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STEPMOTHER 2

His Stepmother Forced Him To Be Feminine 



By B C 



Grant  and  Ben  had  taken  Christine  to  a  movie  and  then  out  to  eat  at  their  favorite burger joint. Christine literally ran into John Foster, Super Jock and high school hero, as he came out of the men’s room at the restaurant. John was blown away by this beautiful young lady that he didn’t know existed until tonight. Grant threatened to expose Chris if she didn’t go along with what ever he said. He advised her he could be a friend and ally or he could become her worst enemy. Grant dropped Ben off at his house and Chris thought they were finally heading home where he’d find the safety of his room. 

Suddenly, Chris realized that they were turning down an old lane that ran down to the lake. “Grant, where are we going?” Chris asked. 

“Let’s  just  sit  here  for  a  minute  or  two,  I  want  to  check  out  the  lake.  We  still  have a couple  of  hours  until  Mom  and  Dad  get  back,”  Grant  said,  turning  off  the  lights.  He stopped  the  big  black  Cadillac,  facing  the  moonlit  water  over  the  lake.  There  were  no houses on this side of the lake. It was land Dad had just picked up that month. Way off in the dis - tance, on the opposite side of the lake, you could make out the lights of 5 or 6 

houses. 

“Grant, why are we here? I want to go home now!” Chris had a bad feeling about this place and being here with Grant, who Chris didn’t trust right now. 

“Remember,  Sweetie  Pie,  I  told  you  that  you  needed  to  be  good  to  me,  if  you expected me to watch out for you and keep your secret a secret. I know that you wouldn’t want Ben or John to get a phone call from an anonymous caller about Chris Green who is now Chris tine Green, now would you?” Grant asked. 

“Just what do you want from me, Grant? This isn’t funny. If you don’t take me home right now, I’m going to tell my father!” Chris threatened. 
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“That’s a laugh and a half. You go right ahead and tell your Daddy, Little Lady. However, if I were  you,  I’d  just  stay  away  from  your  father  as  much  as  possible  for  the  time  being.  Just this afternoon, I heard him tell Mom that if it were not for her, he would have sent you off to an all-girl boarding school for the year. One of those fancy finishing schools for rich little girls to go to and become all prim and proper. It seems that your father was pretty heartbroken when he  found  out  that  his  only  blood  son,  whom  he’d  always  dreamed  would  come  into  his business with him and eventually take it over someday, was now a pretty little princess who prefers dresses and heels to suits and ties. 

“As a matter of fact, Dad was so distressed over this whole matter that he actually asked me to work with you, show you the ropes, teach you how to become a real girl and show you how to please your man. He thought that you might just as well learn these things so that you wil  be able to land yourself a good man and husband some day, so you’l  have someone to take care of your cute little sissy ass,” Grant said. He took great pleasure in the look on Chris’ 

face. 

“You’re lying, Grant, I know my own father and Dad would never allow such sick behavior. 

It  was  your mother  who made me  wear these clothes and go out  with you dressed  like this. 

I’m not going to do it ever again!” Chris said with conviction. 

“Are you real y that dense, Christine? As of yesterday, you are not even in Dad’s wil  any longer.  He  was  so  mad  not  even  Mother  could  defend  you.  You  would  be  very  smart  to  do everything Mother tells you to do for the time being. She is your lifeline at this time, Sweetie. 

“If  you  make  her  happy,  she’l   eventual y  get  you  back  in  good  graces  with  Dad.  But  if you’re crazy enough to ignore this advice and piss Mother off, not only will you not get back in line for your inheritance, but you just might find your cute little ass out in the streets, turning tricks for food and a place to sleep. Trust me, Honey, once your cute little behind is out on the streets, it will be just a matter of time before you’re hooked on drugs, doing things you can’t even imagine,” Grant went on, seeing the look in Chris’ eyes; he could tel  Chris was close to crying and peeing in his pretty panties. 

In  his  current  state  of  mind,  Chris  believed  every  word.  Everything  in  his  life  had  been changing  so  fast,  he  couldn’t  even  think  rationally.  He  couldn’t  deny  that  his  father  had backed up Kate and told him to do what she said or he’d be the one to spank him. Chris was shaking with fear, and didn’t trust his own instincts right now. 

“If  you  think  I’m  lying,  Sis,  think  about  it.  How  do  you  think  that  al   your  col ege  prep classes got changed and no one could get them changed back? 

You’d better not mess with Kate; you’re no match for her.” Grant said, adding to the pain and fear in Chris’ fragile mind. 

“OK, so what is it you want from me, Grant? It seems that you and your mother have had this planned from the start. You’ve taken my father’s love from me, you’ve stripped me of my manhood, my college education, my inheritance, my whole life really. You and Kate have my father,  his  money,  his  business  and  his  home. What  else  do  you  think  I have  left  to  give?” 

Chris asked. 
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“There’s that damned pride popping up again. I think we need to work on that a little and get you used to your new station in life. No man wants a girl friend or a wife with an attitude. We want our women to be subservient, submissive, meek and quiet, as well as beautiful, all of the time. At least you have a head start on the beautiful part. You can run to Daddy like a spoiled little girl, but I warned you about how upset he is. No telling what he might do until he’s had time to cool off and get used to you being his daughter. 

“It helps that I’ve been there to fill that void for you. He told me that he loved having at least one real son anyway. To help out though, ‘cause I’m a nice guy, I told Mom about this  organization  which  trains  and  sells  boy  girls  like  you  to  the  higher  bidder.  It  seems that there’s a demand for them all over the world. There seems to be a large demand in the Arab nations for girls just like you  with small bodies, fair skin, and very pretty faces. 

I can’t  imagine,  though,  that  being  one  of  50  wives  would  be  that  wonderful,”  Grant laughed, painting a horrific picture in Chris’ over-stressed mind. 

“Sis, I will not physically force you,” Grant said. He pushed the door open and got in the big Cadillac’s back seat, after pulling the keys out of the ignition. 

Chris  was  frozen  to  his  seat.  He  looked  at  Grant,  not  believing  that  this  was  really happening; he couldn’t make himself  move. “Well, are  you going to do as Daddy wants you to do? If you intend to stay in Mom’s good graces, then you’d better get back here with me. If not, you might just find yourselves out on the streets or involved in the white slave trade business. It’s really your choice,” Grant said. 

“Are you asking me to do what I think you’re asking?” Chris asked. “Do you actually want to make out with me?” he asked in shock. “Grant, I may be forced to dress like a girl, but we are both boys. That’s sick.” 

“Sweetie,  I  am  the  only  boy  here.  You  are  no  longer  a  boy.  Secondly,  I  guess  we could  kiss  and  pet  a  little  if  you  really  want  to,  if  you  feel  that  will  get  you  more  in  the mood, but, I just really want you to get down here and suck my cock. You know, give me a blow job.” Grant said. 

“You  really  are  sick!  I  won’t  do  that  to  you,  or  anyone  else  for  that  matter,”  Chris promised. 

Grant picked up the car phone. “OK, as you wish. Now, let me see. Who do I call first, John Foster or Ben Stout, to clue them in on your little secret? I’m sure that both of them would like to take you out after you made complete fools of them. Or should I start calling every  classmate  you  ever  had?  You’ll  surely  get  lots  of  love  and  support  from  your  old school  mates.  I’ve  already  downloaded  all  or  your  internet  contacts  onto  my  computer. 

One push  of  a button and pictures  of  you  go  everywhere.  It’s  all  I  can do to  keep from pushing the enter key. 

“Remember that company I told you about? I wrote to them and they replied almost immediately. They’ve offered me $250,000.00 for you just the way you are. It would be a double win for me. I’d get a quarter of a million in cash. I’d get rid of you forever because they’d send you away never to be heard or seen again, and I’d have Mom and Dad all to myself! I must be nuts for not doing this already,” Grant said, grinning. 

“Honey, unless you’re back here in 60 seconds, I will push this key on my laptop and both of our lives will be changed forever,” he said. 

Chris was so scared he couldn’t think straight. 
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“45 seconds,” Grant announced. 

Chris  tried  to  think.  Could  any  of  this  be  true.  Could  this  really  be  happening?  “30 

seconds,” Grant said. 

Chris  just  simply  couldn’t  reason  or  think  under  this  much  pressure;  this  wasn’t  just  a embarrassing date in the burger joint. 

“20 seconds,” Grant told him, opening his laptop. 

There  was  no  time;  Chris  couldn’t  risk  all  to  find  out  if  Grant  was  lying,  not  with  these stakes. Chris bolted from the passenger seat, opened the back door and got in next to Grant. 

“OK, what now? What do I have to do?” Chris asked, unable to look Grant in the eye. 

“I already told you, I won’t force you physically. You know exactly what I want and you are going to have to ask me nicely for the privilege of doing it. You have 90 seconds starting now, or I push the send key.” 

Tears filled Chris’ eyes instantly. He wasn’t sure he could make himself do this. He’d never even really had sex with a girl yet, unless you counted kissing and very mild pet - ting. 

“60 seconds,” Grant said. 

Chris didn’t even know where to start. He slipped down to his knees on the floor. “What do I do now, because I really don’t know?” he asked. 

“You ask me nicely if you can suck my cock, and ask if I’ll teach you to be a good sissy cocksucker. 30 seconds,” Grant told him. 

Sick to his stomach and more scared than he’d ever been, Chris whispered, “Can I…suck your…your thing?” 

“I  can’t  hear  you,  Honey.  My  name  is  Grant,  my  ‘thing’  is  a  cock  and  you  are  out  of…” 

“Grant, please can I suck your cock?” Chris almost shouted, knowing his time was up. “Why yes, Baby, you can. How nice of you to ask if you can take good care of your big brother. Sure you can. Go ahead but don’t you lose even a drop.” 

When Chris didn’t move, Grant said, “First, unbuckle my pants. Good, now pull down the zipper carefully. Remember, you used to wear boys pants when you were a little girl. That’s it, Honey.  Now  pull  my  pants  and  undies  down,”  he  ordered  and  lifted  his  butt  off  the  seat  to help. 

Slowly,  Chris  reached  up.  He  was  mad  but  too  afraid  of  Grant’s  threats  to  not  do  as ordered. Slowly, he pulled the clothing off of his stepbrother’s hips and pulled them down his legs. 

Grant’s big erect cock sprang out, inches from Chris’ face. “There you go, Sweetie, it’s all yours. Now start licking it real good to get it wet and slippery,” Grant told the nearly paralyzed Chris. “Go on, it won’t bite you. Get moving, my little honey, or I’ll push the send key. I’m not going  to  keep  warning  you,  Christine.  You’d  better  start  making  me  feel  like  you  love  what you’re doing or you’ll be getting calls for dates that never end like you love what you’re doing or you’ll be getting calls for dates that never end. I hear it stays over 100 degrees almost every day in Iraq and Iran.” 
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Chris swallowed his pride and moved forward, licking Grant’s thighs. Then he ran his red finger nailed hand lightly up his thigh and along the edge of Grant’s hard cock. 

“Now you’re catching on. That’s a good girl. Now play with my balls a little. That’s it. 

OK, now lick them all over. Baby, I know you’re just learning but try to keep eye contact. 

That really turns a guy on.” 

Chris  thought  he  was  going  to  be  very  sick  before  too  long.  Finally,  he  made  up  his mind to get this over with. He moved his tongue around several times in his mouth to get it wet. Then, holding Grant’s huge cock in one hand, he licked the length of it from base to head on all four sides of the hard flesh pole. “It’s not so bad,” he found himself saying in his head. “It’s just skin, like licking your finger.” 

“That’s it baby, only a little slower. Now take it into your mouth. You really learn fast, Sis. You’re a natural; this practice is going to make you a really great wife to some lucky guy  some  day.  No,  don’t  stop,  Christine.  I  want  you  to  keep  it  up,  just  like  you’re  doing now, but I want you to look into my eyes and keep eye contact while you’re doing it. That’s a good girl. 

“Damn,  Christine,  I  still  can’t  get  over  how  really  beautiful  you  are.  I  gotta  tell  you, Honey,  you  are  really  turning  me  on  right  now,”  Grant  said.  “Chrissy,  let  me  hear  you moan a little to show how much you love that big cock of mine,” he ordered. 

Chris, wanting this over with, complied. “Ummm,” he moaned. “Louder, Baby,” Grant ordered. 

“UMMMM,”  Chris  moaned  louder.  He  closed  his  eyes  and  continued  moaning  and sucking and licking. 

Grant picked up the pace of thrusting forward and back, faster and deeper. “Chrissy Honey, open your eyes and keep eye contact. It makes it much more sensual.” Grant said. 

Chris  opened  his  eyes  to  look  up  at  Grant.  A  blindingly  bright  light  went  off  in  his  face. 

Once…twice…then  a third  time, as  Grant  snapped  picture  after  picture  of  Christine  with her mouth completely full of penis. 

“Oh God, Honey, you are so freaking beautiful,” Grant moaned. “You are hotter than any  girl  in  our  whole  school.  I  can  totally  see  why  Big  John  fell  all  over  himself  tonight trying to get you to talk to him. Yes, no doubt about it, he’ll be coming around on a regular basis now.  If you are really sweet  and good to Big Brother, I’ll teach you how to please your man so that he  will never  want  to leave you,  no matter what  extra  parts you have,” 

Grant told Chris. 

Grant  kept  up  the  pace.  He  really  meant  it  when  he  said  that  she  was  beautiful.  He looked at her big wide eyes, those highly arched brows and those red lips. He wasn’t sure if he was feeling passion or love for this beautiful girl kneeling before him with her big red lips around his thrusting penis. Suddenly he was lost in the throws of the biggest orgasm he’d  ever experienced.  It completely caught  Chris off-guard. The hot  jet of salty cum hit the  back  of  Chris’  throat  and  he  was  forced to  swallow  in  order  to  get  more  air  into  his lungs. Spurt after hot spurt of thick salty man seed slid down Chris’ throat. 
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Grant was now holding the back of her head so that she couldn’t pull away. He thrust forward several times, draining the last of his seed into Chris’ throat and down into her belly. 

Finally, completely spent, Grant pulled out of her mouth and completely surprised her as he held her head, then leaned down and kissed her on the mouth. “WOW, thank you, Sis. You were unbelievable, that was really fantastic. I really do love you as a sister now and I promise you that we are going to be really close from now on, if you know what I mean! You must have loved that too, because nobody could fake doing what you just did. No one could be that good on their first try. 

“Don’t  worry,  Honey  your  big  brother  is  going  to  look  out  for  you  and  see  that  you  get enough cock to keep you happy and content. I know you are going to keep your brother happy whenever I ask you or you can be sure that I’ll sell your beautiful little white ass to those slave traders so fast you won’t know what hit you. I’ve heard that once they sell you into a harem, you are there for life unless your new husband gives you as a present to someone else. So we understand each other, right?” Grant looked into her eyes as he lifted her chin with his hand. 

The tears were again forming in Chris’ eyes. He had never been so ashamed of himself in all of his life. This just couldn’t be happening to him. He felt dirty all over and just wanted to go home to bathe. He was so messed-up, confused right now and frightened to death that Grant might  be able to do what  he had threatened to do.  Chris wasn’t sure if it were fiction or fact about the slave trade still being alive in this day and age. He’d seen a movie about it once. He recalled  the  bondage  and  chains,  the  piercings  and  brandings,  the  permanent  tattooing  of makeup.  He  saw  how  women  were  made  to  please  the  owner  or  whoever  he  told  them  to please. Fear filled his clouded mind. He had no choice; he’d have to do what ever Grant and Kate wanted him to do. He had to come up with a plan to make Dad see that Grant and Kate were doing all of this to him, for some reason. 

“Are you ready to go home now, Christine?” Grant said, breaking into her thoughts. “Yes, please, I really want to go home now,” she answered quickly. 

“OK, give me a kiss and tell me that you love me, and we’ll be on our way home,” Grant ordered. 

Chris  just  wanted  to  go,  and  he  knew  that  arguing  was  only  going  to  delay  leaving.  He sensed that Grant would not give in, even a little, so he did as Grant asked. Chris kissed him on the mouth, then said, “I love you.” 

“That was really weak, Chrissy, You can do better than that. You’d better put more ef - fort than that into it or you’ll be saying that to some Sheik with a turban on his head. Also I have a name, so try again,” Grant warned. 

Chris kissed, him harder this time, then said, “I love you, Grant. Thanks for the movie and the sandwich afterwards,” he said in a more cheery tone. 

“Yes…and what else?” Grant teased, putting his hand on his penis and balls, and moving his hand up and down. 
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Knowing  that  he  had  no  choice,  and  seeing  he  was  defeated,  Chris  said, 

“And…and...thank you for letting me suck your cock and swallow your cum,” with tears of humiliation and shame running down her cheeks. 

“Good. You do understand that whenever, wherever I choose, that you’ll do this for me again just like tonight, without arguing or delay. Because …” He waited. 

“Because I’m now your sister and I love you and I love to suck your cock,” she said. 

“Yes, very good. Christine honey, we are going to get along very well from now on. 

Nobody in the whole world has to know about any of this, as long as you do what I tell you to do. Tell you what, Sweetie, I promise you, that if you’ll do what I tell you without a fuss or argument and make me think you’re enjoying it, I’ll keep trying to get you back into Dad’s good graces. What do you say? Would you like that?” Grant asked. 

A spark of hope ran through Chris’ heart. Could she trust him though? Did she really have any choice at this time? “Would you really do that, Grant? Will you try really hard if I’m good?” she heard herself saying. 

“You heard me. If you are a good girl, I promised I’ll help you and I don’t think I’ve ever broken a promise in my life,” he said. 

She kissed him again with a slight hope in her heart. “Alright, I will be good, so can we go home now?” Chrissy asked. 

“Yes, as soon as you fix your makeup. Mom and Dad are probably home by now. You don’t want them to see you looking a mess with your lipstick smeared across your face. 

What would they think?” he grinned. 

He turned on the overhead light in the big car as they both moved back up front. Then he reached over and pulled down the visor with its lighted vanity mirror. Grant watched in fascination  as  Chris  fixed  his  hair  and  redid  his  lip  stick  and  gloss,  after  wiping  the smeared lipstick off with a Kleenex. Chris’ lips once again looked creamy and red and very kissable. 

“How do you do it, Chrissy? I can’t get over how feminine and beautiful you look with so little effort. Either you were meant to be a girl or Mom is a miracle worker,” Grant said. 

With  that,  they  started  for  home.  All  the  way  there,  Grant  couldn’t  help  himself  from looking at Chris every time they passed under a street light. 

As they pulled into the driveway, they could see that Mom and Dad were home. They walked  in  and  Chris  started  for  his  room  right  away.  “Is  that  you,  Christine  honey?”  he heard Kate call out from the family room, where she’d been waiting up for them. 

Chris stopped with a sigh. “Yes Mother, we just got home. I’m tired and going up to my room,” she said, hoping to just be alone. 

“Come in here, both of you, please. I want to hear all about your first night out. Did you have fun?” Kate asked. 

As  they  walked  into  the  room  together,  Kate  motioned  for  them  to  sit  on  the  couch. 

“Well, did you, Honey? I mean, did you have fun out with the boys?” she asked. Chris just shook his head yes, but Grant jumped right in. 
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“Yes, we had fun, Mom. I think that Christine and I have finally hit it off. We kind of broke down the barriers and we are a lot closer after tonight,” he grinned. “I think I kind of like having a little sister to watch out for. 

“We  really  bonded  and  we 

feel  very  different  about  one 

another  now.  We  went  to  a 

movie,  then  out  to  the  burger 

joint, where a lot of the kids from 

school  hang  out.  I  can’t  believe 

how  popular  Christine  is  already. 

Everyone  wanted  to  know  who 

the  new  hot  chick  was.  Even 

John  Foster  made  sure  that  he 

got  an  introduction.  When  I  told 

him  that  Chrissy  was  my  little 

sister,  he  couldn’t  believe  it.  I’ll 

bet anything that before the week 

is out, John 

will  be  knocking  on  our  door 

for Christine. He wouldn’t give up 

until  she  finally  talked  to  him. 

After  that,  we  drove  over  to  the 

lake where we really got to know 

each  other  better.  I  feel  really 

close  to  her  now,”  Grant  said, 

smiling. 

“I’m  so  happy  to  hear  that, 

Honey.  Nothing  makes  a  parent 

happier  than  to  hear  that  her 

children  are  getting  along.  What 

about  you,  Christine?  Do  you 

think  spending  some  time  alone 

with  Grant  allowed  you  to  get 

closer to him?” Kate asked. 

Chris  saw  Grant  looking  hard 

at  her.  “Yes,  Mother,  Grant  was 

really  good  to  me  all  night.  He 

really  treated  me  like  a  lady,” 

Chris said. 

“That’s so sweet. It looks like 

we  just  might  just  turn  into  that  happy  family  I’ve  always  dreamed  about  after  all.  Did  you thank your brother for taking you out with him tonight, Christine? If not, I think you should give him a big hug and a kiss and tell him thank you,” Kate told the poor shaken youth. 
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Chris walked over to Grant, stood on her toes and hugged him. Then, as she went to kiss him on the cheek, Grant turned his head quickly to the side and down. Their lips met. 

Grant  pulled  her  close  and  kissed  Chris  long  and  hard,  making  Chris’  legs  feel  weak. 

“Good night, little sister.” 

Chris turned on wobbly legs to go to his room. To his great discomfort, he felt some - 

thing  inside  stir  from  the  kiss  Grant  had  just  laid  on  him.  To  make  it  worse,  she  heard, 

“Whoa there, Little Lady, what about your Daddy and me? Don’t we get a good night kiss and hug?” Kate asked all sweet in faux innocence, knowing it would embarrass Chris even more. 

Chris walked over to Kate who had to bend down as she too kissed Chris right on the lips.  “Good  night,  Sweetie.  I’ll  be  up  in  a  minute  to  show  you  how  you’ll  remove  your makeup and prepare for bed each night from now on,” she said loud enough for the others to hear. 

Next, Chris awkwardly walked over to her father. “Good night, Father,” Chris said. Cal bent down kissed Chris on the forehead. “Good night, Christine,” he said. “You really do make  a  beautiful  young  woman,  Honey.  Are  you  happier now?  I  mean  in  your  heart  and mind.  I  guess  I  just  never  realized  just  how  strongly  you  felt  about  your,  um,  well,  your gender.  I  guess  I  just  couldn’t understand how  much  you  wanted to  be  a  girl,”  Cal  said, giving her a hug. 

Chris wanted desperately to scream out to his dad, to tell him that this was not what he wanted  and  certainly  had  not  asked  for,  that  this  was  being  forced  on  him  by  Kate  and Grant.  Just  before  he  opened  his  mouth  to  spill  it  all  out  to  him,  though,  he  heard  Grant clear his throat behind him. Chris stopped and turned to see a look of warning on Grant’s and  Kate’s  faces.  Grant  moved  his  finger  like  he  was  pushing  the  send  key  on  the computer and winked at Chris. Chris caught Grant’s meaning right away. 

Chris  looked  up  at  his  father  with  puppy  dog  eyes  and  said,  “Yes,  Daddy,  I’m  really happy.  Thank you for trying to understand. I know that this has not  been easy for you to accept. I will try to be a good daughter and not cause you any embarrassment or trouble. 

This is who I was really meant to be,” Chris said as he started for his room. 

As  he  passed  by  him,  Grant  whispered  into  Chris’  ear,  “Be  in  my  room  in  twenty minutes. Get into one of your new nighties and come in, but touch up your makeup a bit.” 

Chris slowly went to his room and did as he’d been told to do. It still took him time to figure  out  all  of  the  snaps,  hooks  and  catches  on  all  of  the  still  unfamiliar  clothes  and lingerie. Laying on his bed, he found a very skimpy nightie and matching panties, both in black  silk and lace  with bows in  several places.  Chris shivered as he pulled the top over his head and let it fall over his body. There was an almost indescribable feeling as the silky material slid across his growing breasts. His nipples became instantly hard and pushed the material out. He  couldn’t help himself from reaching up and cupping his breasts with his hands. 

He  realized  immediately  that  the  two  swollen  mounds  were  becoming  more  conical each day; they seemed more pointed and fuller. They no longer felt like just fatty flesh on his chest. To his great surprise, they were becoming womanly breasts. 

Next  he  began  to  pull  up  the  matching  panties.  He  realized  that  his  small  penis  was rock hard from the feel of the soft silk material touching his sensitive skin. 
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This  angered  him  as  he  didn’t  want  to  enjoy  any  part  of  this.  “They  may  have  me  in  a position where they can make me do what they want for now, but, they can’t make me like it,” 

he said to himself. His own body was betraying him. The hem of the nightie top barely touched the top of his thighs and the soft silky material tickled something awful. 

He  walked  over  to  the  new  vanity  table  that  Kate  had  put  in  his  remodeled  room.  He turned on the lighted mirror and looked into the face of a strange but very pretty young lady. 

“I’ve looked into this same face for 17 years now, so how could I have never seen what I’m seeing now? How could they change me in such a short time to the point where I don’t even see a resemblance to the me I grew up with?” 

He raised his right hand, pushed his auburn hair back from his face and tucked it be - hind his ear. Then he just looked at the reflection in total amazement. The big gold hoop earrings, the new highly arched and thin eyebrows, the dark liner that made his green eyes look bigger, the soft blended blue/green shadow and white highlights just under the brow. Then he noted the higher-looking cheek bones dusted in a reddish blush and finally, those full pouty lips. He never remembered his lips being this full before. How could they have gotten like this? Their bright red color matched the perfectly shaped nails on his right hand as it played with the large gold hoop in his ear. 

As  he  looked  at  the  small  feminine  watch  Kate  had  bought  him,  Chris  suddenly  re  - 

membered that it was time to go to Grant’s room. He quickly took the brush and applied some shiny gloss to his luscious lips. He shook his head, causing his shiny dark auburn hair to fall back in  place;  the longer sides turned in  under his chin. He  brushed the long bangs so they hung over his left eye a little. Chris then slipped into the black 3” mules and minced off down the hall to Grant’s room, where his brother was waiting. 

Chris knocked. “Come in,” Grant said, grinning with anticipation. There was only a small table lamp on in the room. Grant had draped a red scarf over it, to set the mood. “Christine, come  in!  You  are  an  absolute  stone  fox,  Baby!  If  John  could  only  see  you  now,  he’d  wet himself. Honest to goodness, Chrissy, you are one beautiful girl,” Grant smiled. 

“I want to show you something I know will interest you,” Grant said. Chris minced over to the desk where Grant was sitting. “God, you already walk just like a real woman. That’s really sexy too. You smell so good, you’re getting me way too excited already,” Grant told her. 

“Have you ever tried walking in 3-inch heels, Grant? You’d walk like this too,” Chris said defensively. 

“No, I never have, Baby. I have always known that high heels were only meant for women so I’ll leave that up to you...and you do it so very well, I might add. You just scream SEXY.” 

Grant  then  clicked  the  mouse  and  opened  up  a  screen  on  the  monitor  of  his  computer. 

Chris froze in his tracks as he saw 10 or 12 very pretty, almost naked women standing on a large raised platform. Their hands were chained to a belt around their waists and their ankles were  chained  together  also.  Each  had  their  hair  fixed  up  and  their  makeup  was  fresh  and perfect. Each of these beautiful women had a necklace with a round tag with a number on it hanging between their bare breasts. 
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Chris couldn’t believe his eyes. Just like himself, these beautiful naked ladies all had good-sized cocks. A voice was heard as the scene stayed on the naked ladies. 



“Trader Dave helps people with unusual desires find special ladies to fulfill your wildest dreams. White. Black. Yellow. Red. Just tell me what you want. If we don’t have her, we’ll get  her  for  you  within  seven  working  days,  and  we  take  special  requests.  E-mail  us  at TraderDave.com. We pick up and deliver. No questions asked and we leave no paper trail. 

I  guarantee  your  satisfaction  or  we  will  take  her  back  and  retrain  her  or  give  you  a replacement at no charge. Our success rate is 99%,” the voice rambled on. 



“Pretty  frightening,  huh?  This  Trader  Dave  says  he  has  ways  to  change  your  race, creed, color, your gender, your attitude, even your language,” Grant said, looking over to the visibly shaken Christine. 



“Maybe now that you’ve seen this with you own beautiful eyes, you’ll see I wasn’t just making this all up, and you’ll be motivated to be a little nicer, totally obedient and thank  - 

ful to your big brother. Chrissy Honey, look here. I have your personal resume typed and ready to go. It’s really hard not to push the button when I think of the pile of cash I could have if I sold you to Dave. I honestly have started to love you as my sister, though. So if you don’t please me, I swear I’ll push the key and your life will change forever,” Grant told her in as serious a voice as he could manage. 



“So,  what’s  it  going  to  be,  Honey?  You  going  to  be  nice  to  Big  Brother,  or  are  you going on a trip into the unknown?” he asked. 



“Grant, what more can you want from me? You’ve already taken everything I hold dear away. What’s left?” Chris asked. 



“That attitude is not going to cut it, Christine. What I want is for you to be nice to me and treat me as if making me happy was your greatest pleasure. Like your  life depended on it, because Honey…it does. 



“Now come over here and start showing me how much you’d like to remain part of our family. I now know you are very good at orally pleasing a real man. You’re going to be an expert at it when I’m through with you. You’ll be able to take care of your future husband and keep him satisfied all the time. You will become the best, either here in the safety of our home, or somewhere in Africa or the deserts of the Middle East. So get on over here and start making Big Brother happy and satisfied,” Grant said, unbuckling his pants. 



He  dropped  them  to  the  floor,  put  his  hands  on  her  shoulders  and  guided  her  down onto her knees. Once again, he coached Chris step-by-step until he had a major orgasm and filled her stomach with his seed. Grant made Chris swallow every drop, then lick him clean. 



“Wow, that was really great, Honey. Thank you. Now get your robe on and run down and get me a soda like a good girl,” Grant said. 

Chris got  up to do as she’d  been told.  “Just a minute there,  Honey.  First,  come and give your bro a kiss,” Grant ordered. He knew that this act of submission would take even more of the fight and spirit out of Chris and help make her realize her place. 
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Chris  minced  over  and  stood  tall  on  the  high-heeled  shoes.  The  height  of  the  heels  al  - 

most had him standing on his toes. Chris reached up and put his hands around Grant’s neck and kissed him quickly. 



“Wait a minute, you call that a kiss? I didn’t feel any warmth or passion in that little peck at all. You do love your brother, don’t you?” Grant said. 



Chris swallowed the last of his pride. He reached up again with both arms around Grant’s neck and kissed him full on the mouth, long and hard, with all the feeling and passion he could muster. 



“Now that’s a lot better. Now tell me, who does my little sister love?” Grant asked. Chris paused several seconds. Then with eyes down, feeling totally humiliated, he said, “You.” 



“I want to hear you say it. And make me believe you really mean it,” Grant said grinning, in love with his newfound power. 



On the very brink of tearing into Grant  in  a fit of rage,  the fear of Trader Dave took over Chris’ mind. He swallowed hard, then kissed Grant affectionately and said, “I love you, Grant. 

Thank you for helping me and looking out for me.” Then she hugged him tight. 



“Thank  you for  that, I  love  you  too,  Sis.  Now  you  may  go  and  get  me that  soda,”  Grant said, slapping Chris on the behind. 



Chris  started  down  the  hall,  still  searching  for  his  balance  on  the  unfamiliar  heels.  The harder he tried to walk quietly, the louder it was. At least it seemed that way to him. Just as Chris walked into the kitchen, he heard the phone ring, then he heard Kate call out. 



“Christine Honey,  it’s the telephone for you,  dear.” Chris  walked over and picked up the phone. “Hello?” 

“Christine? This is John, John Foster. We met earlier this evening at the burger joint. I’ve been thinking about you all night long, ever since we ran into each other. Anyway, I still can’t believe that I haven’t seen you around school. We don’t have any classes to - gether, do we?” 

John asked. 



Chris  stood  still,  not  believing  that  he  called  her...or  the person  he  thought  was  a  girl  he had run into at the burger joint. 

Chris just said, “No, I’m sure that we don’t, John.” 



Grant was listening in on the extension phone to their conversation. He purposely made a noise as if he were picking up the phone to make a call. 

“Whoops, I’m sorry, Sis, I didn’t know that you were on the phone. I was just going to call a friend  and  tell  him  that  we’re  not  going  away  this  weekend  after  all.  Something  came up  at work that Dad has to take care of. So we are both free now for the whole weekend,” he said and hung up the phone. 



“Hey,  that’s great, Christine.  Now we can go out this weekend. How about  it, would  you like to go and catch a movie with me? John asked. 
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“Please don’t take this the wrong way John, but I really have a lot of work to catch up on before school starts. I’m going to have to pass, but, thank you for asking. It was very kind of you to think of me, especially when we both know that you could have your pick of any girl in this state, let alone our school. Perhaps another time,” Chris said. 

Grant  had  picked  the  phone  back  up  very  quietly  and  had  listened  to  the  whole conversation. 



“Christine, you sure are one stubborn woman,” John said. “But I’m stubborn too. Now that we’ve met, I won’t give up that easily, so you can count on my persistence! Please think  it over and reconsider, won’t you? I’ll call you again  soon.  Just  give me a chance, I’ve been told that I’m a pretty nice guy.” He said goodnight and hung up. 



Chris  was  embarrassed  and  bewildered.  “What  in  God’s  name  am  I  supposed  to  do now? That’s all I need to top off everything going on in my new and bizarre life. I have no idea about how to deal with this turn of events. Dear God, if things weren’t bad enough, now I have the hottest guy in the state wanting to date me,” Chris mumbled to himself. 



The next day on the way to the field for football practice, John found Grant and called out to him to wait up. Grant thought, “If I play this right, I’ll not only end up with a date with one of the girls from the inner circle, but I’ll get myself into the in crowd here at Grossbeck. 

John has a huge crush on Christine, so I just need to play it cool and don’t be too over anxious.” 



“Hey Grant, what’s up with your sister? Is she involved with anyone at this time?” John asked. 

“No, she’s just a little shy, that’s all,” Grant replied. 



“Well  I  guess  that  I  don’t  need  to  tell  you  that  she  really  got  my  attention  the  other night. I would really like to get the chance to know her a little better. I don’t know what it is about her, but she’s just different from the rest of the girls in our school. I just can’t get her out of my head,” John said. 



“If you only knew just how different she is, Mr. Super Jock,” Grant thought to himself. “I know that feeling,  John. It always seems that the girl you really like is either tied up with someone else or just won’t give you the time of day and you just know if she’d give you a chance, you could be great together. I’ve felt that way for four years now about Janet Smith,” Grant told him. 

“I know Janet really well, she’s been a friend since grade school. If you’d like, I could try and set you up on a date with her. That is, if you’d like my help with her,” John said. 



“Sure,  if  you  really  think  you  could.  Tell  you  what,  I  can  see  that  you’re  kind  of interested in my sister. Maybe we can help each other out here. You fix me up with Janet and  I’ll  get  Christine  to  go  out  with  you.  What  do  you  think?”  Grant  said,  trying  to  act nonchalant about it. 



“Sure,  that  would  be  great.  There’s  a  party  after  the  game  Friday  night.  Maybe  we could double date. That way, both girls might feel a little more at ease,” John suggested. 
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“Are you really that sure that you can get her to go out with me that soon?” Grant asked, imagining himself a part of the in crowd among the high school elite. 



“Yes I’m sure  of it.  She’ll do anything for me.  I’ll tell her that  you’re a really cool  guy. 

What about your sister though? She seems like she can be pretty strong-willed,” John said. 

“Don’t worry about Chrissy, dude. You fix me up with Janet for the game and the party and I promise you Christine will be there for you. I’m pretty sure she likes you any - way. It’s just that  she  is  very  shy,  but  I  know  that  she’ll  go  out  with  you  if  I  double  date  with  you  two,” 

Grant said confidently. 



“Alright then, you have a deal, my friend. I’ll get a hold of Janet tonight and let you know as soon as I talk to her. Maybe we can all go out for a pop and burger tomorrow night and kind of get to know each other first, kind of break the ice. Are you up for that?” John asked him. 



“That’s  a  great  idea.  We’d  get  those  awkward  ‘get  to  know  you’  moments  out  of  the way, so everyone would be more relaxed on Friday night,” Grant replied. 

“OK then. I’ll call you later tonight when I get home. I’m sorry that we never really got to know each other before, Grant. I can see that you’re an alright guy,” John said. 

“Same  here,  John.  You’re  OK  too,”  Grant  said.  Then  he  walked  away,  unable  to suppress his ear-to-ear grin. 



As soon as Grant got home, he called Christine into his bedroom. Chris knocked on his door. “Come in,” he said. When she walked in, she was wearing a short black miniskirt and a short-sleeved sweater that was very tight and left nothing to the imagination. Her feminine charms were very clearly visible. Kate had put the outfit out for her to wear that day, along with  thigh-high  nylons  with  rubbery  grip  tops  to  hold  them  up,  and  3”  black  pumps.  Kate knew  that  wearing  them all  day  around  the house  would  help  her learn  to  walk  in  a more feminine way. 



“Come Chrissy, I need some relief. Get over here and take care of your big brother,” he told her. When she didn’t move right away. he said, “I’m not going to tell you again, Chrissy. 

I won’t plead with you every time I want a BJ. Please know this. I will not hesitate to email Trader Dave. From now on, you’d better move immediately or I’ll send your sweet little ass packing and then you’ll learn to move instantly when spoken to. Do you understand me?” 

Grant said, putting his hand under her chin and lifting her face to look into his eyes. 



“Yes Grant, I’m sorry and I understand completely,” she said, boiling inside but afraid to piss him off. 



Christine  sank  to  her  knees,  unbuckled  his  pants  and  pulled  them  down.  She  started slowly to please him orally as he’d taught her to do. When she had all of Grant’s hard cock in  her  mouth  that  she  could  get  in,  he  told  her,  “Good  girl,  you  are  getting  better  at  this every time. Your future husband or boyfriend should really thank me for helping you perfect your fantastic oral skills. Yes…that’s so good. 



“By the way, the first football game is next week on Friday. You are going with me and Janet Smith. After the game, you’ll be John Foster’s date for the party and dance. The four Page - 16 
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of  us  are  double  dating.  Can  you  believe  it,  you  and  me  and  the  elite  of  Grossbeck High! Who would have dreamed this just a few months ago?” Grant said, looking down into Christine’s wide eyes that were now filled with shock. 

“OK Baby, now lick and tease my balls a little. Thatta girl,” he moaned. “Oh, we are also  going  out  for  a  burger 

and  a  pop  with  John  and 

Janet  tomorrow  night  so  we 

can  all  get  to  know  each 

other better before the game 

and  party  Friday  night,” 

Grant said. 

Chris’ eyes got wide and 

her  eye  brows  arched  up 

even 

higher, 

but 

she 

couldn’t say a word with her 

mouth  completely  filled  with 

Grant’s penis. 

“It’s  OK,  you  can  thank 

me  later,  don’t  try  to  talk 

with your mouth full. You are 

welcome,  Sis.  I  know  that 

you  really  like  John  a  lot; 

I’ve fixed it up so you can be 

with him. You can thank me 

by  being  very  nice  and 

sweet  to  him.  Oh  and 

another  thing.  You  don’t 

have  to  worry  about  how 

you’ll  look  in  school  now. 

Mother  went  in  today  and 

changed  all  your  I.D.  and 

personal 

information 

to 

Christine  Kay  Green.  So 

when 

school 

starts 

on 

Monday,  you  will  fit  in 

perfectly. 

“The  school  was  told 

that  Chris  went  to  live  with 

his 

grandmother 

in 

California,  and  that  you  came  here  to  live  with  your  mom  and  dad.  Mom  paid  the superintendent enough money to build a new school. He will back you 100%; he is the only one who knows your true identity. So as you can see, everything is going to work out very well for you. Oh yesss,” he moaned and erupted into Chris’ mouth. 

The  next  day,  Chris’  nerves  were  stretched  to  the  max.  He  couldn’t  see  how  he could  possibly  pull  this  off,  without  being  exposed  to  the  whole  school.  “Oh  well,”  he thought to himself, “if I’m exposed at school, at least I won’t have to go out with John Page - 17 
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and  risk  getting  beat  to  a  pulp,  when  he  finally  discovers  my  secret.”  Chris  slowly  and carefully  bathed  and  dressed.  Kate  came  in  and  did  his  makeup,  being  careful  not  to overdo  it.  She  tried  her  best  to  make  him  look  as  feminine  as  possible  to  avoid  anyone recognizing him. Kate had him check himself out in the big mirror. “Makeup: perfect, hair: perfect, nails: freshly painted and perfect,” Kate said. 

Chris  was  wearing  a  black  miniskirt  with  flared  hem  with  a  light  blue  angora  sweater that  fit  very  tight  and  hugged  her  curves.  Kate  had  set  out  a  pair  of  two-inch  heels  and thigh-high nylons. Lying on the table was a gold chain and locket and a new gold feminine watch, along with a pair of double gold hoop earrings. Chris hooked the earrings through the pierced holes in her ears with Kate’s help. 

Grant called up the stairs and told Chris to hurry or they would be late. “I’ll see you out in the car. You have 5 minutes!” Grant yelled up the stairs. 

Once in the car, Grant said, “You look really great, Christine. You are going to be one hot  babe  around  school.  It  will  be  a  tough  job  beating  all  the  boys  off,  until  they  find  out that  you’re  about  to  become  the property  of  one  John  Foster. That  news  will  back  them down some. Give me a little kiss and we’ll get going.” He leaned towards Chris and she reluctantly leaned over and kissed Grant on the lips. 

“Thank  you  for  driving  me  to  school,  Grant,  and  not  making  me  take  the  bus.  I appreciate it” Chris told him. 

“You’re  welcome.  See,  I’m  not  all  bad.  It’s  kind  of  nice  to have  a big  brother  looking after you, isn’t it? You just keep up your end of our deal and you’ll become a happy, worry-free young lady,” Grant said. 

At school, Chris didn’t think he would make it through the day. Each class was a new adventure. She was the new student asked to stand and introduce her self as Christine in every  class.  She  feared  her  legs  would  give  out  on  her  in  each  of  the  first  couple  of classes. Many of the same girls were in several of her classes so it did get a little bit easier by  the  last  two  classes.  Chris  walked  out  of  his  shorthand/typing  class  at  the  end  of  the day and found Grant waiting by her locker. “Hey Sis, how was your first day? I have to stay for  football  practice  so  catch  the  bus  and  get  ready  for  tonight.  John  is  picking  us  up  at 7:00 so be ready. I know you’ll look your feminine best,” Grant told her. 

As  she’d  feared,  riding  the  bus  was  another  embarrassing  new  experience.  She  only just  begun  to  feel  slightly  at  ease,  seeing  many  of  the  same  faces  in  each  class.  Now she’d have to pass before a mix of girls and guys. 

She  actually  handled herself  well  and made  it  home unscathed.  Kate  was  waiting for her. She knew all about the date and was ready to help her get ready, after embarrassing her by making her kiss her new stepmom. 

At 7:00 PM sharp, John Foster pulled up and knocked on the door. Kate answered and asked him to come in. “Hello Ma’am,  I’m John Foster. I’m here  to pick up Christine,” he said politely. 

“Nice to meet you, John. She’ll be right down. I want you to take very good care of my little girl, John. She is very special. She’s the only daughter I have,” Kate said smiling. 
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“I promise you I will, Mrs. Green,” John said just as Grant entered the room. “Chrissy should be right down, John. What time are we supposed to pick up Janet?” Grant asked. 



“I told her we would be there around 7:15 or so. It’s not far so we’ll be fine,” John re  - 

plied. 



Both  of  the  guys  turned  as  Christine  entered  the  room.  Kate  had  done  her  hair  and makeup.  The  fragrance  of  her  perfume  could  be  noticed  as  soon  as  she  entered.  Both boys were awed by her beauty; John felt almost giddy inside. He was the luckiest guy in the world to be going out with Christine Green on his arm. She was wearing a new black sweater and a Red miniskirt and Kate had her in 3” heels again. She was blushing as she minced across the floor, her heels clicking with each step she took. Kate had worked with her a little more, teaching Christine to walk heel to toe, one foot in front of the other, which made it impossible for her hips not to swivel and roll, making her behind move sexily. 



“Hello  Christine,  you  look  fantastic.  I’m  going  to  feel  very  plain  compared  to  how beautiful you’ll look beside me,” John said, blushing. 



“Thank  you,  John.  That’s  very  kind  of  you  to  say,”  Chris  said.  Then  as  she’d  been ordered by Kate earlier, she walked up and gave him a soft kiss on the mouth. “Shall we go?” Christine said, as she put her hand through John’s extended arm. They headed out to his car. 



“Christine honey, don’t forget your jacket, it’s getting cold out. Come give me a kiss be 

- fore you leave,” Kate said. 



Chris walked back and gave Kate a hug and a kiss. She immediately felt embarrassed as  John  was  watching  her.  She  grabbed  the  jacket  that  Kate  offered.  John  once  again offered his arm and they walked out to his car. Grant got in the back seat of the big black Cadillac  while  John  opened  the  passenger  door  for  Christine.  She  got  into  the  car  as gracefully  as  she  could,  remembering  the  lessons  Kate  had  given  her.  John  closed  the door and walked around to the driver’s side, unable to wipe the smile from his face. “Good God, this little angel is beautiful!” he said to himself. 



Off they drove to pick up Janet at her house. When they arrived, Grant got out of the car and went up to her door to get her. The two exchanged awkward greetings and walked back  to  the  car.  Everyone  (except  Chris)  relaxed  a  little  as  they  drove  and ex  -  changed the  normal  talk  about  what  classes  and  teachers  each  of  them  had  for  the  new  school year. 



They pulled into a nice restaurant that appeared to be very upscale. “I thought we were just going to go to the hamburger shack, John?” Grant said. 



“I thought it would be a little quieter here, so we could talk and get to know each other better. It’s OK, I’ll pick up the tab, so don’t worry about the cost,” John said. 

“Sorry John, I wasn’t worried about that. As a matter of fact, I insist that you let me get the tab tonight. After all, you drove. It’s just that I told a couple of people that we might see them at the shack,” Grant said as they walked in the door. 
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Janet  asked  Christine  to  go  to  the  ladies  room  with  her  as  the  boys  were  taken  to  their table.  Once  alone,  John  turned  and  put  his  strong  hand  on  Grant’s  shoulder.  “Grant,  you’d better be nice to her and treat her like a lady, or you’ll be answering to me later on. If you’re just going out with her to be seen by your creepy friends to stroke your ego, you are a bigger fool then I first thought. Treat her right and you’ll get to be seen lots of times by others…and you’ll make a lot of good friends in the process,” John warned. 

“Holy shit, John, I’m not that insecure or that much of an ass. I told you, I really like Janet,” 

Grant said defensively. 

“OK then, relax my friend, no offense intended. I just wanted to make sure. Like I told you, Jan’s  a  good  friend.  I  just  didn’t  want  to  see  her  get  used,”  John  said.  He  had  read  Grant perfectly, though. There was something about him. He seemed to try too hard; John didn’t feel comfortable with Grant  just yet. He  still had the feeling that his first  impression of  Grant was right, that underneath, Grant was sneaky and manipulative. 

They were seated in a big booth. John helped Chrissy slide in first, then waited for Jan to slide in on the other side before he sat down and slid over next to Christine. Chris could feel John’s leg against her own. She went flush as John put his arm behind her on the back of the bench seat and let his fingers softly touch her shoulder. 

“Grant tells me that you were living with your grandparents. If I’m not being too for - ward, why? That had to be lonely, being away from your parents for so long,” John said. 

“Yes, it was, but, Grandma was very ill. I stayed to look after her and help  Grandpa with keeping house, the cooking and such, plus the other chores around the farm,” she lied. 

“Why  you  and  not  Grant,  if  there  was  farm  work  to  be  done?”  John  asked.  “Because Gramps has hired hands to do the heavy stuff, but he needed someone to wait on Gram and help  in  the  house.  Can  you  see  Grant  cooking  and  cleaning  and  washing  and  ironing,  or things like that?” she replied. 



“That makes sense. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to pry or be nosy. I’m really glad that you’re here now,” John told her, and he flashed those perfect white teeth at her. 

“So  tell  me,  Christine  Kay  Green,  what  do  you  like  to  do  with  your  free  time  now  that you’ve returned to just being a teenaged girl again? Any hobbies?” John asked. 

“I’ve always liked sports, like football and basketball. I loved playing baseball. I’ve been an avid fan all of my life,” Chris said. 

“You’re kidding me, right? That’s too cool. I’ve never known a girl who really liked sports. 

Most girls just pretend to like them to be with their boyfriends,” John said. “So, do you just like to watch or follow them in the papers?” John asked. 

“I used to play all of them whenever I got the chance. My father always kidded me, saying that I knew as much about football as any coach that he’d ever known,” Chris re - plied. 

“You mean like the rules and stuff like that?” John asked. 

“No, I mean like breaking down film and knowing the technical aspects of the game, like offense and defensive sets and schemes. For instance, I’ve watched you play several times. 
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I can tell 99% of the time when you are going to throw and even where you’re going with the ball,” Chris told him. 

“No  way!  You’re  putting  me  on.  You’re  not  mocking  me  now,  are  you,  Christine? 

Because that’s would hurt,” John said. 

“No, not at all. I see the way you place your foot differently under the center when you are going to run or pass. I’m right almost every single time too. You have this tendency to look right at the receiver you are going to throw to when you come up to the line of scrim - 

mage, before the ball is hiked. I think other teams are picking up on this too. 

“Remember the Clarkston game? You were picked off twice that night. I’d be willing to bet anything that it was because they picked up on your little habits the same as I did,” she told him and blushed somewhat shyly. He looked at her with a confused look on his face. 

“Wow, I’m blown away. No one has ever told me that before, not even our coaches. 

I’m going to check it out though; I didn’t even realize I was doing those things. You’re not just pulling my leg, are you?” John asked. 

“I would never do that to you. I just really get into football and I notice details like that. 

I always wished I could play, but I never had the size to compete with the big boys,” Chris offered. 

“She means she wished she could play if she were a guy,” Grant jumped in. 

“I  for  one  am  truly  grateful  that  you  are  not  a  guy.  I  know  we’ve  only  just  met  but I really like you, Christine, and I want to spend more time getting to know you better. You are the coolest girl I’ve ever met. Most girls don’t know the first thing about the game, let along  the  rules or  details,  and  couldn’t  care  less.  You  are  really  different  form  the  other girls I’ve known.” 

Grant  and Chris thought  simultaneously,  “You don’t know the half of it,  buddy.” “Hell, you  probably  know  more  than  your  brother  Grant  there.”  John  smiled,  thinking  he  was making a joke. 

“Oh  no,  Grant  has  taught  me  a  lot  about  the  game.  We’ve  always  watched  footbal together  and  he  is  pretty  smart  about  the  game,”  she  said,  not  wanting  Grant  to  get embarrassed  or  get  pissed  at  her  and  do  something  that  would  humiliate  her  in  front  of John and Jan. She watched his expression go from hurt and anger to a smile as soon as she  defended  him.  He  nodded  and  winked  at  her  and  felt  good  as  Janet  squeezed  his arm. 

“What a good big brother you are,” Jan said. 

Both  couples  actually  had  a  pretty  good  first  date.  They  all  felt  pretty  comfortable  by the time the evening ended. They got to break the ice and get to know each other better and it was fun. For everyone except Chris that is. Chris spent the evening going from one strange  emotion  to  another.  He  didn’t  want  to  be  a  girl,  but  she  really  liked  John  and enjoyed spending time with him. Chris’ poor mind was really spinning. 

John  really  seemed  to  be  a  genuinely  good  person.  He  wasn’t  anything  like  Chris imagined  he’d  be.  But,  Chris  had  to  be  careful  of  what  he  said  about  himself.  He  was scared shitless of the consequences if John or Janet discovered his secret. The only time Chris felt comfortable was when they were talking about football. 
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He was secretly pleased that John was so completely shocked at Chris’ knowledge of the game and that she was so aware of his personal record and mechanics, down to the little quirks he had. 

They dropped off Janet, then Grant. John sat, talking to Christine. “I really hate that the night is over already, I can’t believe the time went so fast. I really had a good time tonight, Christine.  I  still  can’t  get  over  your  broad  knowledge  of  the  game of  football.  Like  I  said earlier,  you  seem to  know  more  about  my  game and flaws  than my  dad  or  the  coaching staff. I can’t wait to see some of the old game films and check out the things you pointed out to me. I don’t know why but I feel so at ease and comfortable with you. 

“I know that sounds funny as we’ve only just met, but there is something really differ - 

ent  about  you.  You are  not  like  any  of  the other  girls  I’ve  known.  I  can’t  seem  to put  my finger on it yet, but I would like the chance to get to know you better and spend some time figuring it out. I hope you enjoyed tonight as well. It’s so cool that you love football as much as I do. 

“It’s  like  having  a  guy  for  your  best  friend,  only  better  because  you  are  a  beautiful, wonderful, feminine girl who just happens to like guy things,” John said. “Can I keep you?” 

he laughed. 

Chris wanted to say, “John, you are either blind or stupid! If you only knew about the real me, you’d have a heart attack.” Instead, she said, “Thank you, I really enjoyed tonight, too. It was fun. I enjoyed getting to know the real John Foster. I have to say that you are very different from what I had imagined...in a good way. Better.” 

Then John took Chris completely by surprise. “Christine, may I kiss you good night?” 

he asked. Chris was too stunned to answer. John took her hesitation as a yes. He pulled Chris  close  and  lowered  his  head  to  hers  until  their  lips  barely  touched.  It  tickled  and electricity shot through Christine’s whole body. The kiss was tender, exciting and thrilling. 

Caught completely off guard, Christine shivered; goose bumps ran up her spine and down to her pretty red toenails. 

Before those exciting emotions fully registered in her mind, John pulled her tighter and pressed his lips hungrily against hers once again. He nibbled and bit her lips lightly, then she felt his hot wet tongue run over her strawberry red lips. John loved the softness of her lips  and  could  taste  the  flavor  of  her  lipstick.  He  kissed  her  over  and  over  before  finally getting control and pulling back. 

“Wow! That…that…was wonderful. I better go now or I’ll get even more carried away. 

Oh my God, Christine, that was a great kiss,” John said, breathing heavily. 

Christine, still in shock was trying desperately to regain her composure. Her mind was numb  and  spinning  with  a  hundred  different  thoughts  and  emotions.  Stunned  beyond belief,  she  couldn’t  deny  that  the  kiss  was  indeed  wonderful.  Chris  surely  wasn’t  an authority on kissing, but she’d never kissed or been kissed like that before. 

Then, as her mind cleared a little, she thought, “Holy shit! I’m a guy and I just kissed another guy very passionately right on the mouth…and…I liked it. I think. No, I did, I really liked it. Oh God, I’m gay. If John finds out he just kissed a guy, I’ll be gay and dead. I think I must have turned him on, though, enough to make him want to kiss me. I’ve seen Page - 22 
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the  girls  he  usually  dates;  they  are  always  the  hottest  girls  in  the  school.  Is  it  even possible that he thinks I’m that cool too?” she thought. 

Without  even  realizing  it,  John  had  pulled  her  close  again.  He  gently  pressed  his lips  to  hers.  John held  that  kiss  a  long  time before pulling  back.  Then he  said,  “Good night, Chris - tine. I’ll pick you up for school in the morning, if that’s OK?” 

She heard the words but didn’t believe her ears. She found herself nodding as he quickly kissed her one last time and said, “Great, I’ll see you in the morning, but I’ll be thinking of you all night.” 

John jumped out of the car, went around to open Chris’ door and walked her up to the  house.  Once  they  were  at  the  door,  John  pulled  her  in,  gave  her  a  bear  hug  and kissed  her  once  more.  “Thanks  again  for  a  great  evening.  I’ll  see  you  tomorrow,”  he said. He walked down the walk to his car as if on clouds. John was one happy young man right now. The smile never left his face all the way home. 

Chris opened the door to find Kate and Grant both grinning from ear to ear. “Well, it looks like my little girl is growing up. From what Grant told me and what I’ve just seen with  my  own  eyes,  I’d  say  that  Christine  might  just  have  her  first  major  boyfriend.  I’d better  get  you  an  appointment  with  my  doctor  and  get  you  on  the  pill.  We  sure  don’t want you getting pregnant, do we?” Kate smiled. 

“God,  Mother,  you  should  have  seen  her.  John  couldn’t  keep  his  tongue  out  of Chrissy’s  mouth.  And  you  know  what?  I  think  she  really  loved  every  moment  of  it,” 

Grant said, grinning. 

“Shut up, Grant. That’s not true and you know it. Besides, you are the one who set this whole thing up and ordered me to be nice to him. I hope that you two still think that this is all very funny when John finally finds out I’m not what or who he thinks I am and beats me unconscious,” Chris said. She walked across the room with her heels clicking and her hips swaying, before climbing the stairs and going to her room. She no sooner closed the door when Grant came in without knocking, pretending he was mad. 

“Please me,” Grant ordered and he sat on the edge of Chris’ bed. She looked up at him hurt and disgusted,  but  was afraid  not  to do as ordered.  She slowly and carefully undressed Grant and did as he’d taught her. She licked and kissed and got his already hard cock wet before taking him into her mouth. 

“That’s  my  baby  sis.  You  know,  you  are  really  getting  very  good  at  this.  Ummm,” 

Grant moaned. “You did really good tonight, Sis, I was very proud of you, right up until when you mouthed off to me downstairs just minutes ago. Don’t ever do that again or I’ll just  push  that  send  key  and  you’ll  be  in  a  nice  hot  climate  somewhere  in  the  Middle East before you know it.” 

Grant smiled and moaned again. “Umm, damn you learn fast, girl. You are a natural at this oral pleasure thing. So for telling me to shut up in front of Mother and calling me a  liar,  I’ve  decided  that  good  old  John  will  get  to  sample  your  talents  after  the  game Friday,” he told the frightened youth as he looked down at her beautiful eyes and those red lips wrapped around his rock hard penis. 

Chris pulled off of his cock. “What do you mean, Grant?” she asked. 
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“Well, we’re going to a party after the game and dance. I’m ordering you to get John to pull over and park somewhere. Then I want you to give him the same as you’re doing to me  right  now.  You  are  to  swallow  every  drop  and  lick  him  clean  afterwards.”  He  smiled. 

Chris sat up, letting Grant’s rock hard penis fall from her lips and bounce in the air. 

“No,  Grant.  Please…please  say  you  are  kidding.  I’m  sorry  about  saying  that  to  you downstairs. My whole life has been turned upside down. I’m really afraid and mixed-up. I didn’t mean it…really I didn’t. I’m sorry! Please don’t ask me to do that. John and I barely know each other,” she cried 

Grant slapped her face. “Don’t you take that out of your mouth until I’m done. Get back to your duties,” he said gruffly. “Besides I’m not asking you. I’m telling you. You will get him to park out behind the old school. I’ll be watching you from a hiding place,” he said. Then he grunted and groaned before shooting his hot load into Chrissy’s mouth. 

The  look  in  her  eyes  as  he  told  her  this  upsetting  news  made  him  shoot  even  more man seed into her throat. Grant loved having this power over her. 

After making sure that she sucked him dry and licked him clean, Christine said, “May I ask a question, Grant?” 

“Sure,  go  right  ahead,  but,  you’re  still  going  to  do  what  I  ordered  you  to  do,  just  the same,” he replied. 

“What  happens  if  John  won’t  let  me  do  that  to  him?  Maybe  John  doesn’t  like  doing those types of things. Not everyone does, you know. I mean, he is in training. What if he stops me? That will probably end our newfound relationship,” she said. 

“Are you out of your mind? There isn’t a red-blooded guy in the world who wouldn’t love a beautiful young girl put her pretty red lips around his love pole. Especially some - one like you, who really knows how to suck cock.” 

Friday morning, Chris stood in the shower with the spray of the hot water bringing her close to orgasm as it hit directly on her growing breasts. She couldn’t believe they were still getting bigger every day. They looked like hard little cones and were starting to stretch the skin out towards the nipples which also looked bigger. The circle around the nipples looked darker and was the size of a silver dollar. “How is this possible? What has she done to me to cause all of this?” Christine mumbled to herself. 

Kate  was  waiting  as  she  stepped  out  of  the  shower.  She  wrapped  a  towel  around Christine’s long hair and twisted it like a turban. Then she had Chris stand still in the tub as she took some shaving cream and a razor and trimmed Chris’ pubic hair into a neat little triangle. Then she helped her into a pretty black  lace push-up bra. The contrast  between her  pale  white  skin  and  the  dark  black  of  her  lace  bra  was  very  noticeable.  The  bra  fit tightly  and  lifted  her  budding  breasts.  Kate  then  helped  Chris  into  an  almost  unbearably tight gaff, which made him look flat and smooth where a young lady should. 

The  black  lace  panties  matched  the  bra.  Kate  handed  Chris  smoke-colored  nylon stockings  that  were  thigh  high  with  stretch  tops  to  hold  them  up.  Next  came  a  black miniskirt that wouldn’t do much to keep her warm at a football game, but would draw plenty of attention to Christine’s pretty legs. 
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Then Kate handed Chris the smoothest softest Angora sweater ever, in a beautiful burgundy color. It was long-sleeved and had a turtle neck. When Chris first saw it, he thought, “At least that won’t be as reveling as some of the clothes Kate has made me wear.” To Chris’ great disappointment, she learned that this tight soft material actually did more to show off her new curvaceous figure than some of the lower necked tops. It showed that she was really built but left the flesh to your imagination. A pair of 2 ½” 

heeled black strap pumps completed her clothing. Her nails were still a sparkling red from the salon earlier in the week. 

Kate dried and styled Chris’ hair and added a light touch of hairspray to hold it in place. She gave her the gold dangle hoop earrings and helped her insert them in the holes;  Chris  was  still  having  trouble  with  that  new  task.  Kate  then  gave  her  a  gold necklace, a bracelet and a matching gold ladies watch, followed by a pretty blue star sapphire ring which completed her jewelry. 

Kate told her to sit. “You do your own makeup, Honey. I’ll watch and advise or help if you need it,” Kate ordered. 

Christine  had  been  getting  better  and  better  at  her  makeup  since  Kate  had  been making her practice over and over. She dabbed a light base on and rubbed it in with a small sponge.  It  took some effort,  but  she did  an excellent  job of applying her dark eyeliner on both top and bottom lids. She then applied mascara with the brush which made her al - ready long lashes look even longer. She applied a couple of coats to her upper  and  lower  lashes,  then  rubbed  in  a  greenish  blue  eyeshadow  on  her  upper eyelids. 

Next, Chris put some blush on her cheeks, making them appear higher. Then with a  steady  hand,  she  took  a  lip  pencil,  outlined  her  lips  and  colored  them  in  with a burgundy  red  lip  cream  that  complimented  and  matched  her  sweater.  She  blotted and applied some lip gloss to her pouty lips. Then she sat there, turning her head, first one way, then the other, checking out her own work. 

“Excellent,  Honey,”  Kate  said.  “You’ll  have  all  the  boys  drooling  after  you. 

Christine, even I am amazed at just how pretty and feminine you are,” Kate said. 

Just  then,  they  heard  a  knock  on  the  door.  “You  may  go  answer  the  door, Christine.  It’s  probably  your  new  boyfriend  here  to  drive  you  to  school.  From  what Grant  tells  me,  there’s  going  to  be  a  lot  of  very  jealous  girls  at  Grossbeck  High  this morning when they see you walk down the hall, hand in hand,” Kate said. 

Just  as  the  day  before,  John  was  there  to  pick  her  up  for  school.  Word  had traveled fast through the school that John and this new girl, Christine Green, were now an item. Just about every girl in the school was jealous. Many of them had dated John Foster, but only a few of them ever had a second date. He always maintained that he didn’t want to be com - mitted to one person at this point of his life. 

Now here he was all but, fawning over this new girl, Christine. Yeah, she was really pretty, but, how on earth did she win him over so quickly? No one had ever done this to John Foster before. 

“Good morning,” John greeted  Christine. He leaned down for a kiss, just as Kate walked  into  the  room.  She  smiled  as  she  watched  John  kissing  Christine  full  on  the mouth. 
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Chris  just  stood  there,  frozen  to  the  spot  but  returning  his  kiss.  This  was  better  than Kate had ever hoped for to support her long-range plans for Chris. 

“Hmm, hello John,” Kate smiled knowingly. “I see that you two seem to have hit it off very quickly,” Kate said. 

“Yes,  Mrs. Green,  I  don’t understand it myself,  except  to say that you have the most incredible daughter in the whole world. I don’t know what it is about Christine, but she stole my  heart  the  minute  I  laid  eyes  on  her.  I  can  hardly  stand  being  away  from  her  for  10 

minutes.  Christine  is nothing  like any  girl  I’ve  ever  known.  Please believe  me,  I’ll  be  very careful with your daughter, and treat her like a fragile flower,” John said. 

“Thank  you,  John,  that  means a  lot  to me,” Kate  said  trying  not  to  laugh.  The  young couple walked to John’s car. He opened the passenger door for Christine  and  kissed  her  again  as  she  sat  down  and  pulled  her  legs  in,  trying  to  be modest, like Kate had shown her. 

“I’m so excited, Chrissy. I couldn’t wait to tell you. You were right on the money,” John said. 

“About what?” she asked. 

“About  everything  really,  but,  most  of  all,  my  game.  I  watched  the  game  films  really close last night. Every thing you said that I was doing was just exactly as you described it. I don’t understand how you picked up my little habits when my dad and the coaches didn’t. 

How in the world did you even see me play? I thought you just moved here,” John asked. 

Chris blushed; she had hoped he wouldn’t think of that. “I was here last Fall for two of your games while I was visiting.  I came to pick up Grant a couple of times and was early enough to watch a couple of practices. Plus, Grant brought home a couple of game films to study defensive plays. That’s when I started to pick up your little habits.” She smiled as he took her books. They started down the hall as he walked her to her next class. 

They  turned  lots  of heads  that  day  as  they  walked  arm-in-arm  throughout  the  school. 

John was a head taller than Chris at 6’3”. She didn’t realize it but her eyes sparkled. She clung to John’s arm like a security blanket. 

The game was right after school; Chris sat in the student section in John’s Varsity letter jacket, which he insisted she wear. John played the best game of his entire life that night. 

He read the defenses perfectly and fooled them completely; they thought they could read his usual little signs. As he was now aware of the little tip offs, he was able to cross them up completely. For two straight days, he had worked on his mechanics and was now able to  look  off  his  main  receiver  until  the  last  minute.  John  completed  19  of  24  passes  for  4 

touchdowns and he ran for another TD. 

After the game he ran to the side of the stands and waved for Chrissy to come down to him. He helped her over the fence and they walked to the school together hand in hand. “I owe  it  all  to  you,  Honey.  Everything  you  told  me  was  right  on  the  money.  You  sin  -  gle-handedly just made me a much better quarterback. It was so cool! They couldn’t read any of my little habits because I was able to change up once I knew what I’d been doing, what you made me aware that I had been doing.” 
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He  spun  her  around,  picked  her  up  and  kissed  Christine  long  and  hard.  “Thank you,” he said and kissed her again. Noting that she had a strange look on her face, he asked, “What’s wrong?” 

“Nothing. It’s just that I’m not big on public displays of affection,” Chris blushed. 

“I’m sorry,  I used to feel the same way about  that…that  is until you came along. 

Chris - tine Green, you have turned my world upside down. I’m so proud to be with you and be seen with you. I want the whole world to know that I’m with you.” With that, he picked her up off the ground and twirled her around, pulled her to him and kissed her long and tenderly, drinking in her perfume and the taste of her lips. 

“I’ll meet you at the dance just as soon as I can get showered,” John told her and he  kissed  her  again.  When  he  finally  let  her  go,  she  went  in  and  stood  around  with Janet. 

“Geez, Jan, why do I feel like everyone is staring at me?” she asked. 

“You’re kidding, right? You only blew into town from out of nowhere and took all of about a week to capture the biggest catch in the whole state. All these girls’ dreams just died when they watched in envy as John picked you up and kissed you. Every girl in the state has dreamed of him kissing them,” Janet told her. 

“But it’s not like that, Jan. We’re just friends,” Chris said. 

“Yah and I’m the tooth fairy. Girl, that boy is in l-o-v-e and you are the one making his heart beat,” Jan smiled. “I’m even a little jealous myself. Yes, I too had dreams of being ‘the lucky girl’ once. We went  out  a couple  of times but  I  knew  we’d  never be anything more than friends. So I settled for friends a long time ago.” 

Everyone kept slapping John on the back. “Great game, Johnny,” they would come up and say. 

Coach  said,  “What  got  into  you  tonight,  Johnny  Boy?  That  was  your  best  effort ever. That was almost a perfect performance.” 

“It’s my girlfriend, Coach. She’s been watching me play and picked up several little habits I had that tipped off the other teams about what I was going to do and where I was  going  with  the  ball.  Once  she  told  me  what  I  was  doing,  I  was  able  to  fix  the problems and cross them up,” John said. 

“Well, I’ll be damned. I’d like to meet this little lady. You keep on listening to her, she’s a genius,” Coach said. 

John hurried with his shower; he was as anxious as a kid on Christmas morning to get  out  to  the  dance  and  be  with  Chrissy.  He  couldn’t  get  her  out  of  his  mind.  He dressed,  put  on  cologne  and  deodorant,  brushed  his  longish  hair  and  headed  out  to the dance. 

He  found Christine standing by Janet  and pulled her onto the dance floor. She’d never danced with a boy before. The song was slow and John was so strong that she found her rhythm. His strong arms guided her along with the music. Before long, they moved as one. John loved her smell and how she felt tucked into his warm embrace. It felt so right to him. “You’re perfect in every way, Christine,” he whispered. 

“Why? What did I do?” she asked innocently. 
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“Just what I said, you are beautiful, you’re graceful, you’re smart, you fit perfectly in my arms  and  you  know  more  about  football  than  our  coaches.  I  can’t  believe  my  good  luck. 

Everything turned gold  the day I  met  you,” he said  and leaned down to kiss her ever  so softly on the lips. It seemed like half the kids in the school came up and congratulated John throughout the evening and smiled at Chris with envy. John must have introduced Christine 100  times  that  night.  More  then  once,  Chris  heard  from  girls  walking  away  with  their friends, “Why did she turn out to be so nice? She seems like someone you’d love to have as a friend.” 

Finally they left for the party at another player’s house. John talked a little with every  - 

one.  Christine  felt  shy  and  tried  to  remain  as  unnoticed  as  possible,  which  is  impossible when you’re the new lady of the star quarterback. Her mind was still buzzing from trying to fit in while feeling like an alien from outer space on Earth in someone else’s body. She still had to guard her feelings, her reactions, every move she made. 

At  every  opportunity,  John  was  hugging  and  kissing  her. The night  finally  came to an end. The part of the night that Christine had been dreading for two days was about to be  - 

gin. She was scared out of her mind, but knew that Grant would be there to check on her. 

She slowly scooted over into the middle of the seat next to John. She put her hand on  his thigh and her head on his shoulder. “John, could we go over behind the old school and just park for a few minutes? I’m not ready for the night to end so soon,” she said with a lit - tle girl pout. 

“Sure,  that  would  be  great.  Time  just  seems  to  fly  whenever  I’m  with  you.  I  wish  the night could last forever,” John replied. Even though he was tired and sore from the game he’d just played in, just thinking of spending more time alone with Chrissy was getting him a little excited. 

They pulled in right where Grant had told her to go. John parked the car and turned off the engine.  Christine knew she had to do what  Grant  had ordered her to do or she’d be serving some sheik or sultan before the week was over. She knew this was probably going to cost her friendship with John, if he would even allow her to do this disgusting act. She decided  to  just  get  it  over  with.  She  moved  her  hand  in  teasing  little  circles,  slowly  and softly  up  his  thighs  and  over  his  groin.  She  felt  his  immediate  response  as  his  member grew almost instantly and made a huge bulge in his pants. 

She  moved  closer  and  her  lips  sought  his  at  the  same  time  her  hand  found  his  rock hard cock. John moaned over and over as Chrissy teased the swollen member. Suddenly without  him  realizing  what  she  was  doing,  she’d  undone his  belt,  loosened  his pants  and pulled them down past  his knees. Then she did  the same with his underwear. When she grasped his cock with her soft cool hand, he almost jumped out of the seat. But that was nothing compared to what happened next. 

In the blink of an eye, he felt the warmest, most wonderful and erotic feeling he’d ever known. He’d dreamed of this but never dreamed it could feel this fantastic. As he looked down, he saw his cock deep in Chrissy’s mouth. Her red lips formed a large O around his purple-headed monster. Their eyes met, and John didn’t know what to think as he saw her angelic face looking up at him. Those beautiful doe like eyes, her arched brows and cute little  button  nose.  The  only  illumination  came  from  the  big  overhead  mercury  light  high above the school roof. Hot flashes raced through out his body; he could barely sit still. He Page - 28 
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was  getting  close  to  exploding.  He  had  never  felt  anything  like  this  in  his  whole  life. 

“Oh God! Christine honey, that is soooo good,” he moaned and squirmed around. 

Unbeknownst  to  the  two  young  lovers,  Grant  had  been  there  from  the  start.  He was  taking  pictures  of  the  entire  interlude,  using  his  digital  camera  on  a  low  light setting from about 50 feet away. 

John wasn’t going to last another minute; out of respect for his new lover, he tried to warn her. “Chrissy Baby, I’m close, I can’t hold back any longer. Oh, I’m coming,” 

he moaned. She only increased her efforts, taking him in deeper, using all of the skills she’d been forced to perfect under Grant’s tutelage. Chris felt John stiffen and let out a loud moan of intense pleasure as he shot a huge load of his man seed into her mouth. 

Then, just as Grant had ordered, she swallowed what she could to keep from choking, then allowed the last couple of spurts to hit her face, lips and chin. 

Grant  snapped  away  with  his  camera  and  its  telephoto  lens,  recording  every second  of  this  lustful act.  Chrissy  waited  several  seconds as  ordered,  then  used her finger to lick it off with her tongue and mouth. She then took John back into her mouth to clean him up, milking the still stiff shaft with her hand. 

Chris took a wet wipe from her purse and cleaned her face off. Next she took out her  lipstick  and  repaired  her  makeup,  then  looked  to  John,  sheepishly  grinned  and said, “Thank you, I needed that.” 

Poor  John,  still  in  a  heavenly  state  of  bliss,  hadn’t  moved  a  muscle.  He  hadn’t even pulled his pants back up. He just sat there with a giant smile across his face. 

Christine  looked  up  at  him  with  those  puppy  dog  eyes  and  asked,  “Are  you disappointed in me, John?” batting her lashes at him. 

“Are you kidding me? Disappointed? That was the most incredible thing I’ve ever experienced in my whole life. You were absolutely fantastic. God, that was sooo great. 

I  feel  guilty  now,  because  I  didn’t  do  anything  at  all  for  you,”  John  said.  Without  a second thought, he pulled Chris to him in a tender embrace and softly kissed her on the mouth, forgetting that this same mouth had just been filled with his own cum. He could taste it as their tongues danced. 

Finally  he  pulled  his  pants  on  and  they  slowly  drove  home.  John  felt  he’d  just experienced  the  greatest  night  of  his  whole  life.  Chris  was  just  glad  this  night  was finally over. 

John walked her to her door but he didn’t want to let Christine go in. “Thank you, Johnny,  for a wonderful night, I  really do have to go in  now,  though,  it’s really late,” 

she told him. 



“Thank  me?  Are  you  kidding?  You  just  gave  me  the  best  night  of  my  life.”  He paused.  “No,  thank  you,  Christine  Green,  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart.  I  know  this sounds  unbelievable  being  that  we  have  only  known  each  other  such  a  short  time now, but I love you, Christine. I really do,” John said. 



“I  …  Wow.  I  don’t  know  what  to  say,  John.  You’ve  really  taken  me  by  surprise. 

I mean I  really  like  you  too.  I  think  you’re  wonderful.  You’re everything  a  girl  dreams about, growing up,” she said meekly. 
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“Wait a minute. You don’t do what we just did tonight with just any guy you date. I know that you don’t, you are too good a person,” he said. 

“No, of course not. You are the first boy I’ve really ever been on a serious date with. 

I can  honestly  say  I’ve  never  felt  this  way  about  any  other  boy  in  my  life.  I’m  sorry  if I shocked  you,  I  don’t  know  what  came  over  me.  I  just  suddenly  felt  I  wanted  to  do something really special for you. I’ve never even done that before,” she lied. 

“But why did you want to? I think that you love me too. I mean, you obviously went to a lot of effort to learn a lot about me before I  even knew your name.  You knew my stats, you  watched  game  films...  You  can’t  fake  that  electricity  or  that  special  feeling  you  get when you touch someone you love,” John said. 

She  didn’t  want  to  tell  him  the  real  reason  she  did  what  she  did.  Tired,  emotionally drained and unable to think of an answer that might satisfy  him, she simply said, “OK, so I really like you a lot more than just plain old ‘like’,” she grinned 

“Then say it! I’m not leaving until I hear you say it,” he teased. 

“Alright. I love you too, John Foster, Now I’ve got to go in before Mother comes out and gives us hell,” she said. She put her arms around his neck, pulled herself up onto her toes and kissed him very passionately. “Good night. Now go!” she said. She smiled, leaving him standing in a daze and let herself in the house. 

Kate and Grant were waiting when she came in. “Well well, my little girl has certainly grown  up  fast.  You’ve  become  a  woman  on  your  very  first  date.” Kate  said,  motioning  to the big screen TV. Grant had connected his camera and was showing the pictures of Chris’ 

romantic date. There she was in full 65” color screen glory, with John’s big hard cock in her mouth, picture after picture of their date. 

Grant had done an excellent job of getting both of them in the picture, even in the close ups. It was easy to identify both of them. “You are very photogenic, Chrissy Honey. I didn’t realize that you had such a wild and slutty side to your nature. Have you ever considered adult films as an occupation? From what I’m seeing here, you have the talent to be a star, Honey,” Kate teased. 

“Kate…I mean Mother, that wasn’t me. I mean I didn’t want to do that. Grant made me do that,” Chris said. 

“Grant  made  you  do  that?  Honey,  I  didn’t  see  Grant  in  those  pictures  with  a  gun  or a knife pointed at you,” Kate replied. 

“Mother, Grant was going to sell me to a white slave trader unless I did everything he told me to do. He told me to do those things you just saw to John or he’d sell me to those awful men,” she told Kate. 

“And you believed that in this day and age he could really do this? Christine, you poor, weak feminine sissy,” she said. 

“Yes, Mother. I saw the website and the information that he was ready to send. He told me these men would find me no matter where I went and would take me away and sell me Page - 30 
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at auction to evil people. I watched the ad myself,” she said, wiping tears from her eyes. 

“Well Honey, it’s true. I’m the one who found that site and I told Grant what I wanted done. You will continue to date John, love him and do what you are told or I will see to it that you are sold to one of Trader Dave’s worst clients. Am I completely understood on this?” Kate said. 

Totally  shocked  and  bewildered,  Chris  could  only  shake  her  head  and  say,  “Yes Mother, I understand. But how could you hate me that much? What have I ever done to you to deserve this?” 

“That’s not important for you to know, Christine. It’s only important for you to know that this will be your fate if you fail to do as you are told. Maybe we won’t have to go that far if you’re a good girl. Now give me a kiss and run along to bed,  you’ve had a very long day. Don’t forget to remove your makeup and moisturize before going to bed. And for goodness sake, brush you teeth and use lots and lots of mouthwash,” Kate smiled. 

Chris kissed Kate, then Grant and headed to her room. Once she finished preparing for  bed  and  finally  got  between  the  sheets,  the  events  of  the  day  came  flooding  back into her mind, every single detail. From dressing that morning to walking the halls of the school  with  John  with  everyone’s  eyes  on  her,  to  the  game  and  wearing  his  Varsity jacket and everyone smiling at her and congratulating her on being the first ever to win his heart. Then the dance followed by the party and finally parking at the school, topped off by the confession of love on her front porch. 

“What a day!” she thought. In  all of her whole life as Chris Green, he’d never had this much fuss and attention from anyone. In one day as Christine Green, John Foster’s 

‘girl,’  she’d  been  treated  like  royalty  wherever  she  went  She  gained  instant  popularity and recognition. Most of these same kids had never paid the slightest bit of attention to him as Chris. In a matter of only a few days as the pretty young Christine, she suddenly had people falling all over themselves to be friends with her. Chris’ last thought before falling asleep was, “I still can’t believe that out of all these kids I’ve known most of my life, not one recognized Christine as the former Chris.” 

Early Saturday morning, Kate woke Chris and helped her dress and do her makeup. 

“Come, we don’t have a lot of time. You and I are going to take a little vacation, just the two of us!” Kate told her. 

“Where are we going, Mother, and why so early? It’s Saturday?” Chris asked. 

“At the last minute, I was able to arrange two weeks at the most wonderful spa for us. Grant will give the school a letter from me explaining the whole thing. I can’t believe we could even get in. This place is booked months and months in advance. I think you’ll love this place. Two weeks here and you’ll feel like a new woman,” Kate told her. 

“What about Daddy? Does he know we are going to this spa?” Chris asked. “Yes, of course,” Kate lied. 

They were driven to the airport by limo. It was a short trip. In no time at all they were airborne, on their way to what Kate told Chris would be two weeks of being pampered and fussed over. Christine didn’t understand but she thought Kate was perhaps making Page - 31 
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an effort for them to get to be friends. She relaxed as it didn’t seem like anything bad was about to happen. 

Suddenly a thought about Trader Dave popped into Chris’ mind. 

Almost in a panic, she sat up and turned to Kate. “Mother, this trip doesn’t have any  - 

thing to do with…that Dave?” she asked very timidly. 

Kate laughed out loud and put her hand on Chris’ arm. “No Honey. This has nothing to do with that at all. This is just a spa for us to refresh, relax and feel like new when we’re done.” She smiled as she saw Christine’s body untense. 

They landed at a small airport somewhere in Mexico. A colorful Jeep picked them up at the plane. As soon as Christine stepped off the plane, the warm salt air hit her. The breeze was  softly  blowing  the  palm  leaves  and  she  could  see  the  beautiful  blue  sky,  the  equally beautiful green sea and the white sands. It looked like Paradise. She relaxed a little more, thinking that maybe Kate really was doing this to draw them closer. 

They got to their bungalow and settled in; it was about 12 noon. Kate ordered a couple of  tropical  drinks  for  them  with  little  umbrellas  in  them.  “Here’s  to  a  full  two  weeks  of relaxing in the sun and getting better acquainted, Honey,” Kate said. “We’ll relax a bit. We can go and eat later on,” she said. 

Chris took the drink and sat down on the porch in a wicker chair and began to  sip the yummy  drink.  They  talked  about  Christine’s  future  as  they  finished  their  drinks.  Kate  told her that John was the man she had picked to marry Christine. 

“Don’t  you  think  that  he  might  have  something  to  say  about  this?  When  he  finds  out about my little secret, I’ll be lucky if he doesn’t kill me, let alone volunteer to marry me. If we keep dating like the other night, Mom, trust me, he’ll find out soon,” Chris said. 

“No, he won’t kill you or ever hurt you and no, he doesn’t get a choice. You can trust me on that. He will ask you to marry him and you will accept or you will be spending your next Christmas in the Middle East, as part of some Sheik’s harem,” Kate said. “And as for John, his  life  won’t  be  worth  two  cents  when  I’m  done  with  him  if  he  fails  to  win  your  hand  in marriage.  Trust  me,  he’ll  be  glad  to  marry  you  and  take  good  care  of  you.  It’s fitting  too, because he really loves you and you have so much in common. You both really love sports, you enjoy each other’s company, you both have penises.” Kate couldn’t keep from laughing at her own joke. 

Before  Christine  could  think  of  a  reply,  she  slumped  back  in  the  chair,  barely  able  to hold her eyes open. She tried to look over at Kate with a really weird feeling coming over her, but she couldn’t move. She heard Kate say, “It’s OK, Christine, you just sleep now and everything  is  going  to  be  just  fine!  When  you  wake  up,  you’ll  look  and  feel  like  a  new woman. You won’t have to envy the other girls for being more endowed. You’ll have your very own breasts, just like the other girls.” Then everything went dark. 

It  was  late  on  the  second  day  after  she  blacked  out  when  Chris  finally  came  around. 

Suddenly she was aware of the smell of the fresh salt air blowing through the open window of their bungalow. She could hear the call of birds and the rustling of the palm leaves. She started to sit up and felt the pull of bandages on her chest. Almost in a panic, she searched her mind to remember what had happened to her. She couldn’t remember an accident Page - 32 
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or  anything  like  that. Then  she  recalled that  fruity  tropical  drink  just  after  getting  here and feeling so tired. 

It didn’t take much exploring of her body to realize what they had done to her. She moved  her  hand  up  to  her  bandaged  chest  and  felt  the  massive  mounds  protruding from her chest. “My God, they’ve given me tits…and big ones too!” she exclaimed out loud. 

Just  as  the  words  left  her  lips,  a  pretty  lady  in  a  white  coat  with  a  stethoscope hanging  around  her  neck  walked  in.  “They  are  called  mammaries  or  breasts,  my beautiful  young  lady.  Now  you  will  not  have  to  feel  inferior  any  longer  among  your peers. Your mother told me how you were always embarrassed to be around the other girls  your  own  age.  Well, 

you  won’t  have  to  feel 

inadequate any longer. Now 

let’s  take  a  look  at  those 

new  beauties,  shall  we?” 

the  Doctor  said  and  she 

helped  Chris  sit  up.  she 

began  to  cut  the  bandages 

off. 

“How  long  have  I  been 

here?” Chris asked. 

“This  is  your  3rd  day, 

Honey.  I  usually  like  to  let 

my  patients  sleep  for  48 

hours after the procedure; it 

helps  them  get  through  the 

most  painful  time,”  the 

Doctor  told  her.  “These  re-

ally  look  fantastic,  this  just 

might  be  my  best  work  yet. 

They 

have 

the 

perfect 

shape  and  size  for  your 

body, 

the 

symmetry 

is 

perfect,  and  the  nipples  are 

turned up just a little bit.” 

The  Doctor  cupped  the 

large  breasts  in  her  hands, 

then  softly  squeezed  the 

nipples 

until 

Christine 

jumped.  “You  have  good 

nerve  connections  and  the 

feeling is normal. It wouldn’t 

be  much  fun  to  have  good 

looking breasts if they didn’t 

bring you pleasure.  You will 

love how they feel and what pleasure they’ll bring you when your man stimulates them Page - 33 
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for you,” the Doctor told her. 

Chris  looked  down.  “My  God,  they  are  huge!  Why  are  they  so  big?”  she  asked. 

“Christine, you’ll be the hottest girl in town now when you wear your low-cut tops and give the boys something to dream about,” the Doctor said just as Kate walked into the room. 

“Christine is already spoken for. But I know that her fiancé John is going to be thrilled,” 

Kate said. 

“Either way,  Christine, you will never have to feel ashamed or inadequate ever again. 

Most  girls  feel  more  self-confident  and  feminine  after  having  this  procedure.  So  tell  me, Christine, what do you think of your new assets? Are they everything you hoped they would be?” Dr. Yakemono asked her. 

“I’m actually in shock, Doctor, as I didn’t ask for this at all. I’m pretty sure I know who did, though,” Chris said. For the first time, she became aware that her lips felt funny. She reached up to touch them with her bright red-tipped fingers. 

“I almost forget that you haven’t seen yourself in a mirror yet,” the Doctor said, hand - 

ing her a hand mirror. As Chris looked into the mirror, she was once again shocked to find that  her  lips  looked  full  and  swollen;  they  had  a  sexy  pouty  look.  There  was  also  tape across her nose where it had been surgically changed to be smaller and upturned. 

They gave her a light breakfast and helped her get up and around for the first time since arriving. A nurse came in and helped her into a support bra that would hold her new assets firmly  during  the  healing  period.  Next  came  a  pair  of  loose  short  silk  bottoms  and  a matching halter-style top. As Chris stood, the nurse held her up as she appeared to be off-balance. “It’s OK, they do change your center of balance, but you’ll soon get used to them. 

Having breasts as big as they are, you’ll need to keep your shoulders back and your head up until you adjust to the new weight up top. 

“The Doctor wants  you to just relax and take it easy for the day, maybe lie out  in the sun, rest and relax as you heal. Tomorrow, you can swim and work on your tan. Tuesday, you’ll  get  massage therapy,  a mud bath and a little  electrolyzes  for some hair removal in those special places,” the nurse told the completely bewildered Chris. 

Everyone kept telling her she was here to rest but it seemed every time she began to relax,  someone  else  came  and  got  her  for  one  kind  of  treatment  or  another.  There  were saunas,  steam  rooms,  body  massages,  hairstyling,  electrolysis,  oil  and  cream  baths.  She was  subjected  to  a  complete makeover  by  a  professional  cosmetologist.  Then  there  were pedicures and manicures. It seemed she was pampered from morning until night, every day they were there. 

The soreness in Christine’s chest and face had subsided by midweek. She got her first look  at  all  of  her  new  assets  without  bandages  on Wednesday.  Her  face  looked  different, with  the  small,  turned-up  button  nose  and  the  sexy,  full,  pouty  lips  that  appeared  to  be begging to be kissed. The big shock, though, was the huge, almost bullet-shaped, breasts pulling on her chest. Their shape was perfect. They were firm and solid. The nipples were as large as pencil erasers and the darker aureoles were almost two inches across! The skin looked stretched to the breaking point. 
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She’d  been  working  on  her  tan  as  well,  and  looked  erotically  sexy  in  her  now bronze-colored  skin  with  the  notable  exceptions  being  the  small  white  triangles  over each big breast and between her legs. 

Christine realized something had changed within her own mind as well. For the first time  ever,  she  now  felt  feminine,  inside  and  out.  She  no  longer  had  to  think  about acting feminine; it was more and more natural with each passing day. Every time she saw a re - flection of her new self, it only reinforced this newfound femininity. 

Finally Friday came and they were back on the plane, on their way home. Kate had a  big  surprise  for  Chris  as  they  got  into  the  big  black  stretch  limo.  John  was  there waiting to meet her. 

“Hi,” was all John could manage. He was temporarily speechless. He couldn’t close his mouth or look away from her. “Oh my God, Christine. You didn’t need any beauty treatments  because  you  were  already  perfect  in  my  eyes,  but  God!  You  are  so unbelievably beautiful. I’ve missed you so much. That was the longest two weeks in my whole life. I’m so glad you’re back,” John said almost breathlessly. 

Chris moved into his arms and kissed him softly on the lips. “Thank you, John. You are such a sweetheart to say that. This was Mother’s little surprise for me, two weeks at  a  spa  being  pampered  and  spoiled.  Honey,  I  really  missed  you  too,”  Chris  lied, saying what Kate had told her to say. She wanted to tell John just what they’d done to her and how painful and grueling the past two weeks had been, how she was still really sore and bruised under the clothes and makeup. 

“I feel like a new person now,” she said. In fact, she kind of was a new person, with her  new  huge  breasts,  altered  facial  features,  and  her  very  curvaceous  figure  which had been molded in the tight steel boned corset she wore. 

They stopped for dinner on the way home from the airport. John couldn’t keep his eyes  or  hands  off  Christine.  She  was  aware  during  the  entire  meal  that  he  was touching  her  arm,  neck  or  shoulder,  eventually  even  her  thigh  under  the  table.  His attention was completely devoted to her. It was as if he couldn’t tear his eyes off of her even for a second. 

“What do you think, John? I told Christine you’d be very pleased with the results of the  spa.  Doesn’t  she  look  refreshed  and  adorable?”  Kate  asked,  knowing  that  John was about to come in his pants from just looking at her. She was so proud of the way her plan was coming together so perfectly. 

“Yes! She is so beautiful, Mrs. Green, that she makes everything around her look plain, present company excluded, of course,” John said, blushing. 

“That’s  sweet  of  you,  Johnny,  but  I  think  you’re  right.  She  really  does  stand  out, doesn’t she?” Kate said. 

Christine had to admit to herself this feeling wasn’t all bad. It was actually kind of flattering. She’d never known this kind of attention from anyone before. It was kind of a high. 

As  the  evening  went  on,  John  began  to  notice  several  little  differences  in  her appearance  that  he  hadn’t  initially  seen.  Chris’  nose  looked  smaller  and  slightly upturned  now,  her  face  looked  narrower  and  her  cheek  bones  higher.  Her  upper  lip looked fuller and puffy. The two biggest changes, however, were her full bosoms. 
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They looked like they had doubled or tripled in size, and her waist looked like it had lost every inch her breasts had gained. 

John  tried  not  to  stare,  but  it  was  difficult  not  to  look  at  and  admire  every  inch  of Christine’s  body  from  head  to  toe.  He  couldn’t  believe  how  lucky  he  was.  He  was  rather amazed that her mother seemed to encourage their relationship. Most of the mothers of the girls he’d dated were overly protective whereas Chris’ mother seemed to almost push them together  constantly.  He  was  not  complaining,  mind  you,  but  it  seemed  odd  that  Kate pushed  Chris  towards  him.  This  boy  was  in  L-O-V-E,  though.  He  couldn’t  get  enough  of Christine Green. 

They grew closer and more in  love as the days and weeks  went  by.  Fridays  were al  - 

ways the highlight of the week. There were the pep rallies, the football games, the dances and,  best  of  all,  the  oral  pleasures  that  Christine  always  made  him  wait  for  until  the  poor boy felt he was going to burst. She started teasing him a little throughout the week; Friday nights  were  his  Treat Nights.  “After  all,  you are  in  training.  If  I  rewarded  you every  night, you’d soon get bored and tired of me, and you wouldn’t have the strength to be a star at the Friday night’s games. Then the coach, your parents, the student body and the whole town would be mad at me,” she smiled. 

Finally the football season ended and Kate planned a weekend up in the mountains at their new cabin Daddy had bought. Kate drove over to meet John’s parents and seek their permission for John to join them. John’s mother owned a temp agency and his father was a Congressman.  John’s  parents  agreed to allow  him  to  go  with  the  Greens.  Kate  assured them that they would be supervised and there would be nothing to worry about. 

Congressman  Bill  Foster  and  his  wife  Beth  had  become  quite  fond  of  Christine.  She was a beautiful young lady and appeared to be very polite and intelligent. They didn’t know that she no longer took the kind of academic courses in school that would prepare her for college  and  an  education  that  would  make  her  a  suitable  mate  for  their  son.  Had  they known  that  Christine was  specializing  in  homemaking  and  secretarial  skills,  they  probably would  have  felt  differently  about  their  only  son’s  girlfriend.  They  knew  that  John  was completely in love with Christine and that this was more than just puppy love for him. 



## 

 

…Concludes in part III 
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