there was white mixed with red in the rubber. The scratch she had given his penis with her teeth had opened up. 
 
    Damn bitch,” he muttered. If she had had all her teeth this wouldn't have happened. 
 
      
 
    They went downstairs, wearing sexy lingerie and laughing and giggling, and had a sandwich, then started searching again. 
 
    They went through the ground floor thoroughly, shining the flashlight, knocking on every part of all the walls. They examined lamps and the cushions in the couches, and even pondered over what the silverware was made of. 
 
    They stepped out on the back porch and cracked open a couple of beers. 
 
    They sat on the back steps and sipped and enjoyed the warm sun. Eva kept glancing at the big boner sticking out of Tommy’s groin. 
 
    The condom squeezed it and made the veins stand out even more than normal. 
 
    Damn! she thought. Makes me want to fuck him!  
 
    But she didn’t dare. To let him cum now would undo all her work. She was wondering how long she could keep him like this. He was so excited, and he was more polite and he really seemed to like it. 
 
    But it had to be rough on him. Or was it? 
 
      
 
    In the woods Jack’s eyes bulged as he peered through the binocs. 
 
    The dude had left and there were two women on the back steps. Then he blinked and physically jerked in surprise. 
 
    One of the women, a really stacked one…had a dick! 
 
    Dude looked like a lady! he thought, his mind mimicking that old song.  
 
    His penis popped up in his pants. Damn! He had never had one of those trans people, guys, whatever they called them, but this one was pretty damned sexy! 
 
    Made his dick hurt all over again. The scab broke and he felt a little wetness down there. 
 
    Fucking bitch! he glanced at Sheila, who was sitting on a root and biting her nails with her yellow teeth. 
 
    Looking back at the porch, studying the fine lines of the two ladies, or lady and a half, or whatever, he knew he was going to have to make his move. He not only wanted the treasure, he wanted to find out what the big deal about trannies was. 
 
    He had known trannies in prison, but had never sampled them. It seemed sort of gay. 
 
    But the half and half guy, or girl, or whatever he or she was, was different. She was beautiful! 
 
    And he kept staring at Tommy’s big cock. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t get it,” mused Tommy. “We’ve searched everywhere.” 
 
    “Not everywhere, or we would have found this mysterious squeaking shadow or whatever.” 
 
    He nodded. He ticked off where they had searched on his fingers. “Top floor, second floor, ground floor. All that’s left is the garage. And that’s nothing but a revamped stable. Lots of shadows, but…it’s just not right. 
 
    Eva sipped and stared out at the woods. She thought she had seen some motion out there. Probably a deer. She remarked, offhandedly, “Didn’t you say there was a basement?” 
 
    Bing! It hit them. Their hands swiveled towards one another. Their eyes widened. 
 
    “The basement.” 
 
    “There’s going to be lots of shadows there.” 
 
    “A perfect place for hiding something!” 
 
      
 
    In the woods Jack observed their excitement. His grip on the binocs tightened. They had figured something out. It was obvious. He watched as they stood up and hugged each other. 
 
    Their breasts, his penis, the girl had to have a pretty juicy pussy, too. Juicier than Shiela’s and that was for sure. 
 
    He began walking across the field towards the house. 
 
    He had had enough. If they hadn’t found the treasure then he would just take over and find it for them. And they could lay in a closet, all tied up, while he went out and spent his money. 
 
    “Hey! Where are you going?” 
 
    He ignored her and stomped across the field. He was going to get his money, and maybe something else! 
 
      
 
    The door to the basement had a lock on it, and the lock was shiny and in good condition. This tended to back up their idea of where the money was. After all, why lock an empty basement? 
 
    Unfortunately they didn’t have a key, so Tommy found a screwdriver and unscrewed the plate and the lock fell loose. 
 
    The basement was definitely the place of shadows. There was, except for a couple of small windows, no source of light in the basement. 
 
    Tommy led the way with his flashlight, and they began scouring the basement. 
 
    “Man, it’s like a dungeon down here.” He shone the light along one wall, up and down, back and forth, looking at the stones and the beams and the hand poured cement that was the floor.” 
 
    “What was that?” asked Eva. 
 
    They stopped and listened. 
 
    “I didn’t hear anything.” 
 
    “It sounded like the door.” 
 
    “We’re the only ones here.” He kept moving, going along another wall, looking for nooks and crannies hidden in shadows. 
 
    But everything was a shadow! 
 
    Upstairs Jack stood at the door and listened. They were still looking, but it sounded like they were on the track of the treasure. He would wait just a half minute longer, then… 
 
    “What are you waiting for?” whined Shiela. 
 
    “Shhh!” he hissed. 
 
    From downstairs. “I swear I could hear something…” 
 
    Then Tommy’s excited voice, “The door to the coal room!” 
 
    Jack gripped the frame of the door and listened hard. 
 
    Downstairs Tommy stared at the coal room. The big, iron door was closed. He gripped the handle and pulled. 
 
    SCREEEEE! The iron door scraped on the old cement floor. 
 
    Tommy and Eva stared at each other excitedly. 
 
    They entered the coal room and inspected every nook and cranny. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Nothing but coal dust and darkness. 
 
    “There’s something wrong,” said Tommy. 
 
    “We followed the directions. The shadows aren’t weak. The door squeaks when we push it!” 
 
    That was when it hit Tommy, and he started to laugh. 
 
    “What’s so funny?” 
 
    “It’s just that we—“ 
 
    “HANDS UP!” 
 
    They spun and stared at the door. 
 
    Jack stood, his gun in his hand. 
 
    “Where’s the treasure?” 
 
    Tommy might have been a newly converted transvestite, but he wasn’t dumb. He pushed Eva one way, went the other way, and flicked off the flashlight. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    The flash of the explosion showed Eva against a wall, but starting to move. 
 
    Tommy was moving through the darkness. He knew the basement, and he was going to get to Jack before Jack could shoot him! 
 
    SCREEEEEE! 
 
    Jack pushed the door shut. 
 
    BANG! The door slammed and Jack held it shut. “Get me a stick or something,” he snarled to Shiela. 
 
    “But I can’t see anything!” she whined. 
 
    “SO WHAT! GET ME A STICK!” 
 
    Tommy had turned the flashlight back on and was pounding on the door. 
 
    “SHUT UP!” yelled Jack. 
 
    There was a tiny bit of light coming from the two little windows, and from the open doorway to the kitchen. Shiela moved around, stumbled and staggered, and by the stairs she fond a broom. She fumbled her way back and Jack took the broom stick and shoved it into the hand pull and an opening in the stone wall. 
 
    Inside the coal room Jack grabbed Eva’s hand and pulled her towards the back of the room. 
 
    “What are we doing?” 
 
    “Quiet now. We‘re going to outflank them.” 
 
    Jack crawled up the coal chute, pushed open the metal door and crawled into the sunlight. 
 
    He was a mess. Crawling through the coal dust he and Eva were blackened. They looked at each other, and in spite of the situation, they giggled. 
 
    “Come on,” Tommy pulled her hand and they ran around to the back door, up the stairs, and into the kitchen. 
 
    “What are we going to do?” 
 
    “Listen,” Tommy said. He took a place next to the door and listened. 
 
    “But how are we going to find the money?” The woman had a scratchy voice. 
 
    “I’ll figure it out. For now, just shut up and let me think.” 
 
    They were crossing the basement floor, almost to the stairs. 
 
    Eva’s eyes were wide. 
 
    Jack looked around, saw a heavy, iron frying pan and picked it up. 
 
    “But what are we going to do about those two girls?” 
 
    “I said, shut your mouth. I’m thinking. i want to let those two cool off for a while, and then…” 
 
    The creak of the stairs, the sound of their feet on wood. 
 
    “But I don’t understand what we’re going to do? How can we find the gold, or whatever it is, if we keep them locked up?” 
 
    “I said—“ 
 
    The woman had distracted the man just enough, and when his face appeared Jack swung the frying pan with all his might. 
 
    PANK! With a slight echoing sound. 
 
    Jack didn’t have a chance. He spun into Shiela and his finger closed on the trigger. 
 
    BANG! 
 
    The woman gasped, and they both fell down the stairs. Their bodies tumbled into the darkness, arms and legs pinwheeling. 
 
    Eva held a hand to her mouth, her eyes were wide. 
 
    Tommy looked down the stairs. 
 
    Jack and Shiela were laying in a heap. 
 
    Jack’s face was smushed, but that had not killed him. His neck was bent at an odd angle; the fall down the stairs had killed him. 
 
    Shiela was crying softly. The bullet had hit her in the leg, in the femoral artery, and she was bleeding out. 
 
    “I’m sorry…I’m sorry…and after a few more apologies her voice just whistled away. 
 
    “Oh, God!” Eva stared down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    Jack toted the bodies into the forest and buried them. 
 
    “What about the police?” asked Eva. 
 
    “We get arrested. They search the house, and maybe there goes our money.” 
 
    “But won’t we get in trouble?” 
 
    “I have never seen anybody in the woods. Ever. I bury them deep, we should be fine. 
 
    Still, he and Eva were glum. Killing two people, even though they were scum, did not leave one feeling cheerful. 
 
    “Where do you think they came from?” 
 
    “I think the guy was at the bus station. Probably heard me talking.” 
 
      
 
    After the bodies were buried Jack came back to the house. Now he was not only coal dirty, he was covered with blood from the girl and dirty from digging graves. 
 
    He sighed and sat down outside. It was late afternoon and they had been through so much. 
 
    Eva handed him a beer. “You aren’t so sexy,” she muttered, sitting down next to him. “Your dick isn’t even hard.” 
 
    “It will be, once we get over this.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
    They stared at the forest, now the covering for two unfortunate souls, and thought about mortality. 
 
    Finally, Tommy said, “Okay. One last thing to do.” 
 
    “What’s that?” Eva went and got two more beers. The beer was helping them recover. 
 
    “It’s what you said just before…before…” 
 
    “What’d I say?” 
 
    “You said we had done everything right. We found where the shadows weren’t weak, and if we push it will squeak.” 
 
    “Yes?” Her face showed her puzzlement. 
 
    “That’s just it. When we opened the door we weren’t pushing, we were pulling.” 
 
    It took a second, but Eva got it. “We need to close that door, not open it!” 
 
    “Grandfather was pretty specific in instructions. If he meant pull he would have said pull, but he said push.” 
 
    “Let’s go,” Eva leaped to her feet. 
 
    They headed down into the darkness again and went straight to the coal room door. 
 
    It was closed, and Tommy pulled it open. SCREEEE! 
 
    Then he pushed it closed. SCREEEE! 
 
    He shone the flashlight on the area behind the door. 
 
    “The shadow of a door in a dark room. That’s where the shadows aren’t weak,” he mumbled. 
 
    It was obvious, now that they knew they were in the right spot. There was a door cut in the stone wall. It had been finely cut, and there wasn’t much of a line, but one of the stones pushed in and enabled Tommy to get a grip 
 
    He pulled. SCREEEEE! 
 
    Now they laughed, and stepped into a secret room. 
 
    There was a light switch next to the door and Eva clicked it. The room lit up, and it was a whole second basement, but this basement was filled with BDSM equipment. 
 
    There were whips and chains, horses to bind people over, a St. Andrew’s Cross, chairs with spikes in them, weird shaped cages to hold people in weird positions. 
 
    Though it was made of old stone, it had modern conveniences, like electricity, plumbing, and a wet bar. 
 
    “Oh, my God!” Tommy murmured as they walked through the place, touching the furniture, marveling at the secret life of Thomas Eugene Eddington. 
 
    “He was a kinky, old guy!” 
 
    “That he was!” 
 
    “I can’t wait to try it out!” 
 
    Then, at the end of the room, sitting on a rickety table was his grandfather’s money, his inheritance. 
 
    Several gold bars. Bags of coins. Stacks of currency. 
 
    Against the wall next to the table were leaned paintings. Old paintings. Classic paintings, doubtless worth millions. 
 
    Tommy and Eva stood there in awe and just stared. 
 
    Then Eva reached out and grabbed his penis. 
 
    Tommy noticed, of course, and he sighed as she stroked him. 
 
    Faster and faster. 
 
    Then he felt the trigger within, and the semen started shooting up his tube. 
 
    “You’re not…you’re not…” he gasped. 
 
    “No,” Eva whispered, turning and watching the pleasure wash across his face. 
 
    He spurted. And he spurted a lot. He spurted so much and his knees got so weak that she had to hold him up. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “Don’t worry, honey, you’ll be horny again in no time.” 
 
    She smiled and he started to grin.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Epilogue 
 
    They took a long shower, laughed and soaped each other, and got dressed again. 
 
    Once again, he was female. Except for the big cock which was temporarily limp. 
 
    They went down to the basement to take an inventory of their new found wealth, and there they found the letter. 
 
    Tommy opened it, knowing it was probably the last communication he would ever get from his grandfather. 
 
    Next to the letter were several objects, and Eva examined these. 
 
      
 
    Dear Tommy 
 
    I leave you my wealth 
 
    knowing that you will use it wisely. 
 
    My secret for becoming rich, 
 
    richer than my own inheritance, 
 
    was that I always used the three objects 
 
    you found next to this letter. 
 
    I love you, Grandson. 
 
    Always yours… 
 
    Thomas Eddington 
 
      
 
    Tommy had a tear in his eyes, and his vision was slightly blurry as he lowered the letter and looked to the table. 
 
    Three objects. What could they be? 
 
    “Oh, boy,” said Eva. She was holding one of the objects. 
 
    It was a chastity tube. “This will make sure you conserve your energy, that you don’t become overly distracted. 
 
    She picked up the second object. It was a butt plug. 
 
    “You’re going to like this. It’ll make sure you’re always horny, that you are constantly building your sexual energy. 
 
    She picked up the third object. “It sounds like your grandfather used this on himself, but I’ll be glad to use it on you. 
 
    It was a big, fat dildo. There was a harness on the table. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” Tommy whispered. 
 
    “Nope. It’s ‘oh, almost fuck.’ Because from here on out you will only get an ‘almost fuck.’ 
 
    She turned to him and placed the chastity tube on his package. Her hands were quick and shortly he was locked up. His penis started trying to swell, and he could feel the promise of years of frustration coming to him in the future. 
 
    She hugged him, and pushed the butt plug into him. 
 
    “Oh!” he yelped. 
 
    He could feel the prostate being stimulated and the semen was trying to force it’s way up his shaft, but it wasn’t going to make it. 
 
    She strapped on the harness that had been on the table and screwed the big dildo into it. 
 
    They faced each other. Her grinning and excited. Him scared and excited. 
 
    “Come on, honey. Let’s go start you on your journey of getting richer.” 
 
    As they crossed the basement he mumbled, “Then that was really the last orgasm I’ll ever get?” 
 
    “Maybe. Probably. Possibly. Isn’t it exciting?” 
 
    And he had to agree. It was. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    I hope you liked this little tale. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
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    HAVE A HORNY DAY! 
 
      
 
    Grace 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Changed cov use.jpg] 
 
    Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time. 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman 
 
      
 
    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
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    The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him! 
 
      
 
    The Long, Hot Feminization! 
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    Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady! 
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    Here is the first, big chapter from… 
 
      
 
    Feminized at a 
 
    Lesbian Summer Camp! 
 
    He became the butt of a joke! 
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    Part One 
 
      
 
    “How do I know you aren’t going to go off and screw somebody?” 
 
    Lara stared at her husband. She was completely dumfounded. “What? 
 
    Rod was a handsome fellow, a bit on the short and slender side, but he had a gentle face, wore his hair long, and…was jealous. Always jealous. 
 
    “I said, how do I know, when you go off to this political convention, that you won’t meet some hunk and…you know.” He made a ring of his left thumb and index and ran his right index finger through the circle, In and out. Making a slurping sound. 
 
    “Rod! You idiot! How can you say such a thing? I’ve never, ever even thought of such a thing!” 
 
    “Yeah, but I know how you like sex, and how can I be sure?” 
 
    “You can be sure because I’m telling you you can be sure!” 
 
    Rod moved across the room and stood behind her. She was sitting at her vanity, and he studied her long, auburn hair, her glittering, blue eyes, and, of course, her voluptuous body. 
 
    “Look at you. You’re the most incredibly gorgeous creature in the world, and if I think that, then so might somebody else. And I know I’m out of my league, I know I married up, and…I worry that somebody is going to come along, maybe somebody with big muscles and a surfer body and…and you’re going to fall for him.” 
 
    “Rod, I repeat, you’re an idiot.” 
 
    She stood up and whirled to him. She took his hands in hers and kissed his mouth, then said, “You never have to worry about me.” 
 
    “But how do I know?” he asked stubbornly. 
 
    “Sheesh!” she moaned. “What do I have to do to convince you?” 
 
    “Wear locks in your piercings.” 
 
    Her mouth opened, her eyes went wider, she blinked. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You got those piercings, and…” 
 
    “They were to please you!” 
 
    “And I’m pleased. I love them. But they can also serve a utilitarian purpose.” 
 
    “So let me get this straight…because you’re jealous I have to wear a bunch of little padlocks through the rings on my labia.” 
 
    He stared at her, gave a slight nod of his head. 
 
    Lara shook her head. “That’s the stupidest thing I ever heard of. Did you think of this before you bugged me into getting the rings?” 
 
    He shook his head. 
 
    “I just thought it would be cool. I didn’t think of the possibility of padlocks until just a couple of days ago.” 
 
    “When I told you I was going to a women’s conference.” 
 
    “Yeah,” he muttered defiantly. 
 
    “Well, you can go stuff your head right up your—“ she stopped just short of saying it, but her meaning was clear. 
 
    But the argument wasn’t done. In fact, it was just starting. 
 
    “Look, Lara, have you seen the statistics on failed marriages? They are not good! In the past ten years there have been more divorces and less marriages! If this goes on then…we’re talking about the death of our civilization!” 
 
    He knew he was going overboard, but he couldn’t help it. 
 
    “So me locking my lower lips is going to save all of mankind,” she growled. 
 
    “No. I didn’t mean it that way, but…our marriage would be that more secure.” 
 
    She heaved a sigh and stared at her dope of a husband. He was a catch, but he was also a bit wiggie. He believed in conspiracy theories, he was always going on about Kennedy being killed and the Twin Towers being blown up for insurance. And now this! 
 
    “So if I bolt the box you’ll be sure that I won’t leave you for somebody with a bigger dick?” 
 
    “Well, uh…yes.” 
 
    “Oh. My. God! If you aren’t the…” 
 
    “Will you think about it.” 
 
    “Oh, I’ll think about it, all right. At the same time as I think about getting you committed.” 
 
    “Honey! I just want everything to work out between us! I just love you so much!” 
 
    “And this will help you be sure?” 
 
    He nodded. 
 
    “Okay. I’ll tell you what. I’ll think about it…if you don’t talk about it for one week.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Come here, honey,” he hugged her then. He kissed her hair, cupped her buttocks, and held her. “That’s all I ask. Think about it. It’s a great idea, and you’ll love it if you give it a chance.” 
 
    “Huh!” 
 
    Then, because he was a horny sort of a fellow, he kissed her, and his hands came up to her breasts. 
 
    She smiled. Now this kind of argument she could go for. Then she had a wicked idea. 
 
    “Okay, I’ll think about it, but I don’t want you cumming, and I need you to make me cum, right now, with your mouth.” 
 
    “What?” he gulped. “But you…I…we need to…” 
 
    “No we don’t. You do. I don’t. I’m just going to take advantage of this little problem you’ve foisted on me.” 
 
    “Well, uh…” 
 
    “Okay, it’s settled. Go lay on the bed, face up. I’ll be right there.” 
 
    She pushed him towards the bed and he, be it with a mixed sort of reluctance, went to the bed and sat. 
 
    She undid her peignoir and tossed it on the chair back. 
 
    “Go on. Lay back. No need to get that weenie out. Or…yes, get it out. I’ll play with it for a while.” 
 
    “You…” he was confused, and horny, but he laid back. 
 
    She took off her bra and panties and climbed onto the bed. 
 
    He reached for her, but she pushed his hands away. 
 
    “I’m in charge, Chicken Little. Now, get ready…the sky is about to fall.” 
 
    With that she sat squarely upon him. 
 
    She heard gurgling sounds, then slurping sounds, and she relaxed and  wiggled a bit. This was great. She was in charge and she loved it. She began to ride him like cowgirl rides a bucking bronco. 
 
    “Unh! Unh!” he tried to breath. 
 
    She just smiled and let the moment build. 
 
      
 
    Lana surprised herself. She liked the idea. 
 
    She kissed Rod in the morning and sent him off to work, then went out on the patio. 
 
    And she couldn’t help but think about it. 
 
    Padlock her pussy. What a stupid idea! 
 
    Yet…she realized that she was feeling a wee bit of moisture down there. 
 
    She was sitting on the patio, reading the news on her ipad, watching the world go by, and her mind kept coming back to the idea. 
 
    She had eight rings, four on each side, and they felt so kinky. 
 
    At first she had thought the idea of getting pierced down there was stupid. But he had pushed, and she had gotten her nipples pierced for him, and then, she wasn’t quite sure how, she had agreed to have her vagina pierced. 
 
    And it felt good. 
 
    Lord, did it feel good. When she pulled on them, stretched her lips out, it gave her an immeasurable thrill. Her heart pounded and she felt like the world’s biggest porn star. 
 
    Just walking with the rings making subtle clicks turned her on. 
 
    And if she walked too fast the sound got too loud, and the embarrassment, just of hearing herself, turned her on even more. 
 
    And sometimes she dreamed of walking down the street with her snapper making sounds like castanets. 
 
    She giggled at the thought. Her, twirling on the dance floor and her rings making a racket, and all the men in the place, and a few women, were all turned on by the sound of her. 
 
    Suddenly she put the ipad down, got up and went into the house. 
 
    She went out to the garage and went through Rod’s tool boxes, and then the little drawers with all the nuts and bolts, and…she found them. She knew he had them, he had used them for a variety of projects, and now…she made sure she had the keys, lifted her dress and pulled down her panties, and put the padlocks through the rings. 
 
    Four padlocks, hardly any weight, but enough to pull on her rings, and further excite her. 
 
    More clicks…but it wasn’t too bad. Besides, she could always tape the padlocks together. 
 
    She snickered, if the other girls at the convention found out they’d probably want their own rings and padlocks. 
 
    She walked around the house. With her panties pulled tight the clicking was negligible. She wouldn’t even need tape. 
 
    She sat down, no pinching. 
 
    She jumped up and down. Ooh! That felt good! 
 
    She did some calisthenics, just like they would do at the convention, and it felt wonderful. 
 
    Of course she would probably be hornier than a goat on viagra when she came home, but that was okay. She liked being horny. 
 
    Hmm. Did Rod have her horniness as a subtle subterfuge? Maybe. but…probably not. 
 
    Rod was kind of ‘what you see is what you get’ kind of guy. He wasn’t into deep thinking that would come up with a nefarious plan like that. 
 
    Of course he was into conspiracy theories…nah! 
 
    For the rest of the day she walked around the house. She did chores, she went to the grocery store and sauntered around, aware that her face was flushed and that she was probably giving off sex vibes. 
 
    God, that felt good! 
 
    Then, back home, and she fixed dinner. 
 
     
 
    Rod came home. He was a consultant and he frequently went out on long jobs, or was at home for extended weekends. He had been working a lot recently, so he was due for a little down time. 
 
    In fact, he had planned it. 
 
    In spite of what Lara thought, he was smart enough to make nefarious plans. 
 
    “Hi, honey!” She gave him a kiss, then said, “Guess what?” 
 
    “What? And what smells so good?” 
 
    “A couple of rib eyes, or my pussy. I’m not sure which one smells better.” 
 
    He blinked and moved his head back. this was not the kind of thing his wife normally said. 
 
    “Have you been drinking?” he asked. 
 
    “Nope. But…fix us a couple, will you? And I’ll get ready to unveil my surprise.” 
 
    “Surprise?” he frowned, but went to the cupboard and brought down the Benchmark Bonded, clinked some ice cubes in glasses, and poured in the bourbon. 
 
    “Do you want me to ruin it?” he asked. 
 
    Lara was leaning against the doorframe, smiling a secret, Mona Lisa smile. “Sure.” 
 
    He poured in Coke, half and half, a Coke High, and handed one glass to Lara. 
 
    They sipped, and he asked, “What surprise?” 
 
    “Kiss me, you fool,” she giggled. 
 
    He put his own glass down and they kissed. Their mouths pressed, tasted like good bourbon. 
 
    She sighed and pulled up her dress. “Feel me, honey.” 
 
    He reached down, a grin on his face, and everything froze. 
 
    His hand encountered rings and he didn’t understand for a moment, then it dawned on him. 
 
    A smile slowly crossed his face. “You did it. You’re wearing padlocks.” 
 
    She hid her face in his chest and laughed. She was blushing, but it was a good blush. 
 
    “Oh, honey. It feels so good.” 
 
    “Really?” He was grinning like a jackass with dentures now. 
 
    “Oh, yes. I’ve had them locked all day. It rubs down there, sometimes I can sort of hear them clicking together, and…it makes my pussy so damned hot you could strike a match on it.” 
 
    He laughed, then went to his knees. 
 
    She spread her legs slightly and he examined the locks. 
 
    They were evenly spaced the length of her slit. Her skin was pink and moist and her labia were slightly stretched. Enough for the locks to barely sway, but that was enough. 
 
    “Oh, God!” He looked up and beamed at her. 
 
    “Now, don’t hurt your teeth.” 
 
    He dove in, licked and sucked, and explored the metal carefully. 
 
    She laughed and ground her hips into him. 
 
    After a long couple of minutes he rose up. “Come on, babe. You’ve got to let me fuck you.” 
 
    But she pulled back. 
 
    “Oh, no. You wanted me locked up, so now I’m locked up.” 
 
    “But…you can’t! I need you!” 
 
    “And I need you. And I think the next couple of weeks are going to be quite interesting.” 
 
    “Couple of weeks? So you’ll let me squirt before you go to the convention?” 
 
    “I never said that,” she was watching him with a grin so wide it near reached her ears. 
 
    “But…but…that’s two weeks till the convention, and then you’re gone for two weeks…that’s a whole month of no sex!” 
 
    “Aw…is that bad?” 
 
    “Honey! You know I can’t take that! I’m a three time a week guy! You can’t do this to me.” 
 
    “Not only can I, but I’m going to take advantage of your tongue every night until I leave.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “Yes. And we’re starting tonight.” 
 
    With that she dragged him back to the bedroom. 
 
      
 
    Two weeks can last a lifetime. Especially if you’re knee deep in sex…but don’t get any. 
 
    Lara proved insatiable at night. Being locked up, but still able to receive pleasure, had made her hornier than she had ever been in her life! 
 
    Every night she dragged him off to bed.  
 
    Every morning she woke him up by grabbing his ears and pulling him down to her junction. 
 
    And every morning Rod was harder and harder. 
 
    At the end of week one he was dripping. 
 
    At the end of week two he was a faucet. He actually had to wear a panty pad to hide the pre-cum coming out of his weenie. 
 
    And what was worse was that she wouldn't let him masturbate. She checked on him in the bathroom. Slept on the outside of the bed so he couldn’t slip out int he middle of the night and relieve himself. 
 
    He was getting a haunted look about the eyes, and his skin was sallow. 
 
    He couldn’t keep his eyes off her. The hornier he got the more he wanted her, until he was literally following her around like a horny, little puppy dog. 
 
  
 
   
 
   
    But, he had a plan. 
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
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    ‘Feminization at a Lesbian Summer Camp!’ 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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The Sissy Cross Dresser!
He inherited a treasure,
but it took feminization to find it!
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