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Note to the Reader

If the only exposure you have to transsexual women is porn, you probably are under the impression we are all young and beautiful. While that may be the case with me (just kidding—although flattery is always appreciated), I have friends who have transitioned who are far from being picture perfect models.

I say that with all respect. Making their transition and gaining some level of acceptance can be incredibly difficult, yet they move their life in the direction they feel is right, not the direction that is easy.

Xoxoxo,
Syndie

I love to hear your feedback and (naughty) ideas for future stories! Or let me know if you want to be on my mailing list for random thoughts, updates, and short stories. syndie.truelove@yahoo.com


1.

After nursing on each of the woman’s large breasts, Jimmie left a trail of kisses down to her tummy.

His fingers hooked the waist of her panties as he passed her belly button and gently began to tug them down.

“I want to make love to you like a man makes love to the woman he loves,” Jimmie whispered.

The woman began to protest.

“Jimmie. Let me… No… Wait… You can’t…”

He was between her legs now and gently pulled her panties down.

And she was right. He couldn’t make love to her like a man makes love to a woman.

Because instead of there being a moist, wet pussy in the panties, he found himself staring at a tiny limp cock.

Part of him was surprised, but another part had almost expected it.

“I wanted to tell you,” she said. “I’m so sorry to disappoint you.”

Jimmie looked up over her belly and breasts and could see the pained look in her eyes.

“I’m not disappointed,” he said. “Maybe a little surprised, but not even a little bit disappointed.”

And with that, he lowered his head and took the flaccid shaft belonging to his grandfather’s girlfriend into his mouth.

She moaned and he made a happy noise as he went to work pleasing this very special woman.
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2.

I’m Jimmie and I guess I should go back to how it all began…

A week after I graduated from college, I was taking a quick road trip to nowhere in particular before I started looking for a job. I rolled down the window of the car as I slowed down at the edge of a small town in Iowa.

I had planned to drive around the country for two months, but after two days on the road I’ll have to admit the driving was getting monotonous. I was short on money, so I had been eating peanut butter sandwiches and sleeping in the car.

I hadn’t seen grandpa since five years earlier when my grandmother had passed away, but the path I had mapped out took me near this small town where grandpa lived. It hadn’t been part of my original plan, but now I decided that I should stop and check in with the old man.

A few minutes later I was pulling up at a small house and got out of the car. I stretched to my full 5’9”. Most of my family was tall, so I was a bit shorter than average. I had also let my hair grow out during the final semester in school and wondered if I now fell into the category of “long haired hippy” that my grandpa complained about so often.

I was also a bit skinny which didn’t help since my grandpa had once worked in a mill where he was moving 50 pound bags back and forth all day long.

Anyway, I headed up to the front door and knocked.

Suddenly I felt a bit nervous. Maybe I should have called ahead. Grandpa’s old car was in the driveway, but what if the old man wasn’t home or didn’t want company?

“Hang on dagnabbit,” came a voice that he recognized as his grandpa’s and I relaxed.

The door opened and there was grandpa, tucking his shirt in and tugging at the zipper on his pants.

“Jimmie!” the wizened old man exclaimed with surprise and delight.

“I was in the neighborhood and thought I’d stop by,” I explained.

“In the neighborhood?” the old man chuckled and opened the door. Then raised his voice and called, “Hey Belle! Come see my grandson who dropped by.”

He waved me inside to the entry room and towards the sofa. I heard noises from the door I knew led to the small master bedroom and then she walked in…
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3.

I don’t even know how to start with that first impression she made and considering what would later happen it is hard to even recall the details.

She was a husky woman. She was barefooted but still towered over me at what I would later learn was 6’2” in height. She was wearing one of those granny turbans with some of her red hair showing from under it.

Besides her height, the first thing I noticed was her breasts. She had a huge pair of jugs and they jiggled as she shook the house robe she was wearing into place.

My eyes went to her face next and she gave me a coy smile. I knew she had caught me staring and I began to blush. I had never been very comfortable around girls and always felt embarrassed when things like that happened.

Her lips were thick with bright red lipstick and she was wearing dark eyeshadow.

Her features were kind of thick and I would have guessed she was closer to my mom’s age than my grandpa’s.
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She walked towards where I was standing.

“Little Jimmie you’ve told me so much about?” she asked my grandpa in a low, husky voice.

Then she reached out with both arms and gave me a hug.

God, I felt like she was going to squish me!

Feeling her breasts crushed against me and then her hand on my butt pulling me towards her excited me. Mixed with the warmth of her breath on my neck and the scent of her perfume, I felt an anticipation stir in my loins.

Oh shit! I was getting a hardon!

I tried to pull back a bit so she wouldn’t notice, but the hand on my butt just pressed harder against me. The more I struggled the harder she pushed. And the more she pushed the harder my dick grew.

After what felt like forever, she let me go and stood back.

I heard grandpa chuckle and saw that as she backed up a step she was staring down towards the bulge in my pants.

“You’ve got something on your face Belle,” grandpa said and pointed to his cheek.

I looked at her and she certainly did. There was a wad of gooey white stuff on her cheek.

She carefully wiped it with a finger. She looked at it, put the finger in her mouth, and sucked on it. I watched her mouth form into an “O” shape and her cheek’s pucker in as she nursed on her finger.

“Wouldn’t want any to go to waste,” she said when she pulled her finger out of her mouth about thirty seconds later.

I thought back to grandpa zipping his pants and her putting her house dress on.

Shit!

Had they been screwing around when I showed up? And was that grandpa’s cum she had just put on such a show with?

Shit!
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4.

We talked for a while and I could tell that grandpa was getting tired.

“I guess I better be going,” I told him.

“Hell no Jimmie. We’ve got a spare room. You just settle in there and get yourself a good night’s sleep.”

I made a half-hearted attempt to refuse.

“I don’t want to be any trouble.”

“You ain’t no trouble boy. You just make yourself at home. I think it would be good if you and Belle got to know each other better anyway.”

Grandpa put a hand on my knee and we stared at each other for a few second.

“Get to know her a whole lot better.”

Grandpa winked at me.

What the hell did that mean?
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5.

I was in my underwear laying on the bed and staring at the ceiling.

Lots of things were going through my mind.

I hadn’t dated much in college.

Was something wrong with me?

I would think back to Belle’s embrace. I had gotten hard then and just remembering what it had felt like kept making me hard again.

It was almost midnight when I decided that I needed some relief and was about to wank off. Just as I hooked the elastic band of my underwear and gave a tug, there was a soft knock on the door.

“Yes,” I said.

The door slowly opened and Belle was standing there. The room and the hall were dark, but a light somewhere in the house framed her figure in the door. She was wearing a sleep shirt.

I quickly pulled my underwear back up into place, hoping she wouldn’t notice in the dark.

“Your grandad finally fell asleep,” she told me as she walked in and sat on the edge of the bed I was laying in.

“I just wanted to check on you and see if you needed anything,” she said.
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The way she said it! Thank god the room was dark so my boner didn’t show.

“I… I’m fine,” I told her. I couldn’t help but stutter.

“You are such a good looking boy. Do you have a girlfriend?”

I shook my head and realized that in the darkness I probably needed to answer her.

“No.”

“I’m sorry I made you uncomfortable when we first met. I can be awfully naughty some times.”

It was like everything she said had dual meanings. Was she just innocently saying it? If not she was either teasing me or flirting with me.

“Leaving a young man frustrated wouldn’t be nice. You were getting ready to take care of business yourself, weren’t you?”

My only answer was a strangled croak.

“Let me lend you a hand.”

Damn her and all her talk. Did she mean…

“Or maybe a mouth would work better that a hand.”

There was no double meaning there!

She leaned over me and pulled my undies down.

“So hard and so smooth,” she muttered as she leaned even closer.

And then I felt her lips touch the swollen head of my cock.


6.

There was no more teasing or foreplay. Once she had me in her mouth she went to work.

I had never felt anything so incredible in my life!

I wasn’t that big and the guys would tease me sometimes in the locker room after gym classes, but now my cock seemed to fit perfectly down her throat. Her head bobbed up and down on me while her hand milked my balls.

“Ohhh,” I moaned and began squirming on the bed.

My hips began thrusting uncontrollably and my body was shaking.

I put a hand behind the back of her head and pulled her down on my shaft.

She was making happy cooing noises and the sound of slurping filled the room. She pulled back and a carefully aimed wad of spit hit the helmet of my dick and began to slide trickle down.

Before it could go far, she was back on me with her mouth, sucking happily away.

Part of me wanted to pretend that I knew what I was doing. That I was used to having a woman sucking on my dong. I didn’t want her to think I was inexperience even though the truth was that I had no experience at all to prepare me for this.

But I had lost control of my own body.

She briefly pulled back.

“It’s okay. Cum for me baby”
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She spit again and then I was back in her mouth. Her lips slipped to the base of my shaft and she sucked so hard that there were noises when air would slip through the seal she had around my manhood.

Shit! She had said it was okay to cum and I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted. I had heard that some girls didn’t like to swallow, but I knew that wasn’t going to be an issue here.

My back arched up off the bed and another fraction of an inch slipped into her eager mouth.

She opened her jaws wide and used her head to slam my body back down on the bed. I heard a gagging sound, but a second later her relentless attack on my cock was back.

“Ahhh…”

The sound started deep inside me and I felt myself going over the edge.

“Yeesss! Please! Please! Please!”

I was panting and begging when my dick exploded.

Her mouth started working on me differently now. Once I was cumming, she was milking the sensitive head and tip of my cock with her lips. I hadn’t been able to jerk off since leaving home a week earlier so I had a big load.

And she was determined to get every last drop.

Even once my cock stopped its spasmic twitching, she continued to suck on my while her hand gently caressed my balls.

I moaned.

“Thank you,” I was finally able to say.

She finished and then leaned up and kissed me on the lips.

It was a soft and gentle kiss. If you would have asked me an hour earlier, the thought of being kissed by the lips that had just drained my dick would have seemed strange. But there was the slight hint of the salty taste of cum that was somehow exciting.

I wanted to kiss her back but she straighten up and then stood.

“You’re welcome Jimmie,” she said in that soft husky voice. “Sleep tight and sweet dreams.”

She walked from my room and closed the door behind her.

I didn’t get to sleep that night and I looked like hell the next morning when we all gathered for breakfast in the small kitchen.

“You look like you’ve been ridden rough and put up wet,” grandpa said.

Was he going to start with the double meanings now? I was beginning to suspect that his wink the evening before had been because he knew what would come later.

Damn, now even my own thoughts had double meanings because I certainly had cum later.

“Once you settle into a routine, you’ll sleep better,” Belle said as she put a plate of scrambled eggs and toast in front of me and then she sat down at the table with grandpa and I.

“I’m sure you’ll get into a routine just like me if you stay a while longer,” grandpa said.

And dammit, he winked at me again.

I just nodded.


7.

It really was a routine.

Every evening she came to my room and things went almost the same way.

I kept telling myself that the next night I would take control. I would kiss her deeper. I would fuck her and return the favor by making her cum.

But could I really? I had so many doubts and questions. I wasn’t sure what to do.

So every night I ended up just being the willing recipient of her oral attention.

Like I said, it was a routine.

Until that horrible night a week later.


8.

Grandpa was looking tired that day and didn’t seem to be himself.

When he said he was going to lay down and try to go to sleep early, I didn’t think much about it.

With him asleep and us alone, I figured it was time to try something different with Belle.

She was at the sink washing dishes when I came up behind her and put my arms around her. I nuzzled my face into her neck and kissed her tenderly.

“I want you,” I told her.

“You get me every night hon,” she said quietly.

“I want you different ways.”

She took my hands in hers and turned around so we were facing each other.

“There are things…”

Her voice trailed off.

“Let me check on your grandad and then let’s talk. After that, we can see where things go.”

I thought I had hit the jackpot. I knew exactly where I wanted things to go after our chat.

I was thinking about the evening to come and all the new experiences that were waiting for me when the scream came from the bedroom.

“Jimmie! Call an ambulance!”


9.

Grandpa’s skin was a dull gray color when they loaded him into the ambulance.

Belle and I got into my car and I drove to the hospital.

We went into the emergency room where the ambulance was still setting outside with its lights flashing.

When we told the nurse at the desk who we were, a doctor came out.

“He has a DNR on file,” the young man said and I know we both just looked blank.

“A ‘do not resuscitate’ order,” he explained.

“So you aren’t going to help him?” Belle asked in disbelief.

“We will do all we can to make him comfortable,” the doctor said and then walked away.

The two of us sat in grandpa’s room for several hours listening to the beep of the monitors.

When it became a solid tone, we watched helplessly as the nurses and doctors checked on grandpa.

“I’m sorry,” the doctor finally said. “I’m afraid he’s gone. He went peacefully and there was no pain.”

Later when we talked about it, the fact that he had filed the DNR with the hospital on his own a few days earlier probably meant he had gone out the way he wanted to.

But it still left a hell of a hole in things…


10.

The next three days, we grieved.

During the day we would do chores around the house or yard.

In the evenings, she would go to the master’s bedroom and I’d go to the guest bedroom.

Our previous routine was interrupted. Both of us had things to think about.

There was more that we found out during those days.

Grandpa had asked to be cremated and that there not be a formal funeral service.

I talked to my parents and suggested that maybe we should have some kind of memorial service.

They said that if grandpa didn’t want a fuss made, maybe we shouldn’t. But the fact is I think they were happy their schedule wouldn’t be inconvenienced with the trip. That probably would have bothered me more if I hadn’t been so caught up in my own thoughts.


11.

“Were you and grandpa married?”

We were setting at the table having sandwiches for dinner when I finally worked up the nerve to say some of what was on my mind.

Belle shook her head.

“He talked about it once but there were… issues.”

I nodded. She didn’t want to talk about the issues and I respected her privacy enough not to ask.
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A few minutes later I worked up the nerve for the next question.

“What do you plan to do now?”

Her response was a bleak stare.

“I don’t know,” she finally said with a sigh. “Your grandad was everything to me. Now I have no friends, no family, no money, and no place to live.”

The next three words were the hardest I had ever spoken and it took me several minutes before I could get them out.

“I love you.”

She looked up at me, startled.

“Honey,” she began after a while. “You barely know me. I know you have a good heart, but it’s easy to fall in love with the first person you have sex with.”

I was shaking. I had put all of my self-confidence on the line with that and felt crushed.

She reached across the table and took my hands in hers.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to hurt you. But my life is a mess and I want to make sure you do what’s right for yours. Let me think for a bit and let’s talk later.”

She stood up, came around the table, leaned over and kissed me.

I grabbed her hand as she pulled away.

“You’re wrong about one thing,” I said in an earnest voice. “You will always have at least one friend.”

Her eyes teared as she nodded, pulled away, and then rushed to the master bedroom.

As she closed the door I wondered what would come next.


12.

I watched some television and read until late. It was about midnight when I showered and went to bed. I left the door open because there was nothing in that house that I wanted to keep out or hide from anymore.

It was a sleepless night and about five o’clock the next morning I heard the creak of the master bedroom door opening. A few seconds later, she was standing in my door.

Before, she had always worn a sleeping shirt but now she was in nothing but a pair of panties.

“Are you awake?” she asked.

“Yes.”

I was mesmerized by the sway of her large breasts as she walked to the bed and set down on the edge.

“You like them?” she asked in a playful voice. “Your grandad bought them for me. He was never one to spend much money on things, but they were my Christmas present a few months after I moved in. But, just between us, I regifted them and let him do the unwrapping. I don’t think he was disappointed.”

She smile and I had to laugh. All the self-doubts and uncertainty fell away as she took my hand in one of hers.

“There is something I need to explain. Something I need you to know.”

I had thought a lot and with the little encouragement she had just given me, I thought I knew what I needed to do.

I set up in bed and hugged her. Then I kissed her. Not one of the quick kisses we had shared. This one lingered and our tongues pressed together and fought some kind of sword fight between themselves. My hands went to her breasts. They were so large and so soft.

I twisted, pressing her to the bed and then moving on top of her while never breaking the kiss. Then I began kissing a trail downward. I stopped and nursed on each of her breasts.

I resumed moving downward and my fingers hooked the sides of her panties.

“I want to make love to you like a man should make love to the woman he loves,” I said and then went back to kissing my way across her tummy.

“Jimmie. Let me… No… Wait… You can’t…”

I was between her legs now and gently pulled her panties down.

And she was right. I couldn’t make love to her like a man usually makes love to a woman.

Because instead of finding a moist, willing pussy, I found myself staring at a tiny limp cock.
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13.

Part of me was in shock at the sight, but I also think there was another part that somehow expected it.

“I wanted to tell you,” she said. “I’m so sorry.”

She struggled to get up but I moved back up on top of her so we were looking at each other.

“I’m sorry I disappointed you,” she said again.

“I’m not disappointed,” I said. And it was true. “I love you. And that doesn’t change just because of something like…”

“Like you finding out that I’m a chick with a dick? A shemale? A tranny?”

I could see something in her eyes and I knew that she was as scared and uncertain as I had been earlier.

I kissed her tummy again.

“You are Belle. And I love you just the way you are. I want to make love to you. Over and over and over.”

“Let me suck you off,” she pleaded. I think she wanted to go back to the routine that had once been so comfortable, but I shook my head.

“I want more. I want to make you cum.”

“I haven’t been able to in years honey. I can’t even get an erection anymore. But let me take care of you.”

I turned my attention back to her crotch. I began to timidly lick at the limp little dicklette that was nestled there. I heard her moan and became braver. I toke her into my mouth and began sucking on her like she had on me during those first nights together.

She moaned again.

“Lick granny’s clitty,” she begged. “That feels so good.”

Her legs were spread wide. I left her shaft to focus on her tight little sack and balls.

Then I slipped my arms under her legs and pushed them upward. She reached up with her hands and grasped her ankles.

Now I could move lower, below her scrotum. Into her crevice.

I didn’t know what I was doing, but some instinct took over as my tongue flicked out and touched the hole that was hidden there. Then I buried my face in her crack and began lapping away in earnest.

The moans grew louder and that make me even more eager to lick and probe at her forbidden hole with my tongue.

“My pussy. Lick my tranny pussy.”

And I did. For just how long I’m not sure, but eventually her crack was filled with my slobber and her hole relaxed. I could feel my tongue make its way inside of her. I wiggled it and continued working until I couldn’t take any more.

“I want to fuck you,” I told her as I shifted around.

“God, yes. Please,” she begged.

My cock was rock hard by this point and I pushed the head against her hole. I leaned forward and saw a grimace on her face.

“Slow. Gentle.”

I nodded and began rocking back and forth. In moments her pussy ass started to relax, open, and let me begin to penetrate her. With short strokes, I worked deeper and deeper until I was fully buried inside her.

Once there, I rested for a few moments.

“Now fuck me hard,” she begged.

I had never fucked anyone before, but in only a few minutes I had found a motion and pace that let me hammer her pussy ass.

I looked down.

She was still grasping her ankles. Her eyes were rolled back and her face had an intensity I had never seen before. The melons on her chest bounced in time to my thrusts as did the tiny limp dick between her legs.

Except it wasn’t as limp any more… Blood was beginning to inflate her little clitty dick!

Now I grasped her ankles and she let on hand drop to her dick. She began stroking herself as I continued fucking her.

“Fuck.” Panting. “My.” Panting. “Granny.” Panting. “Ass.”

I pushed harder and deeper and was rewarded with a series of grunts.

Her hand was now desperately beating the semi-rigid shaft between her legs.

“Years.” Panting. “Can’t.” Panting. “Cum.” Panting.

And then a desperate plea.

“So close!”

I was also close and felt my cock begin to swell. Suddenly I came! My dick twitched and spasmed inside her tight hole, filling it with cum while I continued pumping.

Her hand was still working in a desperate attempt to reach her own orgasm.

As I began to slow my thrusts, I saw tears trickle down her cheeks.

“Can’t.” Pant. “So close.” Pant. “But can’t.”

There was a wail of frustration from her.

I pulled my spent cock out of her ass and quickly dropped between her legs.

My mouth replaced her hand on her half-limp, half-erect cock. I worked desperately, trying to remember all the things she had done with her mouth that had felt so good to me.

Her hands were behind my head pressing me into her as her hips began to involuntarily thrust.

I sucked away, with special attention to the sensitive flesh just below the head.

“Yeesss!”

Suddenly I felt her grow inside my mouth. Her cock stiffed and then suddenly it was spewing out a load of jizz. There wasn’t time for me to think and instinctively I sucked and nursed on her as she emptied a load that had waited for so long to be released.

Her entire body was wracked with shivers and even after a minute her semi-limp cock would suddenly stand at attention and squirt yet another wad of gooey cream in my eager mouth.

After nearly ten minutes she was finally spent.

I crawled up beside her and we held each other as we drifted off to sleep.
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14.

A few hours later, we began shifting around and waking up.

“That was incredible,” she whispered.

“You are an incredible woman and an incredible lover,” I told her.

“I’m a woman with some extra parts,” she teased.

I reached down and fondled those extra parts.

“And I love it that way,” I said. And then after a pause. “And I love you.”

Our eyes met and she kissed me tenderly.

“I love you to honey. I want what’s best for you.”

“I think you’re the best thing that ever happened to me, so that should work out okay.”

She smiled.

“I need to explain,” she said.

“Only if you want to.”

She wanted to and began to pour out her story.


15.

Your grandad was a good man.

About three years ago, I was out of money and out of options. I had transitioned a year earlier and nobody wanted to hire me more give me a break. What little family I had wasn’t talking to me.

I ended up here because I didn’t have enough gas left in my car to make it any further up the interstate. I grabbed a paper and looked through the help wanted ads.

One sounded great. “Room and board offered in return for light housekeeping, cooking, and occasional other services as needed.”

It had the address and there was just enough gas left to get me here.

I pulled up and thought something was wrong because this didn’t look like the kind of house that would have a housekeeper. But, like I said; I was out of options.

I knocked on the door and your grandad answered.

I know I’m not pretty. But back when I first transitioned it was even worse. I didn’t know about makeup or anything like that.

I still remember the look of shock on his face when he opened the door.

The quintessential little old man face to face with the quintessential drag queen.

“I came about the ad,” I said. I know my voice was cracking and he just looked at me blankly.

I had the paper with the ad circled and held it out. He looked at it for a minute and then started to nod.

“Judge Carter’s house. That’s on West Oak Street and this is East Oak Street. The judge got the little woman they had working for them pregnant. Rumor is that part of the deal of not making a fuss is that they hire a handsome young man to keep his wife well serviced instead of another girl for him to bang up. Don’t know if it’s true, but they say his wife has him totally cuckolded these days and makes him watch when she does ‘interviews’ with the young men she thinks might have the right qualifications.”

He chuckled and looked at me. He had a great sense of humor and I know now he was trying to cheer me up.

I couldn’t help it. I felt a tear drop off my cheek and a lump in my throat.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

I just shook my head at first.

“Come in,” he told me. “Let me get you a glass of water.”

He took my arm and guided me to the sofa. Then he went and got some water.

“Tell me about it,” he prompted.

So I did. I told him everything.

About the transition. About being without anything. About being out of gas. About being out of hope. I honestly thought I had finally reached the end. I just couldn’t go on.

He sat and listened while I poured my guts out.

When I was done, he was quiet for a bit. He was thinking.

“You know, I ain’t got much of a place here, but I do have a spare room. And I guess maybe I could use some housekeeping and some cookin’ also. Maybe even some ‘other services’.”

He smiled and I had to smile back.

I actually felt hope for the first time in so long.

No man had ever wanted me. No woman had either. So I wasn’t sure what to do about the other services. But I figured that was just part of the deal.

I reached over and began rubbing his crotch. He was already hard. I was so excited that a man might be hard from just setting there with me.

He leaded back on the sofa and I unzipped his pants. I know I was clumsy as I worked his cock out of his pants.

“Teach me,” I told him. “I’ve never…”

I leaned forward and took him in my mouth.

Shit, I didn’t know what to do, but it just felt right.

I started sucking on him and working up and down the length of his shaft. He may have been old, but he never had a problem getting a woodie.

He moaned as I worked on him.

And then he pulled me up gently. My head was in his lap and I looked up at him.

I can’t even describe how I felt, but it was so good for the first time. Except suddenly I was afraid I had done something wrong.

“Stay. The room is yours. I’ll help you get things on the right track. But you’re a lady and I ain’t going to ask no lady to get nasty with me before I’ll help her.”

We looked at each other for almost a minute before I knew what I wanted to do.

“You aren’t asking. This lady is telling you that she wants that hard, yummy cock of yours.”

He struggled a little, but I just pinned him to the sofa and went back to sucking him.

“Shit,” he said after about five minutes. “Been so long. Gonna fucking cum!”

His back arched and suddenly the wiener I’d been working on started spewing sticky goo down my throat. I was so excited and I loved the taste of that first load. It was like a reward I had earned.

We both were on the sofa afterwards and just exhausted. About an hour later he was ready to go again and we moved to the bedroom.

It was the first time anyone had poked me from behind, but I was on my hands and knees begging him to give it to me. And he really gave it to me. About a half dozen times that first afternoon.

It was incredible.

And he taught me so much. There was bondage and spanking and all kinds of kinky ways for us to play once we were comfortable.

So I’ve been here ever since.

Maybe I was freeloading or taking advantage of him. God knows I loved the sex and if I’d had the money I’d have been taking care of him if that’s what it took to have him around.

And now he’s gone. And I’m back on my own with nothing and nobody.


16.

Belle shrugged as she finished.

I didn’t know what to say at first, so I just reached out and took her hand.

Then we both shifted and held each other.

“We may not have much of anything,” I whispered, “But neither of us ever has to have nobody again. I’ll get a job somewhere and we can be together.”


17.

The next week was incredible. We made love a couple of times a day and explored each others bodies.

I had never felt so alive and I know that Belle felt the same.

And her little problem with not being able to get an erection had totally disappeared. She was spewing cum over my body or in my mouth over and over again. And I loved it!

We had started sleeping together in the master bedroom each night. Then one evening I grabbed my duffle bag of clothes from the guest room to move them in there.

The top was unzipped and there was a letter addressed to “Jimmie” on top. The handwriting was my grandpa’s.

My hands were shaking as I opened it.

About halfway through it I could sense Belle had come in and was standing by me.

When I finished I handed the note to her and she began to read.
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Well Jimmie, it is kind of tough to write a note without know exactly what is going to happen.

I’ve had a good life, but lately I haven’t been feeling that great. I think maybe my time is drawing to a close. If not, I’ll probably try to snag this out of your duffle and hope you never see it. If so, I have no idea how things will go after I’m gone.

I’ve seen how you have started looking at Belle.

She is a special young lady who has brightened the last few years for me. I don’t know how much you know about her, but keep an open mind. They said I was too old for her. People will say you’re too young. But people don’t know what the hell they’re talking about half the time anyway.

You need to know certain things, but then you need to follow your heart.

I know I’ve never regretted that she hung (there’s a pun there that you may or may not get) around.

So the kids are all grown and have their jobs and careers. They never come visit so I doubt any will really miss me.

But you and Belle are here as things are drawing to a close and there is something I want you to do for me.

In the laundry room, if you move the washer you will find some floor boards that will lift up.

Back in the war, I had a buddy I was on the front lines with. He got hit one night and was fading fast. He told me that he had managed to smuggle a few things out of the country. He wanted me to take care of things when I got back home. He said to give a third to his wife, a third to the daughter that he had never had the chance to meet being drafted and all, and a third for me.

A few days after he died, he got a letter and I opened it. It was a Dear John from his wife saying she was leaving him for the kid who had mowed their lawn for years. I decided that changed things.

His daughter had a special college scholarship and a grant waiting when she turned 18 that she never knew came from him. That was half of it. I decided to keep the other half because I didn’t think the wife that left him deserved a penny. Maybe I was wrong, but I think he would have agreed.

For years, I didn’t feel right spending it. I used a bit of it when your grandma was sick. I also used a little bit of it for a Christmas gift for Belle one year. (Best damn investment I ever made. The gift that keeps on giving. Or cumming. Depends how you look at it. And I’ve noticed you do like looking at it which is fine.)

I’m asking you to do one of two things with what you find.

If you and Belle are parting ways, I want you to give her half. I could never tell her I loved her with words. Don’t know why, but I just couldn’t say it. I’ve tried to show it with how I treated her and I hope this shows her how much she meant to an old man she made very, very happy. You can keep the other half for you.

I’ll admit that what I hope really happens is that you and Belle kind of stick together. I know she needs someone and I’ve always worried about the time when I eventually wouldn’t be around. Maybe I’m wrong, but I think you need someone also.

But you do what you think it is right.

I think you have some things to learn about yourself. Belle may have already shown you some, but I suspect there are other things that will only come with time. Hell, maybe I’m even wrong about that.

And I never said it, but I’m proud of you Jimmie.


19.

After reading the letter, we sat on the bed. I held her and she cried for a while.

I think she knew grandpa loved her, but seeing it in writing meant a lot to her.

Later we went to the laundry room and moved the washer. Like grandpa had said, there were a few loose boards. Beneath them was a steel money box with a latch.

The first time I tried to lift it, it didn’t budge. The box was much heavier than I expected.

When we did get it out and opened, we both stared.

It was full of coins that we would later find were made of gold and silver and were worth almost a million dollars.


20.

It was later that evening.

We had put the box back where we found it for the time being and were lying side by side in bed.

“What are you thinking?” I finally asked after almost an hour of silence.

“How special your grandpa was and also wondering what you are thinking.”

I was quiet for a while but then told her.

“Grandad was right when he said you would teach me things. I’ve learned a lot. But there is something I wanted to ask and I’m afraid to.”

“Why are you afraid?”

“Because you might think it’s gay or perverted.”

She laughed and I had to smile

“Trust me,” she said. “Those are two things I am certainly never going to judge anyone on.”

It did seem kind of stupid when she put it that way.

“I’ve sucked you. But I keep wondering what it is like to be fucked.”

She turned and looked at me. I could tell she was thinking and her stare didn’t make me feel uncomfortable.

Then she started to get off the bed.

“Get up,” she told me.

I wasn’t sure what she was going to do, but I obeyed.

She guided me to a chair in front of a makeup table and studied me some more. Then she pulled out a few items.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

I did and felt something lightly brush my eyelids.

“Keep them closed.”

I felt her touch and work on my face for a while. Then she brushed my hair.

“Don’t open them yet.”

She was gone a few minutes and I hear rustling noises from the bedroom closet. Then she was back and guiding my arms into something and then worked something up my legs and to my waist.

I could guess what came next as she put something on my legs. I heard the muffled sounds of snaps and buckles.

“Keep them closed and stand up.”

I did as she asked and let her guide me a few steps. I felt her hands brush over me like some type of final preparation.

“Slowly, you can open them now.”

And I did…

I was standing in front of a full length mirror and was shocked by what I saw.
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I was transformed. My face was made up with blush and lipstick. I was wearing a cute pink sports bra along with a matching garter belt and hose. My hair was pulled back and was held in place by small things with flowers on them.

Around my neck there was a pink collar with a leash.

The other big surprise was at the other end of that leash.

Belle was standing there in a black latex corset. She had on black hose and a pair of high-heel boots that came up to the middle of her thighs. She was also holding a riding crop and had a stern look on her face.

“Turn a bit,” she told me and I did.

Twisting my head, I could see my exposed butt in the mirror. It may sound vain, but it looked sexy as hell and I felt myself getting hard.

Suddenly there was a smacking sound along with a sharp pain in my crotch. Startled I looked back at her.

“What?”

I didn’t get to finish the question before she was face to face with me, only slightly over an inch separating us. The tips of her breasts brushed against me.
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“You will not speak without permission. You will do as you are told. You will say “Yes ma’am” and “No ma’am” when you answer me. Do you understand sissy?”

“Yeah but…”

She stepped back and the crop lashed out.

“Yes ma’am!” I corrected myself.

She grabbed the leash and led me to the bed.

“Bend over with your hands on the bed.”

“Yes ma’am.”

I did as I was told and for the first time noticed the items laid out on the bed. Some, like the paddle and handcuffs, I recognized. Others were foreign to me.

She picked up set of small chains and then crouched beside me as she worked with one.

I could not help but admire the grace and confidence she seemed to have. This was a side of her I had never seen and something she was clearly confident doing.

“Ouch!”

She had been massaging the nipple of my breast and now pinched it.

“Be quiet bitch,” she warned me.

“Yes ma’am.”

She placed something over my nipple and it hurt like hell!

“Nipple clamps,” she explained as she moved to the other side and repeated the process with my other nipple.

The pain was nearly unbearable and it took everything I had not to let out a cry of pain.

“Let’s start getting you ready,” she said.

She picked up a tube of something and one of several progressively larger items from the bed.

[image: ]

“Ever had anything up your ass before?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“What?”

It was one of the most embarrassing secrets I had, but I didn’t hesitate to share it with her.

“I found a dildo in the nightstand by my parent’s bed.”

“I’ll bet you rummaged around and found a pair of panties to wear at the same time, didn’t you?”

“Yes ma’am.”

“How many times did you fuck yourself like that?”

I tried to count but couldn’t.

“More than a dozen?” she prompted.

“Yes ma’am.”

“Every month? Every week?”

“Most weeks since I found it a few years ago ma’am.”

“Well, we’re going to get you stretched out nice and wide. Then your tranny granny is going to let you experience the real thing.”

“Thank you ma’am.”

I felt her part my butt cheeks and begin to slide something into me.

“Slips right in. Maybe a bit bigger.”

I felt her pull it out and then felt something larger slide in.

“Arrggg!”

I thought it was quiet, but suddenly there was the sting of the crop hitting my ass.

“Ouch!”

“I can tell we’re going to have to do this the hard way. Get up on the bed on your hands and knees.”

I crawled forward doing as I was told.

She walked around so I was facing her. In her hand was what I recognized as a gag.
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“You are a noisy little sissy,” she said. “Now open wide.”

I did and she put the ball in my mouth. Then she fastened the buckles to hold it in place.

She walked behind me again. I felt the butt plug removed and then a larger one slide inside.

I let out a muffled groan.

“Is that uncomfortable?”

I tried to answer, but no sound except grunts made it past the ball gag. I was beginning to drool around the gag and couldn’t stop myself.

“What about this one?”

I felt one come out and then there was a searing pain as a much larger plug was inserted.

I screamed into the gag!

“Ungrateful little slut. You know you want this.”

And she was right. I did want it and everything she had to offer. I was disappointed that I couldn’t tell her, “Yes ma’am.”

“You wiggle too much. Hands behind your back.”

I heard the jiggle of the handcuffs. Moving my hands made me fall face to the bed with my ass sticking up in the air.

After the cuffs, she put another strap near my elbows in place, making it impossible to move my arms.

“Such a naughty little girl,” she said in her playful voice.

Then came the smack and the blistering pain of the paddle.

“Naughty,” she said as she spanked me again. “Naughty. Naughty. Naughty.”

The paddle hit with each word, each blow harder and more painful than the previous one.

I couldn’t help it. I was moaning and groaning in pain.

“Ready for your first real fucking?”

Oh god was I! And she knew it.

“You are a fucking bitch in heat,” she said as she pulled the butt plug out. “You are gapping and ready to be bred.”

I felt her move on the bed. Her hands pulled my cheeks apart and she slid inside. After being opened up by the butt plugs, the softness of her flesh pressing against the walls of my tunnel felt incredible.

Then she began fucking me.

A hard, rough fucking. There was the sound of her flesh slapping against me as she rode me hard.

“Oh babe,” she cooed. “I’m glad you got my cock working again with that sissy slut mouth of yours. I never got to do this before but it feels so incredible being inside your sissy pussy ass. Do you like it?”

I tried to say yes and beg for more, but there were only muffled sounds and more drool.

“I know you love it darling. Your ass was made to be fucked, wasn’t it? Isn’t this better than playing with mommy’s dildo?”

I could hardly stand it. It was so good. I needed it so bad.

She was right. I was a sissy who need a good, hard fucking.

“Oh shit.”

I felt the pace of her thrusts change and knew what was about to happen.

“You are about to make your tranny granny a very happy lady.”

Her voice was strained and then there were several hard, deep thrusts.

I swear I could feel her swell and explode inside me. The thought of being filled with her cum was such a turn on. The gag. My stinging ass. The feeling of the final throes of her orgasm. It was so perfect!

When she was finished, she collapsed on the bed beside me. I could hear her panting and felt her fumbling with the various locks and buckles that restrained my arms.

“Jerk off for granny,” she said once I was free and I didn’t have to be asked again.

I grasped my shaft and began beating off.

“Pathetic little pussy boy,” she said. “Wanking off in his panties while cum dribbles out his ass.”

Her taunting just made me more excited. I still had the gag in and could only moan as my back arched.

“Let me finish you,” she said. “Granny wants her sissy bitch’s cum all for herself.”

Her head was suddenly between my legs and my cock slid down her throat. My orgasm was starting and she pushed me way past the edge. I felt myself pumping cum from my balls and into her eager mouth.

When it was over, she moved beside me. Her hands worked at the buckles holding the gag in place and she cuddled up to my back.

“Is that what you needed?” she asked quietly.

“Yes ma’am,” I whispered.

“Good. I enjoyed giving it to you. Rest a bit honey. I like getting it like that just as much as I like givingit. So it will be your turn take charge next.”

From where I was laying, I could see myself in the mirror. She was behind me and there were two of the best sights possible.

I loved the gentle, happy smile I saw on her face. And the sight of my face with its smeared makeup and lipstick was such a turn-on.
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“That was perfect,” I said. “I really do love you Belle.”

She stroked my head a few times and then wrapped that arm around me and pulled me to her.

“I love you to darling.”

Life was perfect. So very, very perfect.


21.

A few hours later I had my turn and later that night Belle surprised me by showing me video from a few secret cameras that had been around the bedroom.

“Your grandad liked watching them when I was out shopping or something. I’d come home and he’d be all worked up. We played both ways, but when I was playing rough with him I always had to use a strap-on instead of the real thing.”

The thought of grandpa getting pegged with a strap-on was kind of weird and I had to push the image out of my mind.

With her wearing a small mask covering her eyes and me wearing makeup, nobody would likely have recognized us in the video. She posted it online and by the next morning we had people lined up wanting to watch us on webcam.

Between that and grandpa’s hidden coins, we were doing okay.

A few weeks later we had the house sold with the money going to my mom and my uncle.

We packed our clothes and the toys along with the coins.

We moved to a nice house in the suburbs of a larger city.

We were careful with grandpa’s coins and only spent what we had to for the house.

Most days we spent in our “bedroom dungeon” playing endlessly with each other and all sorts of new toys.

I had considered lots of jobs…

Being a porn star had never entered my mind. Being a panty wearing sissy porn star definitely hadn’t been on my list.

But it was what I was meant to do.

And she is the one I was meant to do it with.

So next time you’re online looking for some raunchy porn, maybe you can drop by and see one of our streaming shows or buy one of our videos.

To find us, just look for the tranny granny and her little sissy boy. We both love having an audience.

But we love each other even more.
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