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Susan wasn’t really a connoisseur of massages and beauty treatments, she’d never actually had a massage in her whole life, but this place was recommended to her so strongly by her best friend she simply couldn’t ignore it.

The building looked quaint but it was nothing special looking. It just looked like any countryside spa, or what she’d imagined one would look like. A mixture of stone and wood that was aesthetically pleasing on the eye and already left you feeling calmed and relaxed.

The inside kept up the same rural theme, the floor being polished wood which wasn’t in any danger of causing splinters with the front counter being carved the same way.

Behind the counter sat a very attractive, young, buxom female. Her blonde hair was tied up into a small bun which didn’t hinder the sight of her features; she could have been a model, and that wasn’t even looking at the body. Her white top was unbuttoned down to the midway point and was showing plenty of cleavage, it was enough to get lost in. Susan couldn’t believe that they could possibly be natural, they were huge.

The woman looked up from her magazine with a wide smile of those painted, red, lips.

“Hi and welcome to The All-Natural Spa. What can I do you today?”

Susan fished around in her pockets for the note she’d made. This place had been recommended strongly by her friend through a phone call just a few days ago. Susan hadn’t heard her talk so enthusiastically about anything, well, ever!

‘You have to try this spa treatment,’ she just kept on repeating over and over until Susan eventually buckled and agreed to go down there.

Massages really weren’t Susan’s thing. She always had a low opinion of her own body and didn’t really want strangers to be looking at it or touching it. While she would never describe herself as ugly she would never be so bold to call herself good looking. Her face was bland, plain and simple.

Her body was where her real mental block began. She had a small frame that almost looked boyish. In terms of chest and ass there was very little to talk about, she was almost flat in both departments. After cutting her hair when she was younger and being mistaken for a boy far too much she’d made a point of always having long hair ever since.

It was this self-loathing mindset which had kept Susan away from any sort of love interest for a long time now. She was getting close to the big three and zero and hadn’t actually had a boyfriend since before she turned the smaller two and zero.

A lot of the claims Susan was given about this place is how it would help to improve her confidence, her self image and that it would guarantee her a lot more action with the men. The stories she was told were enough to make her blush.

Susan managed to find the paper in her pocket, unfolding it to read off the specific spa treatment that she was told to order.

“Erm yes, my friend told me I should get the Natural Lady Special. Did I get that right?”

“Yes miss. That’s one of our most popular treatments. If you go to the end of that hall and knock on the door then I’m sure our chief masseur will see you.”

She was relieved that she at least hadn’t made a fool out of herself already. The directions were quite clear. There was only actually one hallway for her to head down so there was no danger of taking a wrong turn, Susan walking down the long corridor until she came to the door at the end. It didn’t look any different to any of the other doors she passed but it had to be the one.

A swift knock and a few moments wait was all it needed until there was an answer, the door being opened up by a tall, handsome man. He had a full head of dark hair and was dressed in a similar, if not buttoned up, top similar to that the lady on the front desk was wearing. Must have been the uniform.

“Hello? You my next client?” he asked in a husky voice.

Susan gulped, nodding her head as she looked up at the man. He must have been over a foot taller than her small, barely five foot body.

“Yes, I’m here for the Natural Lady Special.”

“Ah, well you’ve came to the right place. Come on in, come in and we’ll get started.”

“Are you the masseur?” she asked as she followed his lead into the room.

Unlike the mostly wooden surfaces that she had been greeted with in the main building this room was more conventional in design. The walls were all painted in a deep, crimson colour, illuminated by a collection of candles which decorated every corner of the room and everything inbetween. It almost looked romantic.

“That’s me. I hope you’re okay with a male masseur.”

It was making her more nervous. She just naturally presumed, because she was a woman, it’d be another woman who would be giving her the massage. But letting a handsome, fit, man like him do the job? She couldn’t believe she’d be handing her body over to someone like that.

“It’s fine I just, wasn’t thinking.”

A light chuckle poured out of his lips, “Don’t worry about it. I get that a lot. Don’t worry I’m the best masseur we’ve got here. You’re in safe hands. You will need to get changed though if you step on behind this screen.”

There wasn’t even a changing room. It was just a dark, wooden, screen off to one side of the room.

“Will I have to be… you know, naked?”

“Not if you don’t want to be. There is already a change of outfit provided for you.”

That made her feel a little bit better. At least she would be able to keep things hidden, or so she thought. That illusion was shattered when she walked on behind the screen and caught a glimpse of the outfit she was expected to wear. It was a tiny, white, bikini.

“Is this all?” her voice quivered out from behind the safety of the screen.

“Sorry it’s the best we can do. If we covered you up anymore I wouldn’t be able to do my job properly.”

That did make sense. After all his job was to massage her body. If she was covering her entire body up he wouldn’t actually be able to massage anywhere. Still she wishes they could have given her a bit more coverage. While the outfit would hide all of the important bits it wouldn’t hide much more than that.

The front of the bikini top was two small, white, fabric triangles which barely did the job of hiding her areolas and let the rest of her tiny chest remain openly revealed.

The bikini bottoms were more low cut than she imagined they’d be. They didn’t even cover all of her ass, her flat behind threatening to pop out of the top, while her pubic bush was clearly displayed. It might have only been a slight strip of hairs but if she knew she’d be wearing such unflattering bottoms she’d have made sure to shave it all off the night before.

“Almost done?” the masseur called over to her as she took her time coming back out from behind the screen.

“J-just a minute.”

She’d had to prepare herself mentally to actually step into the bikini, stepping out in it was going to take another dose of willpower.

With her legs quivering the curve-less brunette came creeping her way from behind the screen, back into the main portion of the room. The masseur was waiting for her beside the spa table right in the middle of the room. Despite being a table of sorts it was padded and cushioned closer to a bed, and she would be lying on it very soon.

“Please, hop on,” he said as he patted his hand across the surface of the table.

“R-right away!”

She was so nervous, especially about wearing the tiny bikini in front of this hot male, it was making her stutter her words and leading to her voice cracking as it flowed out.

“Wait a minute,” he interrupted just as she was about to climb onto the bed.

“D-did I do something wrong?” she asked nervously, he confidence already teetering.

“It’s nothing serious, don’t worry” He pointed towards the ponytail she was using to keep her brown hair held up, “With this massage we start with your hair so it’d be better if you could take that out now.”

Lifting her arms in this current outfit felt unusual. It was the fact that she feared any sudden movement would send her top bursting off and her chest completely exposed. Size didn't matter when it came to embarrassment.

“I’ve never heard of a massage for the hair before.”

“Well it’s actually closer to washing it, like a hair salon. Most masseurs don’t give the scalp any attention despite the fact it can trap in so much stress. It’ll help sooth you into the experience. Actually I don’t think I’ve even introduced myself yet, and I expect you to be comfortable.” He reached down and cupped her hand in his own, reaching down to kiss along the back, “I’m Augustus.”

Susan giggled like a teenager when his lips sealed the kiss in place. She hadn’t been given a treat like that in a very long time.

With her cheeks blushed and a flutter in her stomach she replied, “I’m Susan. Please look after me.”

“Okay Susan then I need you to hop up here on your back, head resting here.”

It was fairly easy to follow. She pushed herself up onto the padded table and shifted herself down onto her back, head resting down into the padded neck and head brace which gave her some comfortable support to lean down onto.

“Like this?”

“Perfect. Now as I said first I’ll start by washing the scalp.”

“Do I have to do anything?”

“All that you need to do Susan is relax.”

He pressed a button on a music player up on one of the shelves, filling the air up with a low, soothing, breezy sound. It was like the noise of the ocean against the shore was being channeled directly into the small room.

His hands brushed through her hair, collecting it back to let it hang down over the edge of the bench before momentarily leaving her be, returning once more covered in a thick, lather, applying the shampoo down her locks.

Susan closed her eyes and began to breath in and out, attempting to match the flows of the music as his hands worked over every hair on her head and fingers massaged the scalp. He was right when he said it’d help sooth her in, she was feeling so very relaxed having her hair tended to.

While the actions felt similar to having her hair washed at a salon the entire experience just felt completely different. There was not that same, chatty atmosphere which a salon often had. This was a place of total relaxation. She felt calm, happy and relaxed as her hair was submerged into the water bowl below and washed of all that soapy product which was clinging to her.

“Now that I’ve soothed you in I’m going to apply a special moisturizer to your face. It’s designed to really bring out the radiance of your skin.”

“Is this usual?” she asked from below her rolling breaths.

“Here it is. Just leave everything to me and don’t concern yourself about a thing. I’m a professional, you can leave everything in my hands.”

She let herself slip back down in relaxation. He was right, he was the chief masseur, he knew exactly what he was doing.

His fingers began to slowly stroke along her face, applying a warm cream directly into her skin. He may have had large, strong, hands but his touch was soft and gentle and soothed over the skin. He’d clearly done this time and time again.

Every part of her face was left painted with the cream, Augustus’ even going as far as to gently run his thumb over her lips, making her insides quiver softly. It felt so sensual, she hadn’t had the touch of a man in so long after all.

Once her skin was covered his hands slipped away. Already she could feel her skin pleasantly tingling. She had no idea what was in that face cream but she needed some for when she went home.

“Okay next I’m going to start the actual massage.” His voice seemed to come from all around her, but it didn’t break her moment, just mixing in with the gentle music. “It may feel a bit cold but remember there is nothing to worry about. Just stay happy, calm and relaxed.”

She nodded her head ever so softly, “Yes. Happy, calm and relaxed.”

He was right when he warned it was going to be cold. His fingers pressed down along the sides of her body, lathered in body lotion which sent a chill through her bones. However it was nothing she couldn’t handle after being given a bit of a warning first.

His large, strong, hand ran up and down along the shape of her body, painting her skinny frame in a wet, thick, coating of lotion. Her body was being pasted in the wetness, which he was slowly applying all across her front.

He glossed the lotion down across her flat stomach and worked it diligently down her legs, paying special attention to her thighs which he caressed in turn for such a long time. Her arms too were taken to that special place by his stroking touch, glossing her skin as he ran his hands around her limbs.

Those wet, sloppy, hands of his worked their way up along her front and up onto her shoulders, doing the same job all over again, slowly rubbing and lathering in wetness. Still Susan’s body remained so relaxed.

When his touch slipped downwards and his fingertips tickled along her covered nipples, that was when she finally let out a reaction, a squeaking gasp splurting from her lips.

“Shh, relax. I need to touch here as part of the massage. This is perfectly normal, just relax and I promise it’ll feel good.”

“Okay,” her soothed voice flowed out as her sudden stiffness washed away. He was right, he was a masseur so it was only natural that he would touch there. He’d probably done something similar to hundreds of women, she was nothing special.

He reapplied the thick lotion to his hands and reached down again, his palms smothering her chest and starting to rub in circles, glossing her in the slippering sauce. Her breathing grew a little heavier when his hands drew back from the fabric of her bikini top and pushed back inwards, squirming underneath the white material to massage her directly.

When he said he’d make it feel good he wasn’t lying. His soaked hands rubbing around her nipples, lathering her chest up in the lotion. his thick fingers grinding against her sensitive spots. It felt like her body was melting.

His massaging was soft to begin with, lightly kneading into her bosom with the aid of that thick lotion, but as time passed the intensity of his massage grew. It became rougher, deeper and more aggressive and left her body squirming.

He only removed his hands from her chest to apply more lotion onto his hands, lubricating them up before sinking back in to grasp at her chest, working the softness between his squeezing palm while his fingers rubbed against her erect nipples.

Susan’s cheeks were glowing red as he massaged the same spot for such a long period of time, the lotion dripping down around her form as her bikini top was totally misplaced, breathing ragged and deep.

“That’s it, take nice, deep, breaths. You’re enjoying this massage aren’t you? Let your stress melt away. There is nothing to be troubled about.”

All of her worries were leaving her, her mind didn’t give any attention to any troubles she might have had, she just accepted the massage and continued to relax under Augustus’ guidance, the soothing round of the radio still engulfing her world.

She had no knowledge of her surroundings, of time or of her body apart from where his hands were touching. Her entire body felt like it was floating.

“Now I’m going to move your body now. I want you to let me do all the work. I just want you to concentrate on relaxing.”

“Yes…” he sleepy voice flowed out, her eyes having been closed for such a long period of time. It was so relaxing, she didn’t want to open them again.

His firm hands grasped onto her sides to guide her body around, from her front onto her back. She was in such a peaceful state she didn’t even give much thought to the sudden extra padding that her chest was now resting upon, she could simply appreciate how comfortable she felt.

“Here comes the coldness again,” he said as he squirted the thick lotion down across the small of her back, forming a large swirl which his fingers dipped into and started to work all across her back.

His hands laid flat down onto her skin and worked up and down to lather her body fully in the lotion, leaving her shining as he massaged firmly into her curvy body. She could really feel his hands sink down into her back, working out all the knots and all the built up stress that a modern life caused.

Once he was done working over her shoulders his touch slipped back down along her body, down to that barely covered ass.

He applied a plentiful amount of the lotion down into his hands again, leaving his fingers dripping with the transparent goo. Down he pushed his hands, sinking his digits into her peeking cheeks, working his thumbs in tight, caressing circles, while his fingers moved inwards.

His grip worked itself under the hip hugging panties and down onto her modest rump, massaging tenderly over her buttocks which were compressed up together and rubbed in place.

Just like with her tits he started off slowly, gently, and began to work in deeper with an increasing roughness as his digits sunk down into her flesh and lathered more of her skin in the cold, clinging lotion.

Her chest heaved up and down on those huge, soft, pillows, her breathing deep but still matching the song flowing through the room. It felt like he was sinking deeper into her body as her mind did something similar into that state of complete relaxation.

“Hmm that feels better,” Augustus’’ commented as he kneaded her doughy behind. “I’m going to move you again and once more I want you to remain relaxed and leave everything to me.”

“Yes,” her voice fluttered out, on the brink of being completely out like a light.

His hands took control of her meaty body again, slipping his hands around her curves to turn her back around onto her back. The soft padding on her chest had now vanished and was suddenly replaced with a similar feeling down under her backside.

“Did that feel good?” he asked, “Did you enjoy that massage?”

Gently she nodded her head, her lips being curled up into a big smile.

“Hmhm, so much so.”

“Well then I want you to open your eyes, remaining relaxed and carefree even as you return back into the light.”

Finally she found the strength to open her eyes, the one she’d been missing ever since the massage had first began. Straight away she noticed something unusual. Where she was expecting to see her usual small, flat, chest there were two huge rolling mountains.

Slowly she sat herself up on the table and looked down at her own body. Her tits were no longer mosquito bites, they were huge, soft, melons which hung from her body. It wasn’t the only change she could see either. From below those heavy breasts she could see wide hips and thick thighs. It was a far cry from the usual lithe, curveless body, she was used to seeing.

However despite being greeted with the sight of her body looking completely different from what she remembered there was no panic in her mind. She remained calm and relaxed.

“Is this really me?” her voice softly trickled from her lips. Now that she thought about it they felt thicker as well.

“It sure is, do you want to take a better look?”

She nodded, “Yes please.”

From the side of the room Augustus’ dragged out a large, body length mirror, holding it out in front of Susan, giving her a clear look at her body.

She was introduced to curve central. Her boyish body had been transformed into that of a super, curvy, sexy, woman. Her ass was big and plump, those soft tits were huge, all with her stomach remaining small and tight.

It wasn’t just her body which had changed either. When she looked at her face she noticed she looked about ten years older and far more radiant than she’d ever seemed before. Her hair had even changed colour, from a basic brown to a glowing blonde. Right now she looked like a beauty. It was amazing.

“Now don’t you look beautiful.”

“Yes, so beautiful. Did you do this?”

“I did. My massages bring out the very best in your body; release all of your femininity. I’m not quite done yet though, I have one more place to massage so I want you to stay relaxed and part your thighs for me.”

As he began to apply more lotion onto his hands she dragged her soft legs open and exposed her pussy, barely contained within those low riding white panties which now sunk into the plumpness of her ass.

He moved in closer and pressed his hands down between her legs, rubbing his lubed up fingers across her mound, sliding them underneath the white fabric giving her the slightest hint of modesty.

Her breathing grew deeper, face already starting to glow as his fingers began to caress over her pussy in long, rubbing motions.

His other hand rested down onto her clit, his fingers wrapping around her sensitive button and beginning to shift, grinding in tight circles.

The hand which was digging down over her slit slipped down deeper and deeper, the intensity of the rub growing as it glossed her pussy in plenty of the lotion, making it drip down onto the table below.

She felt like she was on fire by the time he slipped his touch inwards and began to caress within her softness, penetrating her tightness with his massaging touch, making the moans quiver from her thick lips as her juices began to pour.

Every rub of her clit and caressing stroke of those fingers within her velvet insides sent waves of pleasure coursing up through her body. This was total bliss for Susan, she could feel her insides turning to mush along with her mind.

His touches were skilled, seeking out her most sensitive spots and exploiting them with the touch of his rubbing fingertips. Shocks ran through her nerves and brought her body closer and closer to relief. With the way he was pleasuring her g-spot there was no way she’d be able to hold off for much longer, she could feel the wave washing through her.

Susan was too relaxed to offer any resistance to that sensation she could feel coming through her and simply accepted it in its entirety, moaning as her orgasm came gushing out in a gushing squirt which sprayed outwards, her entire body shuddering around.

Once she’d finished orgasming she almost collapsed back, all the strength being sapped out of her body by the powerful orgasm. Augustus’ came to the rescue, scooping an arm around her back as he slowly lowered her back down onto the table.

“That’s it, let me help you. That felt good didn’t it? There is nothing better than feeling good, you don’t have to worry about anything while you’re feeling good.”

“Yes, felt so good,” she slurred out dreamily.

“Do you want to feel even better?”

“Yes please.”

The masseur reached down and unzipped his black pants, slipping them down to expose his long, hard, throbbing erection before her eyes.

“Now I’m going to finish you off with an external massage. Just stay relaxed and accept all of the happiness as it comes.”

He glossed his cock up in the lotion which poured down onto his shaft and left it glossed and dripping with lubricant, shimmering under the candle light which illuminated the room. It was such a majestic length, something she’d been robbed of for so long.

His hands sunk into her soft thighs as he positioned himself against her pussy, his thick cockhead resting against her twitching slit. With her body ready to accept he thrust himself forwards to slowly penetrate her insides, squeezing his hot, lubed, dick deep into her soft body.

A moan shuddered out of Susan’s quivering lips as his manhood filled up her femininity, her tight pussy being spread around such a girthy cock which he used to stir her insides about, making her mushy inners quiver in bliss.

Once her pussy had gotten used to the feeling of his fat length being plunged insides he began to work his hips forward and back, thrusting himself in and out of her dripping, craving, body.

Once again her body remained relaxed and blissful as he had his way with her, his thrusts only growing faster and stronger as time passed by and his lust for her curvy body grew. When she’d walked into this room she’d had a small, boyish body. Now she was a buxom, curvy, beauty who would draw the eyes of every man she passed.

As he got into the thrusting he turned her body from its back onto its side, grasping one of her legs upwards so it rested over his shoulder so his hands could sink upwards and knead into those huge, soft, doughy tits. She was going to need to special order her bras from now on, they were giant, natural breasts, flowing with femininity.

Her newly meaty ass wobbled and clapped into his lap every time he bucked himself deep into her pussy, grinding up against her most sensitive bits with his fat cock. Her body felt so insanely sensitive, it amplified the feeling of his sinking cock to mind pleasuring degrees.

His cock throbbed in her tightness as he voice growled down to her moaning form.

“It’s coming, my special cream; the cream which will complete your transformation. Take it, take all of my manhood and take your place as a real, cock craving, woman.”

She did, she craved this cock. She craved this level of pleasure once more. Why would she want to return to a stress filled life when she could be a total beauty experiencing blissful pleasure every day? There was really no contest.

He pushed his hips tight, burying to the limits of her pussy as he began to cum in a huge, thick, quantity of cum which sprayed deep into her womb and left it glossed in his molten white hotness. She was being stuffed full of that sticky, chunky, jizz.

Her body quivered as she was brought back down to her back, her mound leaking when his cock was pulled free, too much being squirted into her for her to simply contain, a look of complete and utter bliss present on her face.

“Now make sure you do not forget this feeling. This is what you need to remain happy.”

“Yes, so happy,” she drooled out, reaching a state of complete and utter bliss. This was her temporary dose of heaven.


“No I’m telling you, you have to try this place out,” Susan said into the phone.

It’d only been a few days since her massage but her life had already improved drastically. After picking out a new wardrobe which could actually handle her new assets, and then show them off, she was free to live her life in a new joyful way no longer having to get weighed down by unneeded stresses.

Being so happy and confident with her new body already took away one stress, lifting the aura of self loathing she had hanging over her head which helped boost the rest of her life along with it.

Susan no longer got stressed about things like work, even if the amount of mistakes she’d made had skyrocketed in the last few days, she let all the negativity just go straight over her head. Plus, for some reason, people seemed to be a lot more lenient with incredibly good looking, sexy women.

If things did start to get stressful though she now knew the best stress relief method possible. All she had to do was go out and find a man who’d want to please such a sexy woman with huge, curvy, assets. Safe to say that wasn’t a hard job.

In fact often when she wasn’t stressed she’d find herself using the same method as well but that’s because there was nothing more fun than being plowed by a man.

All of this was just so good she couldn’t keep it to herself. She just had to let all her friends and family know about this amazing massage she had and how they could get one too, just like her friend had already done for her.

“Yep it’s The All-Natural Spa. Just go down there and try it. I promise you won’t regret it sis, I haven’t been this happy in years! Now I gotta go, my boss needs to talk to me.”

“Susan were you talking on the phone when you should have been working again?”

“Yep. I was just talking to my sis!”

“This is the tenth time this week you’ve done this. I’ll expect you to make it up to me. Come to my office, now.”

He gave her tits a firm squeeze, causing a giggle to slip from Susan’s lips.

“Yes sir!”
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