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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!
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Author’s Note

I can’t look at a jock without thinking that they are wearing sexy lingerie underneath their uniforms.

And it’s not just the Bull Durham syndrome, it’s when a guy is so big and macho I just know he’s hiding something.

Oh, they talk tough, but have you ever noticed how many of these studs slap each other on the ass?

“Good hit, Rosco! (slap)

“Way to go Jimbo!” (slap)

I tell ya, these big, bully boys just can’t keep their hands off each other.

And…can you blame them?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“I want her,” Johnny Macken said.

Johnny threw his cleats in the locker and sank down on the bench. He was slender, but whip strong. He could toss the ball from 3rd to 1st like a guided missile, and his fielding was impeccable. His only weakness was hitting the ball.

The next locker over, Bull Steel reached into his locker and pulled out a can of beer. And it wasn’t no Bud Light!

“You and every other swinging dick on this team, and, let’s face it, she likes the long ball hitter.

He swigged the beer, laughed, then sat down next to Johnny.

Johnny sighed. “I’ve talked to her, she likes me.”

“She likes everybody. But if you ain’t hittin’ the dingers then…” he shrugged.

Johnny pulled his pants down and off, tossed them in the locker. He was horny, and his big cock was throbbing in his jockstrap.

“I gotta hit the dingers,” said Johnny miserably. Unfortunately, he was more of a Texas Leaguer hitter. Not home runs, but little shots over second base.

He looked at Bull. “Bull, you gotta help me. I need to hit the long ball.”

Bull snorted. “We all do.”

“But you do it! What’s your secret?”

Bull glanced at his team mate. “No secret, I just got the muscle.”

“But there’s got to be some way!”

“Go talk to the batting coach. He’ll help you.”

Johnny frowned. He’d been to the batting coach, and the coach had helped him….helped him hit shots over the second base.

Still, if anybody could help him…Coach Jenks could.

“Hey, coach. I want to hit Dingers.”

Jenks was a grizzled old fart, and proud of it. While the players chewed gum, he chewed tobacco, and sometimes swallowed.

Coach looked around at Johnny and sniffed. “Why you want to be an idiot?”

Bull was passing by, and he tossed in, “Dingers will help him get into Sally Rogers’ panties.”

Johnny got a little embarrassed, but the coach looked at him and made a moue. “Whyn’t you just go get your own panties.”

“Aw, come on. You know that’s not what Bull meant.”

Jenks grabbed Johnny’s shoulder and pulled him into his office. He threw him in a chair, and walked around and sat down. He then opened up a drawer and took out a half pint of Four Roses. He swigged, made a face. “Skunk piss,” he said. Then he leaned forward. “Kid, you get on base 90% of the time. You steal bases. You got great hands. What you want to go mess all that up for?”

Johnny just sighed. He hadn’t expected much help from the old man. Word had it the old man was too old for sex, so why should he care?

“End of this year, you keep doing what you’re doing, they’ll call you up to the Bigs. You could…”

Jenks blathered on, and Johnny listened half heartedly.

Sure, he wanted to go to the big leagues, but he was also in love with Sally Rogers.

“I can see you ain’t listenin’.”

“I’m listening,” groused Johnny. But you just don’t understand how beautiful Sally is!”

“Oh, I understand. But you gotta understand, if I show you how to hit the dingers…you’re risking your whole career!”

“Then you can help me?” Johnny looked up excitedly.

“Sure. But I’m warning ya…”

“Okay! I’m warned! Whatever! How do I do it? How do I hit home runs?”

Jenks took another swig, corked the bottle, and leaned forward. “I’ll tell ya, but…” he heaved a sigh and gave Johnny the gimlet eye. “Okay. If you want to hit the big ball, if ya want to sail it over the fence…wear nylons.”

Johnny blinked. he sat back in surprise. “What?”

“Wear nylons. They gotta be the kind that ya need to hold up with a garter belt, too. None of the stretchy thigh shit.”

“Coach, I know you’re messing with me. That has nothing to do with  hitting home runs.”

“Did I coach Tom Sanders to the Bigs?”

“Well…”

“And was he hitting the big ones?”

“Uh…yeah.”

“And what about Carl Mantle? Did I get him up to the Bigs?”

“Yeah, but—“

“You want his number? You can call him and ask him. Tell him I told you to call. And what about Buzzy Feller? And Geeorge Koufax?”

“All of those guys wear nylons? But that’s like that movie…the one with Kevin Costner!”

“Sure. Where you think I got the idea?”

“No!”

“Yeah. A bunch of us were drinkin’ beer and the movie came up and we started making bets. Tom Sanders said he’d be the proof.”

“But I thought it had to do with pitching!”

“It can…but it really works on hitting. I’ll tell you, I shouldn’t tell you but I will, you wear a nice, expensive pair of nylons and you’ll be crackin’ over the fences before the week is out.”

A few minutes later Johnny stood up. “Thanks, coach. I’ll try it. I’ll hit the best home runs you ever saw!” He walked out of the room.

Behind him, Jenks uncorked the bottle and took another swig. He lowered the bottle and snorted, “Idiot.”

Idiot or not, Johnny was determined to become a home run hitter, and if he had to wear women’s underwear to become one…so be it.

That night he went over to Sally’s house. He knocked on the door and Sally answered.

Johnny was tongue tied. He blathered a bit, and Sally, grinning because he was such a sweet, innocent goof, invited him in.

They sat in the living room for a while, she offered him a beer, and they adjourned to the swing on the porch.

Unfortunately, Johnny couldn’t hold his liquor. Not even two beers, so at the end of two beers he belched, looked around a little stupidly, and turned to Sally.

“Sally, I got a favor to ask you.”

“Sure, honey.” She actually liked Johnny. He was a bit of a goof, but…what baseball player wasn’t?

“And you have to promise not to laugh or think I’m, weird or anything.”

“I won’t laugh.”

“Can I…can I borrow a pair of your stockings? And a garter belt?”

Sally blinked, her long lashes fluttering in surprise.

“Why, Johnny, I didn’t know you were one of those kinds of guys.”

“What kind of…no! No! I’m not! I’m not one of those…I just need…aw, shucks.”

Sally was made curious by this strange request, and she leaned forward. “Why would you want my nylons, unless you want to wear them?”

“Well, that’s the thing, I do, sort of.”

She sat back and cocked her head.

So Johnny explained what the coach said. He told her about how the coach had made home run hitters out of guys, and even sent them to the Bigs, just by getting them to wear nylons.

Sally listened, and for a while she was hard pressed not to laugh. The idea that a guy could hit the ball better if he was wearing lingerie. How silly!

Then she had an idea.

“Johnny, I’ll do it, but only on one condition.”

“Sure! Anything!”

“I’ll lend you the nylons and the garters, but you have to come over to my house to put them on. I want to make sure you’re wearing them right.”

“Well, uh…”

“It’s the only way.”

“Well, then, I guess I’ll have to do it.”

“Excellent,” she chirped happily, then she kissed his cheek and went inside.

Johnny was about as happy as happy could be.

The next day Johnny left for the ball park early. He stopped by Sally’s house and was invited in.

“Okay,” said Sally. “Here you go.” She handed him a garter and a pair of nylons.

“You have any place I can change into them?”

“Nope,” she grinned. “If you’re really going to wear them, then I want to see it.

Blushing, Johnny took his pants down. He was wearing BVDs, and there was a big lump poking out from them.

Sally’s eyes widened. Good Lord! For such a skinny kid…Johnny was hung!

Johnny tried to turn away, to dress with his back turned, but she grabbed him and made him face her.

She reached down and placed her hand on his lump. “Is that really you?”

“Oh, gosh!” Johnny tried to look away.

She reached into his pants and grabbed his dong. “This is big! Why didn’t you tell me you were so well endowed?”

“Well, uh…it’s not something you normally bring up in conversation.”

She giggled. “Hi, my name is Johnny and I’ve got ten inches.”

Johnny was too embarrassed to laugh. He mumbled, “It’s closer to twelve.”

He managed to roll the stockings up his legs, and she showed him how to fasten the clips. Then she was standing in front of him, stroking him, looking down at that bat of a dong.

“Good Lord is that big!“

“Oh, no!” I’m going to be late!”

He unclenched her hand and stuffed his salami into his underpants. Then he pulled on his baseball pants. He couldn’t risk changing in the locker room wearing nylons and a garter belt.

Sally was disappointed. She had had her hands holding that big, hot dingus, and it was exciting, and she really wanted to screw it.

She had never screwed a penis that big, and she didn’t know any body who had.

“Will you bring my nylons back after the game?” she asked, thinking about how she could get him into the house and into her bed so she could sample that mighty marvel of a pussy pleaser.

“Well, uh…yeah.” He grinned. He looked for any chance to be with Sally.

“Okay, then go. And hit a home run for me! And, if you do, maybe we can do some other stuff.” Her meaning was very plain, and she kissed him, on the lips this time, hard and fast, then she pushed him out the front door.

Johnny was in seventh heaven as he approached the ball park.

Sally was treating him like a guy, maybe even a boyfriend, and she wanted to see him after the game.

He parked his car and headed for the locker room.

This was going to be a night to remember!

Sally pulled on a dress and checked her boobs in the mirror.

They were big, and the dress really emphasized them.

She thought about Johnny and his weird request. Wear garters. She snickered.

As if garters could make a better baseball player. Johnny must have been watching a little too much ‘Bull Durham.’

She pulled a scarf over her hair, grabbed her keys, and headed for the park. She wanted to see this game. She wanted to see what was going to happen.

She parked and sashayed across the parking lot. She was a little bit early and see saw Coach Jenks parking his old, battered pick up truck. He got out, put a flask in his back pocket, and staggered towards the far entrance. His path intersected Sally’s.

“Sally girl!” He greeted her jovially.

She greeted him, and they chatted as they crossed the asphalt, and then he asked the question. Mind you, he normally wouldn’t have, but he was a little drunk, so he asked, “You know about Johnny wearing garters?”

He had been prepared to laugh, but Sally’s answer surprised him. “Isn’t it cute?” She was actually thinking of his big hammer slammer.

“Oh, uh…I guess.”

“I can’t wait to see if he hits better tonight.”

Jenks blinked, and wanted to say something, but now he didn’t dare. He couldn’t make fun of the boy if his girl thought he was so great.

So they parted at the gate, Sally went to sit behind the dug out, and Jenks went for the locker room.

In the locker room Johnny was keeping pretty much to himself. There was the usual banter, the practical jokes but Johnny just got dressed and seemed deep in thought.

Coach Jenks sat heavily in his office and pondered the situation.

Truth, he was a horny, old fuck, and Sally Rogers gave him a boner. An old boner, a little weak, but…a boner.

Not that she would ever consider him, but that she would consider Johnny was…irking.

What did that skinny, little runt have that she wanted?

Why didn’t she want a real man, like…like…like him!

He sucked the contents of his flask down, refilled it with bourbon, and groused some more.

The Hornsby Hornets were triple A. There were five other teams that they rotated through, and every man on every team was always willing to go the extra in the hopes of getting sent up tot he Big Leagues.

Johnny was the starting third baseman. He couldn’t throw the long ball, but he could whip a strike in on first base easy as pie. And he did have a habit of getting on base and stealing regularly.

Tonight, however, he wasn’t doing so well.

He stood on third and the straps going over his butt were distracting.

He took the ball when his teammates played catch and nearly fumbled it, and his throw was a little high. Because he was thinking about how hard his dick was in this kinky underwear stuff.

And when he came up to bat it was a disaster.

Swing…and a miss.

Swing…and a miss.

Strike three!” the umpire bellowed and made a chopping motion with his hand.

Johnny walked back to the dug out. Damn! the pitcher was Donnie Farkins, and Johnny usually lit Donnie up like he was a Christmas tree! And he had stolen many a base from this infield!

But…bupkis. Nothing. Swing and a miss.

That was the first inning. The fourth inning was about as bad. And, to top it off, he had fumbled a throw and the runner had made it to second!

“‘At’s okay, Johnny! Get ‘em next time!” His teammates cheered him on, tried to make him feel good, but Johnny was feeling…restricted.

His cock was poking out from the side of his jockstrap, and it was getting tangled up with a garter strap.

“Seventh inning. He came to the plate, felt like his panties were in a twist, even though he was just wearing BVDs, and the other team, seeing he was off on this evening, went to town.

“He’s gonna miss!”

“Chokin’ up! He’s chokin’ up!”

Then the pitcher wound up and the stadium went silent.

And in the silence Coach Jenks could be heard, his gruff, old voice as plain as day, explaining to a fan near the dug out. “He’s wearing nylons and garters. That’s why he’s missing.”

For a moment the universe froze.

The pitcher looked around, and almost got called for a balk, except that the umpire was turned around.

The catcher snickered.

The pitcher stepped off the mound, and the other players began to giggle.

Then the fans started to laugh. Within five seconds the whole stadium was laughing at Johnny, pointing their fingers, and commenting on his ‘sissy stockings.’

Johnny shut down. The humiliation, the mortification, it was too much.

The umpire yelling at the pitcher to play ball.

Fans laughing uproariously.

The pitched winding up.

Sally standing next to the dug out, felt badly for Johnny.

And it happened.

For Johnny everything slowed down. He was so embarrassed, and, he was more than embarrassed, and he…watched the ball float down the pitching alley.

The pitcher was hadn’t recovered from the humor of the moment, the pitch was weak, slow, a set up.

Johnny found that the only way out of his terrible embarrassment was to focus on the ball. He focused so hard he could see the stitches, the printing on the ball, and he swung.

The night’s frustrations came out in the swing of the bat, there was a loud crack, and the ball took off.

As far as home runs go, it wasn’t bad.

Sure, Johnny wasn’t the strongest player, but when everything is perfect…the ball disappeared over the right field wall.

Coach Jenks’ jaw dropped.

Sally clapped her hands and jumped in glee.

And when Johnny rounded the bases the whole team came out, bent over, and showed their rear ends.

Oh, they didn’t pull down their pants, or anything like that. They just bent over and motioned and Johnny, his face red, slapped the fannies of the whole team right before he crossed the plate.

And the Hornets won: 1 to nothing.

Johnny changed in the locker room, and everybody wanted to see his garters. They snapped his straps and slapped his ass and everybody cheered. The celebration went on a long time.

While the team was whooping it up Coach Jenks stumbled out of the locker room and towards the parking lot.

The kid had done it!

He, the Coach, hadn’t meant to say what he had said, but he had, and the result…oh, my God!

“He did it, didn’t he!” Sally chortled to the older man.

Coach Jenks turned to the beautiful Sally Rogers, who he wanted but could never have, and he said came up with a plan.

“You better not let him have sex.”

“What?” She had been thinking of his foot long hot dog all night.

“It’s like in the movie. If you let him have sex then the streak is over. He’s jinxed. Everything comes to an end.”

“But…really?”

“Take it from me, girl. You better keep him the way he is. Horny and frustrated. All that energy is going to go into the game, and he’ll be a real winner.”

The Coach went on to his truck, and Sally was left to think over what he had said.

Don’t let Johnny cum. Store up all that sexual energy so he can use it in the game.

And it sounded right. She knew that boxers weren’t allowed to have sex before a fight, so the same had to be true for baseball players. Even if the season went on and on and on.

And she knew: if she let Johnny cum she would be a traitor to the team!

Johnny was finally let loose from the locker room celebration. He sauntered out of the tunnel to the parking lot feeling about as happy as he had ever felt.

“Hi, Johnny.”

He got happier. Oh, my God! Sally! And she wanted…she wanted to…

She took his arm and they walked across to their cars.

“Uh, Johnny?”

“Yeah?” He was dreaming of seeing her body, feeling her breasts, of actually getting inside her.

“I’ve been thinking.”

“Oh?”

“Yes. It’s like that Bull Durham movie. You’re on a streak now, and we can’t do anything to hurt that streak.”

“What do you mean?” he felt like the world was turning to rain. He sort of knew what she meant.

“Well, it’s superstition. You have to do the things you do that made you hit the home run. Do them again. Then you can hit another home run.”

“But I thought…you and me…I thought we could…”

“No, Johnny. Oh, you can come home with me, and we can kiss and stuff, but…I don’t think you should cum.”

Johnny was devastated, but like all stupid, young men from time immemorial, he couldn’t give up. Even though she said no, he was hoping that if just went home with her, and sweet talked her, that maybe it could still happen.

“Well, uh…”

They were at her car and she stopped and turned to him. She kissed him, and as far as kisses go, it was a pretty damned hot kiss.

Johnny’s blood began to steam, his pecker, already boned up, stood up even straighter. His balls grew tight and felt full.

And Sally was pretty turned on, too. She liked kissing, and their lips seemed made for each other, so she kissed him again and again.

Until his pecker was dripping and her pussy was steaming.

But no matter how hot he and she got, Sally stuck to her guns.

He followed her to her house, they went inside, and continued with the massive lip action they had started in the parking lot.

And she was fine with him feeling her breasts. Heck, it felt good, and she got even hotter, but when he tried to pull her panties down she stopped him.

“No, Johnny. Remember, the team is relying on you.”

Johnny knew he should leave, go take a cold shower, but Sally was so passionate, and she was really, really enjoying his frustration.

She extracted his penis and sucked on it, and kept stopping whenever he got close.

His face was red and he was gulping and begging, but she just shook her head.

“Remember the team.”

Finally, it was past twelve, Johnny staggered home.

He didn’t remember ever feeling so horny in his life. Bis balls actually hurt. Blue balls. Balls stuffed full of semen.

“Don’t jack off, Johnny. Remember, if you really want me, then remember the team.”

He took a cold shower, which didn’t make his boner go down.

He lay on his bed, and he usually liked to sleep face down, but now he was sideways scrunched so his dick could point somewhere other than down into the mattress.

Finally, late in the morning he woke up, drained and dazed and…the phone rang.

“Johnny! You’re going to be late! Get over here and get dressed!”

Oh, crap! He had overslept.

He jumped in his car, stopped for a MacDonald’s (GAH!) on the way over to Sally’s house.

She was on the porch waiting for him, and she pulled him into the living room and started pulling his pants off.

“Hey, wait…”

She didn’t wait. She grabbed his dong and he felt the blood surge.

She giggled. “God. I love doing this. Isn’t this fun?”

“Well, uh…I guess. But I’d rather cum.”

“Of course you would! And that’s what makes it fun!”

She got him naked, pushed him on a chair, and prepared to roll nylons up his legs.

And frowned.

“What?”

“You’ve got hairy legs.”

“Yeah?”

“You can’t wear nylons with hairy legs.”

“But—“

She ran into the bathroom and came back with a razor.

“Hey! I don’t have time!”

“If you want to hit home runs,” she smiled, “and get to first base with me…”

He settled back and watched as she stripped his legs of hair.

She worked quickly, dabbing his legs with soapy water and scraping, and his big penis stood up right in her face.

She didn’t mind. She kept moving and ‘accidentally’ brushing against it.

His cock would sway and throb and he groaned, but she just kept shaving.

Then she unrolled the nylons, and it was…kinky.

His cock throbbed even harder, if that was possible.

Then she put a pair of panties on his legs and started pulling them up.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“These aren’t my underwear! These are panties!”

“Of course they are. Have you looked at your underwear lately?”

“Uh…”

“You’ve got stains! Johnny! How am I supposed to make love to a fellow who’s got dirty underpants? What do you do? Turn them inside out instead of washing them.”

“They aren’t that bad!”

“Well, too bad, you’re wearing panties whether you like it or not.”

She got him to his feet and pulled the panties up tight against his groin.

It was like a big hand was encasing him, and his cock stood up, and she just shoved his penis down and held him with her hands on his waistband and kissed him.

Johnny had no defense against one of her kisses.

Then she leaned against him and murmured. “And if you hit a home run today then I’m going to have you wear a bra tomorrow.”

“What?” he squeaked.

She smiled up at him, squeezed his package, and kissed him again.

“Now, go. Hit me a dinger! Or else!”

Johnny was a mess when he got to the baseball stadium.

He was tired. He was horny, and the underwear wasn’t all that comfortable.

Oh, it made him horny, but he felt awkward wearing it. His movements were…altered. He moved differently.

And, to make matters worse, one shouldn’t have soap on their legs when they put on nylons. The soap was sort of…sticky, gicky, yuck.

But there was nothing he could do about it. She had put his uniform on so he didn’t need to get dressed in the locker room, and he didn’t want to take his clothes off in front of his team mates, anyway.

Then he walked into the locker room, and stopped dead and stared.

He was wearing stockings and garter and panties. But his lingerie was on the inside, under his uniform.

Every one of his team mates was wearing a garter belt, on the outside!

They all turned to him, big, shit eating grins on their faces.

“What?” he blurted, totally confused.

“We’re all supporting you, Johnny! It’s dinger time for the Hornets.”

They laughed, and cheered, slapped him on the back.

Johnny was red-faced, totally embarrassed, but he was also…feeling good. His team mates were honoring him. It was solidarity.

Coach Jenks stepped forward and said, “It’s the Bull Durham Syndrom.” He took a glug of his flask, then continued. “We’ll wear these things until you run out of dingers.”

But if Johnny thought that was bad, he knew nothing. When they trotted out on the field he again stopped and stared.

Everybody in the stadium was wearing a garter belt outside their clothes!

And everybody cheered for him.

He was beyond mortification, but how do you refuse the lusty cheering of thousands of fans?

And, one last, added item, the Hornets had a logo of a yellow jacket, and the yellow jacket had a stinger, and the yellow jacket was drawn as holding that stinger like a baseball bat and looking gleefully mean.

Except that somebody had crawled up on the scoreboard and altered the stinger. It was no longer a bat…it was a cock!

Johnny and his team mates stared at the big cocked hornet the whole game. They stared at at it and snickered and glanced at Johnny from the dug out. They turned around between plays and stared at it when on the field.

The fans in the stands were also staring, and pointing, and making loud remarks.

“That’s our Johnny Boy!”

Johnny’s face was perpetually red.

“He really is that big!”

And one big, loud voice, right in the middle of the silence reserved for an important swing of the bat, yelled out so loud everybody in the stadium heard him. “You’ve got a big one, Johnny Boy!”

Cheers rose up so loud that the opposing batter struck out.

Again, it was a pitcher’s duel, and nobody was scoring.

First inning Johnny struck out. He could hardly see the ball for fidgeting and trying to keep his panties from bunching.

Fourth inning he managed to hit a line drive to the first baseman. The fellow didn’t even have to lift his foot off the bag to catch the ball.

Then came the seventh inning.

“Come on!”

“Hit the ball, big dick!”

“Show us your balls!”

Johnny heard everything; he could ignore nothing, and he was frazzled.

So much pressure brought to bear, and the pitcher threw the ball.

It was a good pitch, a fastball down the center. Normally, Johnny being fast of hand and eye, he would have socked it over the second base for a Texas leaguer.

But Johnny’s timing was off. He was awkward, off balance, and his hand eye coordination was suffering.

He swung, and nicked the ball.

A baseball is a funny thing. A solid smack on the meat and that ball will travel a mile.

An off angle swing, a little late, and the ball will loop in a crazy manner.

This ball moved in a loop towards the third base. When the pitcher went to grab it it hit the ground and spun to the side.

Johnny made it to first.

The third baseman was going to pick up the ball and throw it, but the catcher backed him off. “Let it go foul!” he yelled.

Johnny sprinted for second.

Baseball is a game of split second decisions, and the balls started to slow down, and the catcher realized he was wrong. The ball was not going to go foul!

So he picked it up and threw it.

Johnny was almost at second, probably would have been beaten by the throw, except the catcher was right handed and had to twist to throw, and the ball went high…into the outfield!

As has been intimated, Johny was fast. He rounded the second base and headed for third, and he turned on the steam.

The fielders were supposed to back up the basemen, but the throw had gone so high it had gone over the fielder’s heads! As Johnny closed in on third the fielders were still running after the ball.

Coach Jenks, coaching third base, windmilled his arm and screamed for Johnny to go home!

Johnny rounded third and went into a full sprint.

The outfielder had the ball.

The throw was perfect, right to the catcher, and he would have gotten Johnny out, except…the running had jarred Johnny’s nylons loose. One hose began to slid down his leg, to bunch up.

One more thing added to Johnny’s sense of unease.

The nylon came out the bottom of his pant leg and somehow, Johnny was never sure how, he tripped.

The ball smacked the glove. Johnny did a header, and fell on the catcher.

The catcher lost the ball and Johnny’s face smacked onto the home plate!

It was an inside the park home run!

The crowd, of course, went wild.

And there wasn’t a person in the park who didn’t see the bunched up hose and realize what Johnny had been wearing.


Part Two

“Oh, Johnny. You were so spectacular! And you actually hit an inside the park home run.”

“But it wasn’t a real home run.”

Johnny was on the sofa and Sally was all over him. She was kissing him, sucking him, stroking him. At one point she even tried to get her finger up his pucker!

“Of course it was! You hit the ball and rounded the bases and crossed the plate! That’s a home run!”

“But the other team made errors!”

“Errors shmerrors. You hit a home run. That’s two in a row. I can’t believe it! You’re my hero. And you know what this means, don’t you?”

“Uh…”

“You get to wear a bra!”

Johnny groaned. The underwear was kinky. Sexually, he loved it. It was exciting. But to play baseball wearing lingerie? Yikes!

Sally, however, would brook no argument.

That night she wouldn’t even let him go home.

She just wanted to make out and play with him.

She especially loved it when he got close and she backed off. He made the most delightful grunting sounds, and his face turned such a bright shade of red. It looked like he was going to have a ball movement of an orgasm, if that makes sense.

And she played with him half the night.

The next day she was up bright and early. Johnny groaned and turned over and put his face in the pillow.

“Come on, Johnny, it’s getting late and we need to get you ready!”

She pulled him out of bed, by the dick, and pushed him into the shower.

Cold water helped wake him up, and a bowl of mush did the trick. He was now awake, though in a bit of a stupor.

Sally picked up right where they had left off the night before. She climbed all over him, stroked him, treated his balls like they were her personal ben wah balls, and kept him right on the edge.

And she dressed him.

She made him use Nair to take care of his stubble.

She rolled up the nylons and attached them to the garter belt. Firmly, so he wouldn’t trip on the base paths again.

She forced him into a bra, and that was weird. He felt…sexy weird. It was fun, but…he wished he could just stay home and…and screw!

Then she pulled on his panties, and something was different.

“What are these?”

“Panties.”

“No. They’re not. They’re tight. I can’t—URK!”

She had pushed his dick down and pulled the panties up and he was jammed back between his legs.

“It’s panties, but special panties. It’s called a gaff. It keeps your dick from sticking out.”

His dick did make a pretty big bulge. But the gaff…it was so tight!”

But, as the minutes passed he realized something, the gaff was so tight his cock started to go down. It didn’t like the pain, so it shrunk until there was no pain.

Oh, it still hurt, but he could live with it. Of course he had to pooch his butt out a little, but…that was okay.

At the ball park the stands were filled. Usually the stadium was only half filled up, but now it was SRO, Standing Room Only.

And every fan was wearing a garter belt! Man, woman or child, Garter straps dangled down thighs, and the people all pointed at Johnny and cheered.

And it looked like the hornet logo on the score board had gained in dick. The penis the yellow jacket was holding was even bigger! And the gleefully mean eyes were bigger and…it made the hornet look horny! And the hornet’s tongue stuck out the side of its mouth like it was drooling!

“Johnny, the boss wants to see you.”

Johnny glanced at the manager’s office. Oh, crap. He just knew he was in trouble over this whole thing. In fact, this probably meant his career!

Sadly, he trudged to the office.

“Hi, Mr. Harmon. You wanted to see me?”

Chuck Harmon was a big man. He wore expensive suits and chewed on big stogies. He was also a dour man, miserable on too many martinis and too many ex-wives.

Now, however, he lifted his head and beamed a thousand watt smile at Johnny.

“Johnny Macken! My star third baseman. How you doing?”

Chuck slapped Johnny’s back, crushed his hand, and said, “Have you seen all the people in the stands? And it’s all because of you! Are you really wearing a garter? Like in that Bull movie?”

Johnny nodded, he was nervous, but it didn’t look like he was going to be fired.

“Well, if that don’t milk the bull. Boy, you keep on wearing that damned thing. Hell, wear a dress and go full tranny on me. As long as you keep pulling the fans in…”

Johnny walked out of the office in a daze. He had just been given a raise.

“Let’s go, Johnny Boy!” His team mates called, and they all rushed out onto the field.

The fans, of course, were wearing all sorts of feminine attire. Mostly on the outside, but from the way some of the fans moved it was obvious they were exploring the kinky side of lingerie.

The fourth inning, and Johnny walked to the plate.

He was having trouble walking. His gaff was hurting, and his bra was pinching, and…he was tired.

Too tired to move, and he swung on awkward manner. Foul tip.

The pitcher frowned.

Another throw and another foul tip.

And now the game, if it wasn’t strange already, became even weirder.

The pitcher kept throwing juicy strikes, and Johnny, fast in his hands and eyes, but slow in his dazed mind and sexually tortured body, kept getting foul tips.

A dozen pitches, not one ball, and he had a dozen foul tips, or two strikes.

The pitcher was getting pissed. He was throwing his best stuff, and wasting himself.

And, finally, the pitcher snapped. He threw a perfect ball, and hit Johnny in the ass.

Johnny yelped and fell on the ground. Pain lanced through his ass and he actually felt tears bubble up in his eyes.

Still, he was on base.

And the pitcher was still angry, and that led to a walk.

Two on, and Johnny kept rubbing his butt and trying to get feeling into his leg.

The next batter hit a single, and now the base were loaded, and Johnny’s butt didn’t hurt so much.

The pitcher was done for, they should have taken him out, but they didn’t, and he threw a dirt ball. It skittered under the catcher and the umpire, and Johnny headed for home. He had a good lead, anyway, and he crossed the plate to cheers and the hugs of his team mates.

And that broke open the game.

They called in a new pitcher, but the ‘horny hornets,’ as the press dubbed them the following day, made five runs before they could be retired.

And everybody credited Johnny with starting it all!

“I didn’t do anything,” he groused as Sally pulled his clothes off. “I just got hit.”

“But that started it! That started the rally! And you have to take credit.”

“Getting hit isn’t—“

“Oh, my gosh! Look at your ass!”

He had a beauty of a bruise. It had hit right over the cluster of nerves and it was black and blue and his cheek was actually swelling up!

Sally spent the rest of the day icing Johnny’s ass. And pulling on his dick and kissing him.

Fortunately, the next game was a day away, and it was night, so Johnny got plenty of rest. And, oddly, he was growing accustomed to this constant tease and denial.

The human being gets horny, and that is the excitation phase. Johnny had been in the excitation phase so long he was actually starting to enjoy it. He was starting to groove on getting close, but…just getting hornier.

Is there a limit to how much horny a man can stand?

Nope.

And now that he was liking it something else happened.

All the energy he would have expended was not getting expended, and it was getting reabsorbed by his body.

Johnny was starting to feel…power.

So the bruise left with all his laying about and being nursed, and his energy level started to rise. And came the next game.

He was wearing panties, not the gaff, but stretchy sissy panties that had a pouch that helped relieve the position of his cock.

He also had on garters, nylons and a bra.

But where do you go after that? Sure, maybe a corset, or a sleeve garter or something, but…that wasn’t good enough for Sally.

She painted his toes.

“Do you have to paint them all?” asked Johnny, watching in fascination. “Can’t you like paint them one at a time?”

“Oh, where’s the fun in that,” Sally answered as she focused on his tootsies. “Get it done and have the fun I say.

“Rip off the bandaid, “ he mumbled.

“Exactly.” She stopped painting his nails long enough to stroke him, then resumed.

The good news was that he had to wear shoes. Nobody would know that he had painted toes.

So she got him dressed, he was feeling good, and he went to the game.

And hit a home run.

It was a curve, and normally those gave him a bit of trouble, but he swung, all that stored up sexual energy coursed through the bat, and the ball took off for parts unknown.

Well, at least to the bleachers, just barely over the fence where a kid with a glove snagged it, held it up and everybody cheered.

Sport’s hero for the day.

Then disaster struck.

In the ninth inning Johnny twisted his ankle on a steal. He came in, sliding, was tagged, and his foot caught the bag and twisted.

Pain was instant, and obvious to everybody in the stadium.

The team doctor trotted out to the base and everybody gathered round, until the umps shooed them away.

The stadium was silent. Johnny was the man, he couldn’t get injured! Not in the middle of his streak! He had hit safely in every game, and…the crowd gasped.

The doctor took his shoe and everybody could see the bright, red toenails.

Johnny swooned, he was so embarrassed.

But when he was finally helped to his feet and hobbled off the field the whole place rose up in a cheer.

But his secret was out.

And it would get worse.

In an Interview the interviewer playfully asked: “Are you planning on getting your fingernails painted? Maybe get some false fingernails?”

Johnny wanted to talk about batting averages, and the plays of the night, but now he turned red and mumbled. “I don’t know.”

The interviewer leaned in and spoke in a serious voice. “Look, Johnny, everybody knows, and everybody has assumed it’s a Bull Durham thing. So is it? Are you trans? Do you have a girlfriend?”

Johnny and Sally had never talked about their relationship, and suddenly he thought about it. “Yeah, I mean, I guess. We don’t talk about it that much, but she helps me get ready for the game. I guess she’s my girlfriend.”

“When does the full make up start?”

Johnny blinked. “Well, we haven’t…I mean…”

The interviewer laughed. She was a good looking woman, and it almost seemed like she was coming on to Johnny now.

“Can we meet your girlfriend? Can we watch you, uh, put on your warpaint, so to speak?”

Johnny hemmed and hawed, mumbled and whispered, but the damage was done.

Sally was waiting when he got back to her house. “So, you want to wear make up.”

Not a question, a statement. She wanted to put make up on him.

“Look, we’ve gone far enough. I—“

But Sally was ready for him. “I talked to the owner, Chuck.”

“What?”

“And he thinks it’s a good idea.”

“No!”

“And I called a couple of the guys on the team, they think it’s a good idea.”

“I don’t!”

“But you’re on a streak. You’ve hit in every game, you’re leading the league in crossing the plate, you even have a dozen homers! You can’t jinx this now!”

The argument went on, and Sally pulled out the big guns. She made phone calls. She invited people over. And the thing turned into a weird party.

A ‘beat down Johnny until he goes femme’ party.

And, in the end, he gave in.

He had to.

He couldn’t resist the peer pressure, what his fans wanted, and, mostly, what Sally wanted.

And so the days went. It was middle summer when Johnny’s adventure began, and by September he had managed to hit in every game, had stolen almost twice the bases he usually stole, and even had eight home runs.

The team rallied around him at every game.

The crowd went wild, and people were wearing more and more lingerie on the outside of their clothes.

Johnny was full femme now. He wore sexy lingerie, and even had a couple of small breast forms. He would freshen up his lipstick and take his at bats, and the streak continued.

In fact, women by the hundreds were lining up outside the stadium before and after the game.

Sometimes it could be brutal. They would try to get pieces of his uniform, ask for locks of his long hair—he wore extensions now—and generally mob him.

Members of the team took to escorting him. Not just for his own safety, but so they could meet some of the women waiting for him.

And most of the guys on the team were also wearing lingerie, and a couple put on lipstick.

Not a full face, like Johnny, but bright, red lips waiting to be kissed.

And they were winning!

Big time!

When Johnny had started wearing lingerie they had been middle of the league, a fifty fifty won loss record.

Now, September 1st on the morrow, they were tied for first. In fact, if they won today’s game they would get into the play offs.

They won.

Three days later they had the first of three play off games.

“You are gorgeous,” said Sally, putting the finishing touches on his make up.

Johnny smiled. He was actually getting over being red-faced all the time, and he enjoyed feeling her work on his face. It was so kinky, and…

“Johnny?”

“Yes?”

“Have you ever thought about making our relationship a little more…permanent?”

He turned to her. “How so?”

“Well, we do this every day, and we’ve grown closer. I know you’re going to be going to the Bigs after this season, and I know that I’ve been a big help to you.”

“You have,” he admitted easily.

“I make you up, keep you clean, take care of you when you get injured. I understand the game of baseball, and that is something that all players need. When they have a girlfriend, that is. I also keep you from wasting yourself on other girls. If it wasn’t for me you’d be going home with somebody new every night, and that would certainly sap your strength.”

He had to admit that was true. He sure wanted to go out and get fucked by one and all, but he knew that was a dangerous path. He risked not just being wasted, but catching a disease or something. Sally kept him on the straight and narrow.

“And you’ve got to admit, your streak started when we started doing this, and…I’m good for you, Johnny.”

“So what kind of a permanent relationship were you thinking of?”

“I want to be your fiancée. I want a ring, and a promise, and…and I want to go with you when you go to the Bigs.”

Johnny thought about it. Everything she said was true. He knew he wouldn’t be going to the majors if it wasn’t for her. Also, he was totally, head over heels in love with her.

She applied his make up, waited. She was pretty sure he would say yes, but there is always the niggle of worry in something like this.

“Yes,” he whispered.

“Oh, Johnny!” She leaped into his arms and kissed him so hard she messed up his make up.

But she didn’t fuck him.

Johnny went to practice and Sally stayed around the house and got herself ready.

The first thing she did, always did, before she went to a game, was to head into the bedroom and get out her vibrator.

She lay on the bed and began diddling her muffin. She rammed and jammed that big, old vibrator. Indeed, she worked so hard the lights dimmed as the vibrator pulled more and more energy.

She slid it up and down and pushed her labia outward.

She slipped it barely into her slit and ran it up and down.

She spent some time on her clit, fingering her nipples as she did.

Then, excited beyond belief, she rammed it to the hilt.

And groaned and gave a little scream and—

“Sally?”

She jerked upright. Johnny was at the door.

“I forgot my glove,” he said.

Sally rolled over and hid her head. “I’m sorry?”

“For what? That’s hot!”

“It is?” She turned back over and stared at him.

“Oh, God, I think I’m leaking!”

“Don’t do that!” she cried out. “You’ve still got a game to play.”

“But..but…”

Sally helped him control himself. She punched him in the groin.

Johnny groaned and hit the floor. His nuts felt instantly swollen. The pain was lanced through him.

Sally hopped off the bed and knelt next to him.

“Are you all right?” she asked.

He nodded, a look of pain on his face, “Thank you,” he whispered.

“You’re welcome. Do you want me to hit you again?”

He shook his head. “I’m good.”

“Oh, thank goodness. I was really scared you were going to cum.”

They looked at the little puddle on the floor. He hadn’t leaked much, but he had leaked.

She looked up at him. This doesn’t mean…”

“I don’t think so. I didn’t have an orgasm, and that’s the main thing.

She helped him up, then helped him find his glove, and supported him as he walked back out to the car.”

“You’re going to be all right?”

“I think so,” he gulped. He was faint, but he was recovering. It had been a hell of a punch, however.

“Okay, I’ll see you at the game.”

He looked at her, nodded, and said, “You should go back to what you’re doing, and…”

“Yes?”

“Let me know if you need help.”

“Oh, I will. Thank you, Johnny.”

They played the Jacksonville Blue Jays, and they lost the first game.

It happened. They hadn’t won all their games, and, that’s the way it goes. But Sally knew what had happened.

“You dripped,” she said after the game. “You dripped your energy out right before the game, and it’s my fault.”

“No, it’s not!” But he sort of thought it was.

“Well, I’ve got a solution. Even though we lost today, you kept your streak going, and…I’m going to make sure you hit safely tomorrow and the next day. We’re going to win!”

“How are you going to do that?”

“Never mind. You go home, and I’ll be in tonight. I’ve got to go buy something.”

Johnny went home. He was full en femme all the time now. Fans expected to see him en femme, and he knew it was important to keep the fans happy.

At home he stayed dressed up. He fixed a little dinner, caught the news, and waited.

At 10 o’clock Sally came home. She was grinning as she entered the house, and she was holding a little box.

“Was this?” he asked.

“Open it and find out,” and she tossed it to him.

He opened the box and took out a weird thing that was shaped like a cock.

“What is it?”

“It’s a chastity tube. When you wear that you won’t be able to cum, and you’re going to be so great!”

“I…really?”

He contemplated the tube. It was shaped like his dick, had a ring to around his package, and there was an inset locking mechanism.

“How do I put it on?”

“First, you need to get rid of that hog you call a penis.”

He looked down at his groin, felt the surging of Mr. Happy inside his panties.

“I don’t think I can.”

But he could. It took an hour. He took a cold shower. He packed his cock in ice, he sandwiched it in frozen peas, and, finally, unable to stand the arctic weather, his dick was small enough that he could put the chastity tube on.

Finally, he stood up and was chastised. His cock immediately began wiggling and squirming and pressing out on the cage, but it was a good fit. Not uncomfortable at all.

He looked at Sally and she grinned.

And so did he.

But it took some getting used to.

He was used to having his cock all bent up and painful, jammed into  panties or even a gaff.

This wasn’t painful in the same way, but it was more painful in another way. The horniness, already at a fever pitch, rose to a sharp spike.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed after a few minutes of being encased.

“Pretty cool, eh?”

“Yeah,” and it was, but…oh, man!

They were down one, but the addition of the chastity tube seemed to do the trick. They won the second game easily.

And Johnny was knocking the horsehide off the ball! He got a walk and two singles and a strike out. And he also stole four bases!

And the fans, decked out in their finest lingerie, cheered to the skies.

The news cameras went for the close up of his made up face when he went to bat, and the story was going national.

Speaking of which, the other teams were at dismissive of his tactics. They called the Hornets names, referred to them as trannies and shemales and perverts and called them cocksuckers and buttfuckers and just about everything else that is considered offensive.

Which made the team laugh.

Winners can always laugh.

The third game started and it was red hot.

Hitters hit, runners ran, and the crowd screamed until they were hoarse.

Johnny hit a double, walked, struck out, and walked. It was the ninth inning and the score was tied.

Then the hornets filled the bases, and Johnny came to bat.

It is every boy’s dream to hit a grand slam and win the world series, and this was close.

Johnny, however, was seasoned enough to want, but not let the desire control him.

He stepped up to the plate and crowded it and got a ball. Then a strike, a swing and a miss, another ball, and then the catcher made a mistake. Johnny was crowding the plate and the catcher wanted him brushed back.

Not a bean ball, just a close pitch that would make him respect the pitcher.

The pitcher wound up, his arm flashed forward, and the ball became a white dot speeding directly towards Johnny!

Johnny tried to get back, but it’s hard to move in certain directions when one is sinking, twisting, trying not to break the wrists, and…CRACK!

The ball hit Johnny right in the groin.

The sound was right up there with a groin protector being hit by a hammer, but it wasn’t the groin protector that was getting hit. It was his chastity tube.

The ball struck the tube squarely. It was traveling at 95 miles per hour, which resulted in 4,000 pounds of force.

The plastic cracked in the center seam, which robbed the impact of some force, and thankfully the tube didn’t break into shards.

The force drove the edges of the chastity tube, and the ring, back, and it felt like somebody was taking an apple corer to Johnny’s package.

A pain so sharp that he didn’t say ow, or otherwise react. He just dropped.

The pitch walked him, which walked a runner in, and the Hornets won the game.

The pitch also sent Johnny to the hospital.

Johnny awoke and felt great. Of course, he was on so many drugs his blood could have been used to drug a horse.

“Hello?” he said brightly, not really understanding what had happened.

Then he remembered. And just the memory of the sharp pain was enough to sober him in spite of all drugs.

Sally was at his bedside and she hugged him and cried. “Oh, Johnny!”

“Am I all right?” he asked. He was so drugged he didn’t even feel horny.

“Oh, Johnny, they had to give you an orchiectomy.”

“Oh, good.”

“You don’t understand! They cut off your balls!” she wailed.

Time froze so hard it could have been ice cubes.

And, a minute later, after the magnitude of his disaster had traveled through his cranium and dropped out the other side, Johnny said, “Oh.”

“But don’t worry,” sobbed Sally, holding on to him. “I’ll stay with you. You can still play baseball, and I don’t mind having to use a vibrator, and…and…”

“And what?”

“There’s always anal sex!”


Epilogue

Johnny lost his testicles, but that just seemed to enhance his baseball abilities. After all, he wasn’t going to cum ever again. At least, not have a penis orgasm.

Anal orgasms were another matter. Sally used a strap on and they discovered how he could have something called a ‘prostate orgasm,’ or a ‘sissygasm.’ He found he actually enjoyed that more than penis orgasms. With penile orgasms he would squirt, and that was it. With anal orgasms he would orgasm for five and even ten minutes, lost in a revery of intense sensation.

And then he could orgasm again. And again. And again.

He could still use his penis, of course, and he gave Sally many endless nights of pleasure. Endless because he coulnd’t squirt, and that meant no orgasm, and he would fuck and never have relief. Just grow more desperate and Sally would receive all the benefits of that situation.

He was called up to the Big Leagues that fall, and they moved to New York, where he became a regular in the Yankee line up.

To this day he wears lingerie under his uniform. As do all the other players. And many of them have breast implants which they keep bound up during the game. Sometimes it’s hard to run the bases with your boobs waggling side to side.

In fact, when you go to virtually any baseball game anywhere in the country, you can be sure that the players are wearing panties, nylons, bras, and whatever other kind of lingerie they can come up with.

And the better the baseball player the more fancy the lingerie. Of that you can be certain.

END


A Note from the Author!

I hope you liked this little tale.

Please take a moment to rate me five stars.

That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!
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A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!

GO TO:

21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?
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each bundle has

15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!

GO TO:

The Best of Grace Mansfield


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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THE classic of feminization.

Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it.

Sissy Ride: The Book!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!

The Long, Hot Feminization!


FULL LENGTH BOOKS!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…
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The Long, Hot Feminization!

Changed from a boy into a girl for a summer!

PART ONE

The lady who moved in next door was a fox. I mean, she had large jugs. Gallon jugs. And the nipples were always erect. First time I met her I was carrying in the groceries for my mom and she got to talking with Mrs. Amanda. Nancy Amanda, that was her name.

I sidled up, I had seen her from a distance and wanted to get closer and check out the babe factor.

So I trucked the groceries in, then walked over to where Mrs. Amanda and my mother were talking.

Crap! Talk about a babe factor! Her nipples were poking right through her sweater! Big boobs, and she was excited. I mean, it wasn’t just the cold, right? Because she was wearing a sweater!

“This is Johnny. Johnny, this is our neighbor Mrs. Amanda.”

I clicked my eyes up real quick, but I could see a twinkle in Nancy’s eye that told me she had caught me checking her out.

“Hi, uh, Mrs. Amanda.”

“Hi, Johnny. Good to meet you. But please call me Nancy.” She offered a hand and I took it. It was warm, and her eyes were scintillating. Green. Wise. Her lips were red, and moist. And I had to be careful because this close, feeling her flesh, I was in boner city.

I mean, I’m healthy. 19 years old. Home from college for the summer, and no girl friend.

And no girl friend meant I was horny.

She let go of my hand, having conquered my heart, and continued her conversation with my mother. And I slunk back into the house.

Man. What a babe. What a knock out. I was in love.

Okay, I wasn’t in love, but I sure was in lust.

But, being just 19, I knew I didn’t have a chance with such a choice chick. She was about 30, a MILF if ever there was one, and…you read about MILFs going wild, but that’s just stories. Doesn’t happen in real life.

So I mowed the lawn, then spent the afternoon swimming.

I heard music coming from Nancy’s house, then I heard water splashing. She had a pool, too, and I smiled.

I went to the hedge separating our houses and peeked through.

Oh, man. She was naked. Like, not a stitch. And she was swimming back and forth. Climbing out and diving in, then swimming back and forth. A couple of times she went off the board, her boobs just flew  up and down. Then she stopped, and I figured that it was because big boobs like hers probably hurt when they bounced like that.

I watched for a while, and I stroked myself, and I kept getting right to the edge, then backing off.

I like sex, but I like good sex.

If you jack off all the time it just turns into a spurt.

But if you edge yourself for a few hours, man, the sex turns so fucking hot you are about die!

So I watched her, and I dreamed. I studied her hairless snatch, and I dreamed of putting my penis in it. I watched her bounce, and I wanted to catch those big boobs in my hands and suck them. I stared at how firm and round her buns were, and my cock was so hard it was aching. But I just kept jacking and jacking, backing off, then jacking and jacking, and backing off.

Finally, Mom was due home, so I took a final dip, then went into the house.

Upstairs, and I began stroking. The final countdown. My hand slithered up and down, I was close. I squeezed my balls, I played with my nipples, and just before I was about to cum—

“Johnny? Could you come help me?”

Oh, fuck! “Yes, Mom.” but, in a way I liked it. To be so close and then denied, and not just from my own discipline, but by my mother…it raised the experience to even higher levels.

She had some boxes for me to bring in, so I did, and then I had a Pepsi and we talked for a while, and I was in heaven. My cock was just roasting. I wanted to cum so badly.

But I was also down from the high point I had been at. The break I had just taken had made me not so desperate, and I decided to just enjoy the peak and start all over again tomorrow. I could watch Nancy in her pool, stroke myself higher than I had ever been, and the cum…man, the cum was going to be a supernova!

So I slept, my big boner pressed up against my belly, or straight up in the air, or every which way it wanted, and I woke up in the morning feeling hornier than I had ever felt in my life.

The day began wonderfully. Big breakfast, a quick run around the block, and my blood was pumping. Fuck, yeah!

Then I hopped in the pool, swam a few laps and just floated for a while, and then I heard the sound of somebody splashing over the hedge. I tip toed to the spot I used and peered through the bushes.

Naked. Lush. Breasts like white mounds, creamy skin. Nipples stiff and proud. Man, I was mesmerized.

I took out my penis and began stroking. Right to the edge, and stopped. Right to the edge and stopped. Man, when I came it was going to be truly stupendous!

On the other side of the hedge Nancy swam a few laps, did some yoga, and then lay down on her lounge. And picked up her phone.

Oh, darn. She was probably going to call some guy. Geez. I’d give my left nut to be that guy.

I watched, my heart sinking, and suddenly…Doot da Doot Doot! Doot da Doot Doot!

It was my cell phone! Right in my pocket!

Nancy looked across the pool, right at me!

I scrambled back. She couldn’t have seen me. No way!

I sprinted across the yard and answered the phone.

“Hello?”

“Hi, Johnny. This is your neighbor, Nancy.”

“Hi, Nancy!” I was still stroking my dick. Through all of that I hadn’t let go, and I was almost ready to spurt. I squeezed my cock, hard, to stop the orgasm. Just in time. My legs were shivering and my head was light, but I stopped it.

“Are you okay? You sound a little out of breath.”

“No. I mean, I’m okay. I was just running.”

“I know. I heard your phone.”

Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck!

“But that’s not what I wanted to talk to you about.” Sigh of relief.

“Your mother gave me your number and said you might be willing to do a little donkeywork. It’s easy, and I pay well.”

“Well, uh, yeah. Sure. I let go of my cock and a single bead of sperm dribbled out.

“Okay, then. After lunch?”

“Sure.”

“I’ll see you then.”

“Okay.”

She hung up and I almost fell over. I had almost been caught jacking off. Well, she knew I had been running, but…maybe she didn’t know what I was doing.

Anyway, I was going to be hanging with her this afternoon, and that was sweet.

I thought about going up and finishing myself off, but, again, I wanted to wait just a little bit longer. I wanted to be just a little bit hornier. It’s sort of a game with me, seeing how horny I can get, and right now I was getting as close to as horny as I had ever been. So I managed to hold myself off.

After lunch I sauntered over to her house and knocked on the door. I was carrying a spare change of clothes she had told me to bring. The load in my testicles was heavy and my cock was ultra sensitive.

If anything, she was more sexy. She was wearing a thin sweatshirt cut off at the waist. Emblazoned in an arching script over her sizable boobs was the phrase ‘Pink Power!’

Oh, God! Sproing. Damn it! I had just gotten it under control. I should have finished whacking off before I came over.

“Hi, Johnny,” she opened the door and I tried desperately not to stare at her tits. But…her lips were plump and curved and full and…I gulped. “Hey, Nancy.”

She led me through the house, and with her not looking at me I stared right at her sexy ass. Round. A bubble of sex, and a thin waist.

She turned her head and I gulped again and got my eyes up in time. I think. “I can’t thank you enough for helping me. But I warn you, it might get a little dirty.”

“Hey, dirt is my middle name.” Oh, God, that was a stupid thing to say.

But she laughed and told me to put my spare clothes on a kitchen chair and opened the door to the basement. She led me downstairs and I looked at ‘The Mess.’ That’s what I called it, and deservedly.

It was a long room filled with a 100 years of debris.

“I bought this place as is, but I really didn’t expect to find a century worth of storage in it.”

“Wow.” I stared at the tons of boxes and old furniture and stuff.

“There might be something of value down here. An antique or four, and what we’ve got to do is go through it all. We sort, carry it upstairs—and you can see that there are some heavy things that I won’t be able to carry—and clean this place out.”

“You know there’s more than a day’s work here. It’s gonna take a week, maybe more.”

She stepped closer to me, placed her palm on my forearm, and I almost swooned. Those green eyes staring right up into mine. 
“I know. Your mother said you were off for the summer. Is this too much?”

“No, no.” I quickly said. “It’s just…I wanted you to be aware.”

She grinned ruefully, her palm was making my whole body sweat. “I’m aware.”

I hope she was aware of what she was doing to my sexual apparatus.

“Okay.”

She took her hand off me then, and I immediately missed it. “Okay, then. Shall we start?”

We started, and that was the messiest basement I have ever seen in my life.

First, there were the cobwebs.

“I set off some bug bombs, but now we have to get rid of the spider domiciles.”

Domicile. That was the word for it. Giant cathedrals of delicate web.

We took brooms and went crazy. We started at the end and moved back towards the stairs. By the time we reached the stairs we were both dusty and dirty and sweating. But the basement had had its first sweeping, and there wasn't a glimpse of a ‘spider domicile’ in the place. Of course, there would be lots of bugs and stuff inside the mess of stuff, but we had taken a major chunk out and couldn’t move around more freely.

“Okay,” she said, “Come with me.”

We went up the stairs, me staring at her ass, of course, and jumped in the pool. And that about killed me.

She took off her clothes and jumped in.

I stared, my mouth open.

“Come on, Johnny. Don’t be shy.”

“But I’ve got…I’ve…”

“A boner. I know. And I don’t care. I’ve seen a boner or two in my lifetime, and they don’t scare me. And I know my nakedness doesn’t scare you because you were watching me yesterday.” She laughed and did a backstroke.

Oh, crap. She had seen me. But between her laughter and the truth, I did it. I stripped and jumped in, and it was weird jumping into the water with a big erection. Oh, I’ve done that before, but it was an erection that she was grinning at.

We swam in a circle or two, then she climbed out.

I followed her, and was red-faced, and we dried off with a couple of fluffy towels. Then I got into my spare clothes, and she got into hers. And she was even sexier. A short skirt and a flannel shirt. A flannel shirt which, I might add, she kept unbuttoned. Yep, I had a perfect view of her big, bra encased boobs.

We descended the stairs and she said, “I hope you don’t mind my Bohemian ways. I’ve never been embarrassed by my body.”

I risked, “Hey, I’m getting a thrill.”

She laughed, patted my cheek, and we turned back to ‘The Mess.’

Sans dirt and spiderwebs it was still a mess. “Guess we should start at this end this time,” she sighed.

‘This end’ was mostly boxes, and we opened up one and started going through it. It was books, and some of them might have been worth something, but they had been ruined by water.

“Good stuff goes in the garage. Bad stuff on the driveway.”

“This is bad stuff,” I said, hoisting the box, and I headed for the stairs.

And that was the way it went for an hour. Box after box. Sometimes I had a break while she sorted and selected various books, sometimes I was humping up and down the stairs.

After an hour we took another swim break, and this time I didn’t hesitate to strip and jump in.

Nancy giggled. “Don’t you have a girlfriend or something?” I turned red and she laughed. “Now I’ve gone and embarrassed you.”

We swam in circles, then hopped out and got into our original clothes, which we had left in the sun and were now dry.

We had a Pepsi, sitting by the pool, and I looked over to where I had been peeping.

“It’s all right if you look at me through the hedge.”

Man. The red-faced thing again.

But she said, “I consider it a compliment that a healthy, young stud like you finds me worth looking at.

“Oh, you’re worth looking at,” I blurted.

She laughed, placed a hand on my arm said, “You’re sweet.”

On one hand, I was proud and preening, she liked me, her hand was like electricity on my flesh. On the other hand, I sure would like to be more than ‘sweet.’ And, if there was a third hand, it would have been in my pants stroking like mad.

Heck. I hadn’t cum for a few of days, and I had been edged to a fare thee well for the last two days.

“Well, shall we proceed,” She smiled at me.

Now, I should say this right out front, she was a woman who liked to tease. And this first day was the introduction. She would catch me staring at her boobs and she would wink. In the pool she would see the lust in my eyes and she would stretch, arch her back and present her boobs, then chuckle at the dumfounded look on my face.

But that was about as far as it would have gone, except for the nail.

On the third day, a third of the way through the basement, I was moving a table out from a wall, I bent and pushed, and…ri-i-ip!

A nail took out my pants. I mean, really took them out. The material was separate across one thigh and half my shorts were just sort of hanging there.

“Oh, crap,” I said.

Nancy, looked, then gasped. “You’re bleeding!”

I was. It wasn’t deep, but it was nasty looking.

“Come with me.”

“It’s nothing.”

“It’s something. Now get your ass in gear.”

She led the way up the stairs, through the house and up to the second floor.

In her bathroom she took out some peroxide and cotton and a bandage.

“Lose the shorts. Sit on the edge of the counter.”

I kicked off the shorts and sat on the sink, and…I had a boner.

Well, she knew that.

But there is a difference between swimming in a pool and being a dozen feet away, and being…inches apart.

She turned and looked down, and stopped. “Fuck,” she whispered. Then she put her hands on my flesh, made me turn slightly to the right. My cock was right there, inches from her hands as she dabbed at the cut with peroxide.

“Sorry,” I said.

She glanced up at me. “You’re sorry?” She sounded sad.

My cock was shivering, and I could feel her breath on it, as she dressed the wound.

She straightened up, and we were a foot apart, her breasts almost touching my chest. “I’m the one that’s sorry, Johnny.”

“Huh?”

“When my husband died I thought it was the end of the world, and I vowed never to touch another cock. Isn’t that stupid? But then I move in here and I see you. And you’re so young and healthy and full of life. You remind me of all the good things, and I made a promise to myself.”

There wasn’t much I could say, so I listened.

“But I’m going to ask you for something.” She took a breath, actually gulped a little, then: “Don’t masturbate.”

“I…”

“I know, you’re going to say you don’t masturbate. but every boy, every man…” she placed a red tipped hand on my chest. “every man jacks off. So don’t tell me you don’t.”

I could have just said yea or nay, but I had to explain. “I try not to. I try to hold it in, but…every once in a while.” I shrugged.

She stared at me. “How long has it been since you masturbated.”

“Only five days.”

“How long between masturbations?”

“Usually a couple of weeks. A couple of times I held out for three weeks, but…you know…it’s hard.”

She smiled, inches from me, and she reached down and placed her hand on my cock. She was kissing distance away, and we felt the heat, but her hand on my chest kept me from moving in.

“Let’s see how long we can go. Don’t jack off. And I’ll try to help you. Let’s see if you can last a summer.”

“What…what about you?”

“Me, too. In a weird way, this will help me. Every day will be a trial, but if you can hold out, then so can I.”

Then she said the clincher. “We’ll be good for each other, Johnny.”

I nodded, was afraid to say something. Afraid she would take her hand off my cock.

She leaned forward then, yet kept her hand on my chest. She hesitated, then she touched her lips to mine. Soft, warm, but it was just a peck. A peck between friends.

Then she backed off and said, “Let’s get you into some clothes and get back to work.”

“I’ve got my spare clothes out back.”

“But they’re still wet. Just wait a moment, I have something I think you’ll like.”

She darted into her closet and rummaged, and I stood in the bathroom door and looked around her bedroom. She wasn’t a messy lady, but she had a couple of bras hanging over the end of her bed. I had seen nylons hanging from the shower rod. In addition she had a hamper with panties in it, and her table full of make up. I could smell the sweet scent of her make up.

She looked out of the closet and said, “Close your eyes, Johnny. I’m going to dress you. It will be a surprise.”

I closed my eyes and she giggled as she crossed the room.

“Put your hand here for balance and lift your right foot.”

I followed her directions and I felt her slip an article of clothing up my leg, then the other leg. I thought it was shorts or something, but she kept pulling, and I felt the material pull on my crotch and go right up my body, then she was pulling material, like a shirt, over my shoulders.

“Okay. Open eyes.”

I did, and I gasped. I was in a one piece garment, and it was pink. A combination shorts and shirt, and I think they call it a ‘onesy.’ but…pink?

And to make matters worse, my cock was sticking out the bottom, down one leg. It was pink, and sexy, and obscene.

She laughed and pulled me to a mirror. “Look, isn’t it cute?”

My cock was straining, and the garment was just barely too small. It was too big for her, and not quite big enough for me, and I stretched it. but it was a stretchy material so there wasn’t much danger of me breaking it.

She placed her hand on my cock and we stood and stared at the mirror.

“Oh, fuck,” I whimpered.

“Sorry,” she said, and removed her hand. But I wasn’t sorry, and I was sure she wasn’t.

“I…I can’t wear—“

“Of course you can. It was my husband’s, and it just sits there.”

Her husband wore pink? I had images of them doing things with him in a pink onesy, and I swear, I almost came on the spot. If she had touched me I think I would have.

“Now, come on. Let’s get back to work.” She grabbed my hand and led me back downstairs.

More boxes. then some furniture, and I could feel my cock straining with every step, every bend, every twist.

She kept looking at me and giggling, and a couple of times she ‘accidentally’ turned and bumped my crotch with her hand.

After an hour we took another break. We undressed and jumped in the pool and just swam around. The dressing on my cut was okay, and my cock felt the water passing over it, then we were standing in the shallow end, facing each other, breathing hard.

She grabbed my cock and pulled me towards her.

I made a sound back in my throat, a beggary type of sound, then she was kissing me. No simple peck this time. Now a full lipped, grinding of our mouths.

She pulled back, then buried her head against my shoulder. “Are you close, Johnny?”

“Oh, yes.”

She stopped stroking me. “Can I just hold it?”

“No.”

She let go and I made a whining sound.

Suddenly she reached up and put her hands around my neck and pulled me down. “Suck me, Johnny. Feel my tits.”

My mouth found a nipple and I squeezed her breasts, one boob in each hand.

“Oh, God!” She groaned. After a minute she pushed me away. Turned and used her arms and walked as quickly as she could out of the pool. Her shoulders were shaking.

I followed her, caught her just inside the sliding window of her house. “Are you okay?”

She was crying, and she turned and pressed against me. My cock poked against her juncture, and her breasts were hot and heavy against my chest. I held her and her shoulders shook.

“Go home, Johnny. We’re done for the day.”

She turned and ran upstairs.

I went out to the pool area and put on my clothes. When I went through her house I paused, I wanted to say something, but…I didn’t think she wanted me to say anything.

I went to the front door and walked home.

That night was a trial. On one hand I have never been so hard and horny. I was actually leaking, my cock was weeping pre-cum, and it was all I could do not to take it in hand and do the deed.

On the other hand, I was confused. Why was Nancy crying? Why did she run off like that?

“You’re silent tonight,” my mother observed over a plate of spaghetti.

I forced a smile. “Just moving some heavy stuff today.”

“Well, it’s nice of you to help Nancy.”

I think she was prying, but didn’t want to appear nosy.

I grinned. “We’re just cleaning out the basement, lots of dirt and dust, but…it’s actually sort of fun.”

“Fun?”

“Boxes full of last century.”

“Ah, yes,” she smiled. “Old fart stuff.”

“Yes,” I said with a straight face. “Almost as old as you.”

Mom’s face opened up and she laughed. “you brat!”

“Well, maybe not that old.”

“No ice cream for you!”

But she did give me ice cream, and everything was fine.

Until I went upstairs to go to bed.

I stood at the window and stared at Nancy’s house. She was a beautiful woman, and I was besotted. But it was for a summer. And nothing was going to happen except teasing.

That was the worst moment. I had been wanting to grab old faithful and spank him to a frothy squirt, but…but I had promised.

Well, I hadn’t promised, but my silent acceptance of her terms…it was a promise.

Finally, the moon shining down on the waters of her swimming pool and creating another moon, I stripped and went to bed.

I showed up bright and early, and she was ready for me. No sign of the tears, only happiness, and she opened the door and I walked in.

“Johnny. Will you wear the onesy again?”

Blink. I had brought over a spare pair of clothes, but apparently I wouldn’t need them. “Sure.”

“I’ve got some other stuff you might consider wearing, too.”

“Oh, okay.”

But she didn’t say anything, just smiled, and handed me the pink onesy.

I stripped and put it on, and she watched my cock with appreciation. “When you’re young it never ends,” she whispered.

We went downstairs and went to work. There was a table, in pieces, that I had to lug up the stairs. It was heavy oak, and it took me a while.

Then there were three old TVs. And a bunch of paintings.

“Did you know the old lady who lived here?”

“Oh, yeah. Mrs. Grandie. She baked cookies when I was a kid. A lot of cookies.”

I had the feeling that Nancy wanted to say more, but we just kept working.

But I could feel her thinking.

She was crying, then happy, then thinking. She was a woman with depth, and that was good. I had had girlfriends, and I appreciated a MILF. I liked intelligent conversation and sexual nuances with no drawbacks.

I spent an hour taking lamps and broken boards up to the garage, and we were at the halfway mark. It was about ten thirty, and time for another swim break.

We went up the stairs and jumped into the pool.

“Man, that basement is hot. I thought under houses was supposed to be cool.”

“Normally it is, but we’re working…”

We swam in circles, and I could tell she was still thinking.

“I know I’m a little young, but if you want to talk about anything…”

She stopped, and stared at me. “You are so not young. You are as mature as any man I have ever known.”

I didn’t say anything, and she studied me, then she said, “Come with me.”

She got out of the pool and pointed at a lounge. “Sit down here.”

I sat, my cock pointing towards the sky, and she went into the house. She was out a minute later, carrying two frosty drinks.

“I know you drink beer. Will your mother mind a little bourbon?”

“She’s cool. She knows I don’t drink to excess.”

Nancy nodded, handed me a glass and sat down on the lounge…with me.

It was a wide lounge, but our bodies were pressed together, and she snuggled around until she was cuddled in my arms. She sipped, and I sipped.

“It’s called a Coke High.”

“Bourbon and Coke. And it’s good bourbon.”

I could feel her grin, then she sobered up, sipped a bit, and began talking.

“Once upon a time there was a wide-eyed girl. Very innocent, and she fell in love with a man a couple of years older than her. Eventually, they married, but on the night before their wedding he made a confession. ‘My dear, there is something you should know about me before we go through with this.’

“‘What’s that?’ I asked.

“‘I wear women’s underwear.’

“Now, this woman was not upset, maybe a little weirded out, but not upset, and she said, ‘Prove it.’

“So the man did.

“And they got married, and she entered into a fairytale existence. She loved the man with all her heart, and she looked forward to dressing him up every day. He would wear bras and nylons. He would put on make up. He was a handsome man with a kind face, a gentle face, and he looked just like a woman when he was all fixed up.

“Outside of the house he was a man. A take charge kind of guy, he owned a couple of companies and ran them like Captain Bligh ran ‘The Bounty.’ But once home, once in the arms of his loving wife, he explored his gentle side.

“And the man and the woman lived together for a few years, and life was about as good as it could get.”

She paused. She had been drinking while talking, and she put her empty glass down. I sucked my drink down and placed my glass to the side.

She said, “Then he died. Just…died.” her voice broke. “And the woman was ejected from the fairytale, and no matter what she did…life was just not the same.”

She began sobbing. She turned into me, cried against my chest, and I held her. I could feel her tears running down my chest and sliding to the side on my abdomen. She cried and cried and there was nothing I could do but hold her.

Finally, a long while later, she stopped crying. She just lay against me, breathing, her face against my chest. Then she turned the rest of the way and sat on me. My cock was hard and stiff and ran up her backside. Right between her buns, but no entry.

She wiped her eyes, and she looked…different. She laughed, and sniffed, and she leaned her elbows on my chest. Her green eyes were inches form mine, her breath was fresh on my mouth.

“Johnny. Can I ask you…to do something? It’s okay if you don’t want to. But…but I need this. Can I ask you?”

I felt like I was saying the words of ancient play, written long ago and just now come to mind.

“Sure.”

“Can I dress you up? Like I used to dress my husband up? It’s okay if you say no. We’ll just keep cleaning the basement.”

Dress me up. The onesy. Pink. Everything coming together in my mind.

Sure, we could keep cleaning the basement, but it wouldn’t be the same. Our relationship would be altered, and I would be moving junk instead of playing with a beautiful, vivacious woman. So there really wasn't much choice.

“Okay.”

And she kissed me. And kissed me. And kissed me.

And my cock got harder. And harder. And harder.
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