

Magic Panties!

Body swapped, male to female

and female to male!

Grace Mansfield


Copyright © 2022

All rights reserved. No part of these books may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without the written permission of the author.

[image: Changed cov use.jpg]

I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


A Note from the Author!

Magic panties! Body swapping! You’re in for a real treat!

However, I must warn you.

Something very disgusting happens in the end. If you want to back out now, this would be a good time. But…if you have a strong stomach and enjoy swapping bodies, male for female and female for male, then you’re going to have a good time!

And, you know, here it comes…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


PART ONE

“Yahoo!” Jack yelled as he entered the foyer.

The foyer was as big as a bedroom. A large bedroom. An ornate chandelier hung from the high ceiling, and beyond the polished wood floor was a larger room. A much larger room.

Jack walked into the next room and stared with big eyes. “My God! This is a fucking mansion?”

“You didn’t know that from the outside?” asked Becky, his wife.

They were a pair. Both slender, both liking long hair. Of course Becky had beautiful, round eyes and large breasts and an ass that wouldn’t quit.

Jack was slender, just not muscular, and he had just inherited 80 million dollars. And a house out on Long Island. With a beach.

“This is awful big for just the two of us,” murmured Becky.

“We never have to work again,” whispered Jack.

“And this all belonged to your grandmother?”

“My grandmother, who I never met, but the family stories about her were ridiculous.” He shook his hand sideways in front of his chest in emphasis.

They stood in the big room and studied the two story ceiling, the curving staircase, the expensive rugs and ancient furniture. Light came in from the side windows, and the front windows opened up on the ten acres of prime Long Island paradise.

“What kind of stories?”

“She came over from England, was caught up in a mutiny on the ship and was set adrift with ten other passengers in a lifeboat. The other nine died.”

“No!”

“She finally drifted into shore, starved, emaciated, lived on rainwater for thirst and figured out a way to catch fish using her shirt as a net. Ate the fish raw.”

Becky stared at her husband.

“She walked into town, into a women’s clothing store and asked for a job. She’s 12 years old, shipwrecked and looked like it, but the owner took her in, and that was just the start of the story.”

They wandered through the house to the back room. The room was, as usual, big, and it was surrounded by glass that was old and rippled. There was a couch, looked very worn, and several rocking chairs. Outside was a long lawn with five trees, every elegant, and then the water. There was a boat on dry dock, but it had a hole in it. Looked like it had been shore bound for decades.

“What happened then?”

“After she recovered, she moved into the city. Got caught up in riots, fell in love with a strike breaker, and shot the man who killed him.”

“What?”

“She made it out of town, just ahead of the sheriff, and headed west.”

“Wait a minute, you’re making this up! You’re talking about your grandmother here!”

Jack chuckled. “You know how she made her millions?”

Becky waited.

“Magical panties.”

“Magical panties?”

“That was the name of her company, and they had a complete line of sexy underwear. It was huge back in the thirties. You don’t hear much about it now, it went out of business in the fifties, but she was cutting edge and caught the crest of bras.”

“Wait a minute, I need to know more!”

“Later. We need to start christening rooms.” He smiled a most lascivious smile.

“Oh, ho! Only if you catch me.” Becky turned and darted out of the back sunroom.

Jack was in hot pursuit, but Becky had a head start, and she was fast on her feet.

She darted through the front room and headed up the staircase. Jack almost caught her at the second floor landing, but she slipped out of his grip and sprinted down the second floor hallway.

Jack was gulping now, and he reached out to just miss her blouse, then she turned into a room and stopped.

Jack ran into her. Her eyes were shining as she inspected the bedroom.

The room was…big. It had a poster bed with a canopy. There was a dresser and pictures on the wall and a pair of corner windows that showed the woods to the left of the house and the beach behind the house.

“Wow! This is beautiful.”

Jack picked her up and ran her to the bed and threw her on it.

Becky giggled and mock fought him. “Unhand me, you…you pirate!”

“Put out, bitch,” he playfully growled, “Or I’ll put you in a lifeboat with nine sex starved bums.”

“Bums!” Her eyes opened up. “I love dirty, sweaty, unwashed men. How big did you say their cocks were?”

“This big!” He undid his zipper and unfurled his penis. It was pink with dark balls hiding behind it. Eight inches long, thick, and hard.

“That?” sniffed Becky in disdain. “I want a real cock! Not that silly imitation.”

Jack grabbed her blouse and pulled and buttons ricocheted through the room.

“Hey!” Becky grabbed her blouse and held it together.

“We can buy you a hundred new blouses. A thousand!” He nuzzled his face between her luxurious bumpers and blew, making a motorboat sound.

Becky laughed and tried to roll out from under him.

“Stop that!”

“Start that,” he whispered, then he was kissing her, following the delicate M curve of her lips, his hands groping her abundant breasts.

Becky lifted her hips and he pulled her shorts off, then cupped her mons through her panties.

“Speaking of ‘magical panties.’”

She pushed her panties down and he had free access to her womanhood.

“Oh, yes.” He inserted a finger and began finger banging her.

“Oh, God! Is that your dick?”

“Yep. That’s as big as it gets.”

“I’m going to run away to the west.”

He laughed and slid up her body, put his penis to her hole, and teased her with the head.

“Oh, you pirate!” She held on to him and he slowly lowered. He penetrated, and she gasped. No matter how many times they screwed, she could never get over the electrical excitement that emanated from her pussy and took her breath away.

Then he was in her, and he was pressing his pubes against hers, withdrawing, the long, slick dong pulling her insides out in the most delicious manner.

“God. Maybe this is big enough.”

“Big enough for government work. You still want a pirate?”

“No…no. I want you.”

She tilted her hips and pulled down.

“Heysoos! Don’t break it!”

“But I want to!”

“Bitch!”

Now he grew more forceful, slammed his hips down, rammed his tool into her roughly.

She began to cum, she was always a fast cummer, and she curled her toes and her eyes rolled white.

Jack grinned, maybe he could get two orgasms out of her. He certainly would try, and he held himself still for a moment, waited for her to finish, then he began slamming her again, and now he was holding himself back, trying to make it last long enough for her to have a second pop.

“So what happened when she went west?”

“Apparently she fell in with an Indian.”

“What?”

“Yep. Screwed hell out of an Oklahoma, oil rich Indian. Big scandal, you know. One day somebody shot her Indian. The sheriff arrested her and she was charged with the crime. She had enough oil bucks to post her bail, and the family rumor was that she made it out of the town before they could throw a rope over a branch.”

“This is sounding awfully suspicious.”

“Scout’s honor,” he raised a hand.

“You were never a scout!”

“I should have been…I’m so honest!”

They were sitting at the long table in the majestic dining room. They could imagine servants lurking in the corners, making sure their beans from a can was just the right temperature.

They were both naked, of course, not bothering to put on their clothes after their first fuck in the lap of wealth. Also, why put on clothes when they intended to christen every room in the house?

There were so many rooms in the house it was going to take months!

“So fast forward from the west…tell me about this lingerie empire she supposedly built.”

“Hunh. Supposedly?”

“What you’ve told me sounds like a big fairy story.”

“It is outlandish, but my family swears it’s the truth.”

“So why did you inherit this place, and not your mother or father?”

“Inheritance taxes around here will rob you blind. But skip a generation and you get to keep more of it. I understand that Granny hated the government, hated taxes, hated politicians. So if she could skip out on taxes…” he shrugged dismissively.

“So what happened after she escaped the wrath of the townsfolk?”

“Word has it that she invested in a mining company and…”

They talked into the night, adjourned to the sun porch and watched the boat lights drift across the sound and sipped whiskey.

They found the whiskey in a cupboard, and it looked like it had been bottled about the time rum runners made the trip down from Canada.

They argued about whether illegal booze would be transported across the Sound by bootleggers, then discussed the 150 or so shipwrecks in the Sound.

Finally, they went to bed, the same bedroom they had screwed in, and slept the deep sleep of happy people.

“I want to explore,” Becky stated in the morning, after their first tryst of the day.

“Explore what?”

“The hidden nooks and crannies in this place. There has got to be a lot of them.”

“Let sleeping dogs lie,” he mumbled and rolled over to her.

“Are you still hard?”

“And always will be.”

She laughed and slid out of bed. “Time out for exploration.” She ran, naked, out of the room.

They ate a quick breakfast of raisin bran and almond milk—no honey, they needed to go serious shopping—then began exploring.

After a quick sojourn through the lower house, they climbed a short flight of stairs to the attic. It was dusty, but not too bad, and the place was filled with shipping crates and steamer trunks.

“She sailed the ocean? After the shipwreck?”

“Went to the orient. She came from England, so she wasn’t interested in going back there. Traveled through China. This was after the mining venture paid off. Just hopped a ship in San Francisco and took off.”

“Sounds like an impulsive girl.”

“She was a bit of a wild hair, or so I’ve been told.”

They opened a few of the steamer trunks and lifted out, for the most part, underwear. Thick night gowns. Men’s underwear from the last century, with the flap in the back.

“You need to wear this,” Becky laughed and held up the long johns.

“Don’t think so.”

“But you need to protect that long dong of yours,” she fondled it fondly.

“Find me something else. Something fun.”

They opened crates, and took out long, silk gowns.

“Now this isn’t too bad.” Jack slipped into a silk gown, purple, with a dragon on the back.

They stopped to make out for a while, then continued their pillaging.

Panties, bras, nylons, garters, old time corsets, every type of underwear in the world. And a few things that were so kinky they were out of this world.

“Your granny had a dark side.”

“Heck, from the way the family talked about her I don’t think she had a light side.”

They meandered through the attic, opened a trunk here, a crate there. They found hard cover books read once and relegated to the confines of the enclosed aerie.

They found bits of furniture, usually small, like end tables and custom bookshelves. They found lamps with cloth cords.

Everything was so old. Apparently his grandmother had not bought anything even remotely resembling modern.

Mostly, however, they found underwear and some clothes.

Jack dressed up in a zoot suit at one point, and Becky went through several gowns.

Finally, they reached the end of the attic. A wall of steamer trunks that Jack muscled down only to find more of the same old same old underwear.

Most of this stuff, they had shortly realized, were samples, with lots of experimental clothing.

Jack was digging through a crate and finding some interesting leather contraptions, very BDSM, when Becky called out, “There’s a door!”

Jack looked up. A door? He frowned and imagined the outside of the house.

“You know, there is a cupola at this end of the house. I didn’t see stairs to it.”

“This must be it. Help me move this box.”

Jack pushed a crate to one side and studied the door.

It was narrow, only two and a half feet, and short, only five feet. It had a doorknob, which turned easily, and a padlock on a hasp. The door was painted a light turquoise color, but had faded a bit. There were spiderwebs along the top of the door, and the thing looked like it hadn’t been swung back in a million years.

“Open it,” said Becky, nodding at the padlock.

Jack trotted over to a cupboard which held an ancient box of tools. He selected a screw driver and came back tot he door.

In the dim light he fit the screwdriver to the slot and began unscrewing the screw.

Becky watched, patient on the outside, impatient on the inside. She loved a good mystery, and this looked like just the thing.

“What do you think is in there?”

“Dead bodies,” he muttered. “Granny was fond of axes, and we never found the bodies.”

“Oh, come on.”

“You asked.” He pulled the first screw out. The wood being old the screws turned easily.

Then, a minute later the second screw popped out and the hasp dangled.

Jack opened the door and peered up a flight of narrow stairs.

“Was she tall?”

“She was small. Still, even she might have had to bend over.”

Becky led the way. “Isn’t this a little like Alice in Wonderland?”

“Exactly. Let me know if you trip over a white rabbit.

“One pill makes you smaller, one pill makes you tall.”

Alice crooned the old Jefferson Airplane hit as she wound her way up the stairs.

The came to another door, one without a lock, and Alice opened it.

Sunlight flooded into the stairs and Jack blinked.

It was a round room. In the center of the room was a clothes stand. There was only one arm at the top of the stand, and on it was a single pair of panties.

“What the fuck?” Jack muttered as he stood up and looked around the room.

There were several windows, and he could see 360. There was a door that led to the roof, and that must have been how work man repaired the expanse of shingles.

But nothing else.

Just a pair of panties on a stand.

Becky walked around the room, looked out at the countryside, then approached the panties.

“Granny’s panties.” Jack met her in front of the stand.

The panties were smooth, no seams, and flesh colored.

They didn’t seem particularly well cut, but when Becky pulled on them they showed a degree of stretchability.

“Nobody has been here for a hundred years.” Becky was awed.

“Probably,” Jack found himself fascinated by the panties.

“Why one pair, here, all alone.”

“Special for some reason? A prototype? Rocket age material from back before there were rockets?”

She turned to him. “Put them on.” Her face was flustered, a bit red, excited.

“Why?” Yet he wasn’t objecting. He was stalling. There was something here he didn’t understand.

“Take off that silly zoot suit and put on something kinky.”

“It’s got no pouch for Mr. Happy.”

“It’ll stretch.”

Jack stared at the panties. What would it hurt? Yet he had this weird feeling. Like the world was somehow skewed just by looking at the panties.

He reached up and took down the panties. He turned them inside out, and outside in, and said, “There doesn’t seem to be an inside or outside to the thing.”

“I don’t think it matters.” She was excited, breathing hard, and Jack duly noted that she was basing this opinion on…nothing.

She took the panties from him. “Take off your duds.”

Jack took off the zoot suit and tossed it on the floor.

He took the panties, took a breath, and stepped one foot into them. Then the other foot went into the other leg hole.

They were tight, but, as Becky had observed, stretchy.

Jack wiggled and pulled and the panties came up his legs easily.

And his legs were changing. Not so much in shape, as he was already slender, but…his hair disappeared.

“Your hair!” Becky breathed out.

Jack froze. He looked at his legs. He lowered the panties to his ankles. Hair appeared above the panties.

He pulled the panties up, and there was no hair beneath them.

“I don’t…this is weird.”

Like she was mesmerized, Becky whispered, “Pull them up, Jack. All the way.”

He pulled, slowly, and kept bending over to examine his hairless legs. Inch by inch the panties went up, inch by inch hairless, white…feminine! legs appeared.

“Do you feel anything?”

“Just a weird prickling sensation.”

“Pull it up over your package.”

Jack hesitated.

“Scared?”

“Frankly, yes,” he looked at her and his eyes were big and round.

“Well, fuck!” Becky grabbed the waist band and pulled.

Now Jack felt something. He shivered and squawked. He could feel things happening inside the panties.

“Jack?” Now frightened, Becky took a step back.

“It…it…Oh…”

Then the change started to go up from his waist. White flesh, no hairs, lack of musculature.

Feminine!

“Jack! What’s happening?”

Jack put a hand on the wall and steadied himself. He was gulping, and the line of changing flesh reach his pectorals, and his body suddenly thrust forward breasts. Big breasts. He put his hands under the boobs and held them, stared at them, and the change wasn’t done.

It went up his neck, and his skin became finer, then his face. His face moved, fat shifted, and his male face, with its male angles, gained soft curves. His lips plumped out and became soft and curved. His eyes grew round and expressive and his lashes grew longer. His eyebrows arched a bit, and then, last, his hair began to lengthen. It grew out, became lush and full, and was a bit tangled.

The couple became aware of the stark silence. Not a sound. Not a bird chirp. Certainly no conversation.

Jack was a girl. He needed some primping, some make up, but he had breasts.

Finally, almost afraid of breaking the silence, Becky breathed out, “Take the panties off.”

“But what if I’m not supposed to?”

“The change has already happened.”

“But…”

“Take them off, Jack.”

Moving as if in a surreal dream, his mind whistling through far away caverns and terrified, Jack pulled the panties down.

His cock and balls were gone!

More, they had been replaced by a…a…pussy!

Jack stared in shocked wonder. He was changed. He wasn't male. He was female. What had happened?

“Jack…Jack…” Becky approached him, she reached out, but only with a finger. She wanted to touch, but was somehow afraid to touch.

Her index finger touched his breast, and Jack lurched back and shivered.

“Does it hurt?”

“Nu…nu…no?”

Jack fainted.

Jack woke up. He was on the floor and Becky was supporting his head. She was holding a glass of bourbon, pure bourbon, to his curved lips.

Jack’s sense of body perceptions was slightly off. He thought his lips had further to go to reach the glass.

He held a hand to hers and held the glass there.

The bourbon was that old, never opened stuff from a hundred years previous. It burned, but that was what Jack needed. Fiery liquid reminding him that he had a throat, and…other body parts.

“You fainted,” Becky said, finally taking the glass away. She put it on the floor next to the bottle.

Jack sat up. He was near the wall, so he moved a bit and leaned against the wall. Becky sat next to him and breathed out. “Fuck. I was worried.”

“You were worried? What happened to me?”

He examined his arms, looked down between his legs, shuddered.

“I need to…to examine you.”

He nodded.

She ran her hands over his hands, then his arms. She felt his shoulders and his back. She felt his breasts.

“Oh!”

“What?”

“That’s…that’s…different. I mean, it’s sex, but…it’s so much more powerful in the breasts.

She continued down his body, bypassed his vagina, went down his legs, then back to his hole.

She looked at him. “I’m going to touch it.”

He was gasping for breath, as if he had forgotten how to breath and was just remembering.

She put a finger to his hole and touched his labia.

“Oh, fuck,” he wheezed.

She went further, ran a finger up the labia, touched his clitoris.

“Oh, heysoos!”

She went to his breath and touched his nipple.

Jack in took a big breath.

“That okay?”

He nodded, gulped, and said, “It’s…it’s sexual. It makes me…I think…turned on.”

“Oh, my God.” She sat back from him and stared at him.

“What?”

“You’re a fully formed woman.”

Jack had a thought. “Was my grandmother…was she originally…”

“Male? I don’t think so. I don’t see how. She had babies.”

Jack nodded, pieces of his mind that had flown out the window apparently flying back in. He began assembling the pieces in his head.

“So why did she have these panties? What were they for? She couldn’t turn into a woman if she was already a woman.”

“Maybe they have other properties?”

“Magical panties,” Jack heaved a sigh. He was starting to think now.

But Becky was thinking faster. “Do you think…she used these to turn into a man?”

Jack stared at her.

Becky reached to where Jack had dropped the panties on the floor. She picked them up and took deep breaths, like she was preparing to see how long she could last underwater.

“I don’t think you better.”

“Why not,” she watched the panties as if memorizing them.

“We don’t know how permanent the change is.” Jack realized that his voice was softer, slightly higher pitched. He pulled his fingers, which were more slender, through his hair and untangled it.

“I don’t think it’s permanent.”

“But we don’t know why. And maybe that’s why Granny put the panties up here.”

“She put them up here because she didn’t want the world to know about them. And everybody knew her as a woman, but she must have tried them on, and …I think it’s okay.”

“But…”

Becky stood up, slipped her foot into the panties, the other foot.

She changed as she pulled the panties up, but where Jack had turned into a woman, she turned into a man. Her legs grew thicker, masculine, complete with stiff hair.

“Oh, fuck,” grinned Becky. My legs, they feel so strong.

She reached the waist snugged the panties up tight, and felt the changes happening inside the panties.

“I’m growing a cock,” she said. “And balls. Even my asshole feels different.

Then the change moved up her waist. Her breasts shrank, but her chest grew thicker. Her neck became a solid mass of muscle, then her beautiful face turned…handsome. Rugged. Her lips were straighter, and her hair stayed the same.

Jack was on his feet now, and holding his breath.

Becky examined her body, looked up at him, and took the panties off.

Her cock was big and brutal.

Jack, though being well endowed, had a nice cock, a pretty cock.

Becky’s cock was a club, and her balls hung low, were heavy.

Her crotch looked downright dangerous.

“Holy fuck.”

And Becky’s cock began to rise.

“Double fuck!” Jack exclaimed as the deadly tool gained girth and length.

“I’m bigger than you are. Were. Whatever.”

“And scarier. No woman could take that beast! That would hurt!”

Becky’s male face grinned. “You would be surprised at how flexible you are down there, Jack.”

He shivered, which caused his boobs to jiggle, which caused Becky to focus on his charms intently.

“I don’t want to find out.”

“Well, we’re going to have to.”

“What do you mean?”

“Jack, it’s the testosterone. My God! I want to fuck!”

“Not with me!”

“It’s got to be you! There’s nobody else!”

“No! Not like this!”

Becky stepped towards Jack, reached for him.

Jack withdrew his arm and stepped back towards the door.

“Come here, honey, it’s not going to hurt. It’s going to feel good.” Becky’s voice was deeper now.

Jack nodded. He stepped back again. “It’s just that…we need to…”

Becky realized what he was doing just as Jack broke. He darted into the little staircase and ran down the steps.

Becky followed, but her body was bigger, and she wasn’t sure of her depth perception. She banged her head on the top of the door, then ducked and followed after Jack.

Jack ran down the stairs. He still had to duck a little, but he came out in the attic. He ran across the attic, was desperate, but what could he do?

This wasn’t his Becky! This was crazy!

“Come here, Jack!” Becky roared as she came through the little doorway.

Jack reached the stairs to the lower house and sprinted down them. He tripped, he was moving faster than his legs could handle—a gift from his male thoughts concerning his abilities. He belly flopped. His breath whooshed out of him and his breasts hurt on the floor.

“Come on, Jack. Come here, baby. We’re still husband and wife.”

Jack got to his feet and staggered down the hallway. Yeah, they were still married, but Becky was so excited by the massive amounts of testosterone coursing through her that she couldn’t control herself.

Jack reached the stairs to the next level and descended. He was moving faster now, but he was also encountering balance problems. His big breasts caused him to almost fall several times.

Becky, however, was finding running to be easier than it ever had been when she was a woman. Her thick muscles propelled her, and her legs seemed to be built for running.

Jack’s legs, twinkling down the stairs in front of her, seemed more built for high heels.

She snickered, and caught him at the bottom of the stairs.

“Let go!” Jack tried to bat her hand away, but he couldn’t dislodge her arm with its superior strength.

“Come here, Jack.” She pulled him to her and pressed her mouth to his.

Jack’s eyes were wide. He might be in a female body, but he wasn’t used to being kissing by a male.

Becky’s lips were harder, almost painful on his soft lips. “Please…too hard!”

“Sorry,” Becky grinned. “Now I know why you love being a man. Muscles are a trip!

She pulled him into the first room they came to, which happened to be the room with the big poster bed that they had slept in the night before.

“You can’t do this!” Jack tried to pry her fingers of his arm.

“Jack. Relax.”

“This is rape!”

That stopped Becky, and several things flooded through her mind.

Rape. Bad. Married. Good. Rape possible for married couples. Bad. Then…she turned to Jack.

“Okay, honey. You’re right, but we need to do this.”

“Why?” he was trying to pull away.

“Sit on the bed and I’ll tell you.”

Jack didn’t want to, but Becky forced him around and he found himself on the bed.

Becky stood in front of him. She was trembling, staring at his breasts, and her cock was shivering and…it was actually dripping!

“God, I don’t know how you stand it. How can you not just go and rape any sweet young thing walking down the street?”

“Because men learn early that if they do the wrong thing they get clobbered.”

Becky: “God. It’s almost a pity.” Yet she was controlling her breathing, getting calmer. “Look, honey, we have to do this. If we don’t we’ll always be sorry.”

Jack looked at her throbbing member. “But it’s so big!”

Becky chuckled. “Every girl says that, but your pussy is quite…flexible. You’ve heard of people being fisted? And even footed? This won’t be that bad. And, remember, babies come out of that tiny, little hole.

“But I’m a man!”

“No, honey. You’re a woman, with all the beauty of a woman, and you are incredibly exciting to a man. To me.”

“But I don’t want to!”

“Then I have to sweet talk you into it.”

Jack was frozen, desperate, panicked. Becky, understanding what women wanted, what they needed, moved slowly forward. “Now, Jack, does this feel good?” She cupped one of his breasts and squeezed it.

Jack shook his head, he looked like he wanted to bolt, but Becky took her time. She rubbed his nipple with her thumb and he wiggled and tried to get off the bed.

She held him there. “Stop it, Jack. Just feel. I know this feels good. I’m a woman, I know what feels good to a woman’s body.”

She continued talking softly, just touching him, and finally Jack felt it.

It felt nice. His nipple was rigid, and he felt like sparks were shooting out from his nipple.

“There, see? Everything’s good.”

She bent down and touched her lips to his nipple. She sucked, and Jack gasped.

Becky laughed. “See, Jack? It’s fun being female. Now remember, under your male psyche is a lusty wench. Relax and give yourself up to her.”

Jack nodded, gulped, and Becky very gently touched her lips to his.

Jack suddenly felt like a box of excitement had been opened up inside him. He was still scared, but fear was giving way to wonder. Becky’s lips tasted so different. Male different.

Jack found himself reaching down and touching Becky’s cock. He had never touched another man’s cock, and he was terrified of all the implications, but he kept remembering that she was his wife under the hard muscles and the facial planes and the insistent lips.

After a minute Becky sat down next to him, put her arm around him, and bent him slowly back.

Jack felt himself giving way. He was supported by her muscles, trapped by her larger frame, marveling in how strong she was.

He looked up at her, was breathless and caught in wonder.

A man was kissing…her. Not him. Her.

A man was fondling her breasts, running his hands up and down her body, feeling her most private parts.

But it was his wife under the hard flesh. His wife.

Then Becky put her hand over his mons, cupped it, and ran a finger along the flaps of her labia.

“Oh, God!” Jack blurted.

That was the moment he realized he was going to get fucked. Before it had been all panic and terror. Now it was fear, but curiosity.

He was, in this body, a virgin. “Will I have a hymen?” he asked.

“I don’t know. But if there’s blood don’t worry. You can always put the panties on and change back.”

And that odd statement put Jack at rest. That made it all right. He could change back.

But now, in this moment, in this body, he should…he could….

Becky slid down his body and began kissing his parts.

Jack gasped as the sensations washed over him. He had never felt anything so hot, so horny, so fucking electric.

“Nice. Eh, Jack?”

He nodded, and waited, and Becky moved up his frame.

She parted his legs, overcoming a small bit of resistance by being patient and gentle, then moved between her legs.

Jack waited, his heart pounding. He was going to get fucked. He wasn’t the fucker, he was the fuckee, and he was about to be penetrated!

Becky held her big penis by the shaft and rubbed the head of her large cock up and down the labial valley. Her hard head scraped against the soft inner flesh and Jack shivered and opened his legs wider.

He wanted this. He needed this. Something in his female body required it. He had to have it.

Becky pushed the head of her penis into him.

Jack’s muscles tightened up for a long moment, then, when Becky just waited, he relaxed, and she moved another inch into him.

Now Jack was caught. He was scared, but he wanted more. He knew this was just the tip of the iceberg, and he wanted the whole thing.

He got it.

Becky gently moved into him.

He felt himself widening and he gave an ‘urk,’ a sort of a bleat, but didn’t fight.

Then, a year later, she was firmly ensconced in him. She was, as they say, ‘balls to the wall,’ the wall being her pubis.

“Oh, Becky,” he whined.

“That’s it, Jack. I’m going to start fucking you now.”

“You haven’t been?”

“That was just the insertion. Now the fun starts.”

She pulled back, then rammed in. “Here we go…here we go…” Becky had a far away look in her eyes and began to move in and out, faster, and faster.

Jack was flat on his back now, forced there by the continuous dropping of male weight on his body.

And as Becky picked up speed Jack found himself wanting more and more. He wanted the rough thrust, it created more sensation.

Becky began to move like a jackhammer. Her superior weight and strength turned Jack into a melting puddle of nerves and lust and golden feeling.

Suddenly, Becky grunted, locked up, and Jack felt her splattering deep inside of him.

“What? You…didn’t…” What he really wanted was her to keep fucking him. But she had concluded.

“Shit, Jack. I’m sorry. But now I know why you cum so fast.”

Jack lay there, disappointed, and felt her cock shrivel and start to pull out.

But his excitement wasn’t over.

“Good news, Jack.”

“What?” he asked from under his forearm, which he had laid over his eyes.

“I’m a girl. I’m used to blow jobs, and I like eating cum.”

Jack took his forearm down and both hands gripped handfuls of sheet as Becky went down on him.

He felt her tongue lapping, and his tissues, already super impacted by fucking, were treated to another sensation, a softer but even more delicious sensation.

Becky sucked all her juices out of him, and licked like she wanted more, then she raised her head, smiled with her cum smeared mouth, and said, “Okay, Jack. Get ready.”

She half stood up and reached forward and inserted her fingers into his pussy.

It was different, and no less sensational.

“This is your G spot, Jack. Remember it for when you’re the man.”

She hooked two fingers into him and touched a bump on the roof of his pussy.

Jack jerked and spasmed and suddenly understood what out of control meant.

Becky kept rubbing that spot, and Jack felt the spasms hitting him with every touch of her fingers. He leaned back, arched his hips, and made a keening cry of pleasure.

Becky smiled, and moved her arm faster, male fast, and Jack began to cry out more, then the ocean swamped him. A big vast wave of pure heat and lust.

As a man only his dick spasmed and came. As woman his whole body spasmed and came.

Long seconds passed, Jack was frozen in some sub land. Heck, some sub continent. Then it all broke.

It just sort of shriveled up and left. He lay back and just gasped in wonder. What the fuck had happened?

But he knew what had happened.

Fuck had happened.


PART TWO

Though laughing and happy and beside themselves, Jack and Becky were still a bit worried when they decided to see if they could change back.

What if they couldn’t?

What if Jack was stuck in a female body, and Becky in a male body.

Though they had enjoyed themselves, they didn’t think they would like to stay in different bodies for the rest of their lives.

So, overcoming their fears, they had to find out. They headed back up for the attic and took turns putting the Magic Panties on.

Simple dimple, easy squeezy, they changed back.

A big sigh of relief.

They closed the cupola up, put the screws back into the latch, and moved the crates back.

This was a secret they wanted to keep to themselves.

They went downstairs and decided to go out for lunch and discuss what had happened.

Grinning, they held hands as they went out to the car and left.

They talked, sharing their excited passion, then they went shopping.

They didn’t need much in the way of clothes. the mansion was stocked with every type of clothing in the world.

But they did need a new car.

They bought a Tesla and drove home. As they rounded the corner a fellow in a rusty Volkswagen careened around the corner and almost wiped them out. The driver looked dirty and had a Van Dyke beard.

“Geez!” yelled Jack. “I just bought this car!”

“What a crazy person! What’s he doing out here on Long Island?”

The couple muttered a bit more, then pulled into their long driveway.

Jack opened the big garage, it was built for a half a dozen carriages, and pulled his shiny, new gimcrack into the gloom.

They entered the house and Becky stopped and sniffed.

“What?”

“There’s a smell.”

Jack lifted his nose, but detected nothing. Still, he knew, now and through personal experience, that women had superior senses of smell. “What do you smell?”

“It’s…it smells like body odor.”

“So somebody was here while we were gone?”

They ran upstairs, to the attic, and were relieved when nothing was amiss. All the crates were in place, and a quick look showed the padlock was still hanging.

Walking back downstairs, Jack asked, “Do you think it could have been that guy in the Volkswagen?”

“I don’t know. He was pretty scrungy.”

They adjourned to the sun porch and poured some good whiskey and discussed the situation. Yet, except for a bad odor, there wasn’t much to discuss.

When the sun had set and they were yawning they decided to christen another room. They headed upstairs, chose another bedroom, this one with posters but no canopy, and undressed.

Jack took Becky in his arms and they made slow, sweet love, and…they were disappointed.

Afterwards, laying in each others arms, Becky said, “We’re too thrilled by fucking as the opposite sex.”

Jack nodded. “All I could think about was being screwed by you, with me as a woman.”

“What do you think would happen if we lived our lives like that, all changed and everything?”

“We would just live,” he grinned. “Until we were bored with sex that way, then we’d want to change back until we were bored with the original way, and then—“

“All right! I get the idea!” She giggled as she clapped a hand over his mouth.

They lay there, listening to the night, the sighs of the old house, and Jack said, “Well, tomorrow is another day.”

“That it is, sunshine. Have you ever wondered what it would be like to make love as a lesbian?”

“Oh, my gosh.”

They were silent, thinking, dreaming, then Jack said, “But, please, no gay sex. I don’t think I could handle that!”

“Homophobe,” and they laughed. Gay, lesbian, either or, they were sure they would explore every variation.

The next day they got up, and they didn’t bother getting dressed. They just rolled out of bed, brushed their teeth, and padded—naked—upstairs.

In the little room the panties awaited. They hung, pristine and bland, and Jack and Becky stared at them.

“Did you want to change today?”

“Why don’t you change. Then we can do some fun things.”

“Like what?”

“I’ll show you the joy of shopping.”

Jack laughed. With 80 million in the bank they didn’t need anything. But he intuited that Becky had plans for them.

He stepped into the panties and the change occurred. He stepped out of them, and looked down at his body.

Female. Large boobs. And as a female he was downright…cute.

Becky hugged him, and he felt her bare tits against his, and there was an excitement there.

Lesbian? Hmmm.

“Come on, girlfriend. Let me fix you up, then we’ll go to town.”

Becky grabbed Jack’s slender hand and pulled him down the stairs. They locked up the cupola, pushed the boxes back in place, and headed down to the bedroom.

In the bedroom Becky got out her make up kit and went to work.

She started with nails, painting Jack’s toes red, then she applied half long ovals to his fingers and giggled. “You’re going to be weirded out when you realize that you have to use your hands all differently.”

Jack sniffed her hair and sighed. “I think it’s better to be a female.”

“Oh, don’t worry. You’ll get tired of it. Having to ask people to reach the groceries on the highest shelf will cure you, if nothing else does.”

They laughed at that one.

Betsy painted his finger nails to match his toenails, then started on his face.

Jack was enthralled, and made extra horny, by having his face played with. “Do you think, when I change back, the fingernails will…I don’t know…not change? Disappear?”

“Oh, they’ll probably come with you. But…maybe they won’t. That would be convenient, wouldn’t it? We wouldn’t have to do this every time you became a female.”

“Interesting idea,” Jack mused.

Becky primed him and foundationed him and added all sorts of color. There was a big mirror over a dresser and Jack kept glancing at himself.

He really was a beautiful woman. And as Becky worked on him he became more and more beautiful.

Or, as Alice in Wonderland might say, beautifuller and beautifuller.

Becky worked on his eyes along time, then plumped his lips and painted them. They were face to face, literal inches apart, and Jack found himself staring at Becky as she concentrated on the delicate details.

“You really are beautiful.”

She focused her eyes on his, smiled, and pecked his lips lightly.

“We’re going to get your ears pierced and get you some expensive jewelry. And we need to get your hair trimmed and styled.”

“This is all so scary.”

Becky showed her teeth. “Scary is what I’m going to do to you when I change into a man.”

“You’re not going to be a man for our shopping, are you?”

“Oh, Lord, no. We’re girlfriends for today. But maybe you should stay a woman tonight, and I can change into a man for this evenings festivities.”

“I’d like that.”

Another quick kiss, then Becky was done. “Okay, let’s go dress you and have some fun.”

They went upstairs and chose some kinky underwear.

“I’m going to be embarrassed even wearing this under my clothes.”

“Ha!”

Then dresses, and though they were feeling warm and horny underneath, on the surface they were just two beautiful girls about to go shopping.

Becky drove the new Tesla and Jack read the owners manual.

“Wow! This is like a spaceship!”

“It handles so smooth.”

They laughed, turned on the radio and enjoyed life.

“Hunh! There’s that Volkswagen again.”

Jack looked back and, sure enough, the rusty Volkswagen, a pukey red color where it hadn’t rusted, had come out of a side street and was heading towards their end of the island.

Yet, even though they had smelled body odor the day before, and conjectured about the Volkswagen, neither thought much about it.

It was just so exciting to go shopping!

They spent the morning walking, hand in hand, through trendy shops.

They didn’t see much that excited them, and that was because they had a mansion with more stuff that they had never explored.

Still, it was fun, and the wind rustled their hair, and they made their way to a beauty salon.

Jack got his hair done, and his ears pierced. He walked out with a set of squares dangling from his ears. The squares were set inside one another, and they turned this way and that as he walked.

Then they spent some time at a shoe store, shoes do change with the times and they wanted something modern and sexy for Jack’s feet.

Finally, they headed for the car.

They drove slowly up Long Island, enjoying the beautiful mansions, appreciating the long lawns and the glimpses they got of the beaches.

Finally, a bit tired, but exulting, they pulled into their driveway.

Jack got out and opened the garage door and Becky pulled in. They closed up the garage and sauntered towards the house.

They walked in and Becky stopped. “That odor is back!”

Now Jack smelled it. He was female now, and his smeller was top notch. “That’s rank.”

“Disgusting.”

They walked through the ground floor. Now they could see evidence of things being moved. Not a lot, and normally it wouldn’t have been noticed, except they had just looked at some of this stuff the d ay previous.

“Do you think he’s still here?” Jack whispered.

He was undergoing some unsettling feelings. He was a woman. He no longer had the muscle. Even as a slender young man he at least had a helping of fast twitch muscles and a male’s perspective on combat.

As a woman he had none of those advantages, and if it was a male that was stinking up the place he knew he would have a rough time.

Men are just stronger than women.

“I don’t know. That smell is pretty pervasive.”

They walked up the stairs to the second floor. They walked down the hallway, staying close together, and looked into each room.

Nothing. But there was more evidence of somebody having searched the place. Drawers were left half open, closet doors were open. Inside the drawers underwear was messed up. In one closet shoes had been scattered.

“This is freaky,” said Becky.

“I think I should change back.”

“I think you should, too. And so should I.”

They headed upstairs, and made a big mistake. If they had ascended near to where the stairs led to the attic they would have made it. But they climbed the stairs at the other end of the house.

They moved down the hallway, then froze. From the doorway on the right, just ahead of them, they heard a voice.

They moved up next to the door and listened.

“Where is it…fucking…I know they found it…where…” And the sounds of drawers being opened, the rustle of cloth as clothes were rearranged.

Jack looked at Becky. He motioned her back, towards the stairs.

She motioned towards the other end of the hallway, towards the door behind which were the stairs upward.

Jack shook his head.

Becky stared at the end of the hallway.

If they crossed in front of the doorway they could be seen.

Jack waved her back again.

But Becky couldn’t do it. Not when the attic was so close. If she could just reach the panties then…she darted across the doorway.

“Hey!”

Jack groaned and waited. He could hear the footsteps as the intruder ran across the room. The scrungy fellow with the Van Dyke beard appeared in the doorway and Jack swung his fist.

Except he couldn’t really make a fist. Not with the long fingernails on his digits.

Except that he was female slow, and the intruder was male fast.

“Ha!” The Van Dyke man caught his hand, then he punched Jack with the other hand. Bang. Right in the face.

As a man Jack would have been able to take it. As a woman he couldn’t. He went down, the world spinning, and groaned.

He heard the running footsteps as the Van Dyke man ran after Becky.

Becky reached the door to the attic, gripped the knob and pulled, and ran up the stairs.

Van Dyke was right behind her.

Jack sat up, held his head, and struggled to his feet. He had weight on his chest. He was in a male fight mode, but he was encumbered by breasts, and he didn’t have testosterone flowing through his veins. Still, he followed the Van Dyke man. He had to protect Becky.

Becky ran up the stairs. She made it halfway across the attic before the Van Dyke man caught her.

“Come here, you bitch!”

He grabbed her shoulder, spun her, and slapped her.

Becky sat down abruptly. She held her hands to her face, and she began to sob.

“Interesting that you came up here. Is that where it’s hidden?”

Jack heard the man’s voice as he slowly climbed the stairs. He had smaller bones as a woman, and he wondered if anything on his face had been broken.

“Come on, tell me. Where’s the panties?”

So that’s what he was after! He knew about the magic panties! Jack reached the attic and staggered across the room.

The man turned to him, grinned, and slapped Jack.

Jack’s world spun, and he tried to sit up. He was hazy on how he had come to be on the floor, but…oh, yes. The Van Dyke man.

“Okay, bitches. Time to answer some questions.”

Jack came to himself and he managed to sit up. He was against the attic wall, next to Becky. The Van Dyke man was standing in front of him, and now he was holding a pistol.

“Who are you?” Jack muttered.

“Who am I? You mean to tell me you don’t recognize your old cousin Ralph?”

Jack blinked, stripped off the man’s beard in his mind, and… “Ralph?”

“That’s right, cuz. And I’m here to get my rightful inheritance. Oh, I don’t care about eighty million. I want those panties. The ones that changed you into a girl. Those are worth a lot more than a paltry eighty million dollars.

Ralph moved the gun back and forth as he talked, aiming first at Becky, then at Jack, then at Becky, and so on.

“We haven’t—“

“You’re a fucking girl. I watched you. I have a couple of cameras in the house. I watched you. You became a girl…and I know about the panties.”

“How do you know?” Jack played for time. Becky was aware now, and if they could get past the gun, maybe together they could overpower Ralph.

“My mother told me. But Granny didn’t want to play ball. She wanted to hog those panties all to herself. Now, come on. Give. Where’s the panties?”

Neither Jack nor Becky said anything.

Ralph raised the pistol. “I can shoot you both, take my time, and I know that they’re here so I’ll find them. No matter how long it takes, I’ll find them.”

He aimed the gun at Becky.

“Okay!” Jack blurted.

“No!” Becky objected.

But Jack saw no other way out of it. Still, if he stalled, played the game, maybe he could figure something out.

“Upstairs, in the attic.”

“I been there!”

“There’s a hidden room. I can show you.”

Ralph was suspicious, but he motioned with the pistol and Jack and Becky got to their feet.

Jack led the way, Becky right after him, and went to where the crates were piled up.

“You better not be messing with me,” Ralph warned.

Jack tugged on the crates, and Becky helped him, and they cleared the space in front of the small door.

“It’s locked.”

“I know.” Jack picked up the screwdriver, which caused Ralph to gasp and aim the pistol at him, and unscrewed the screws holding the hasp to the wood.

“Fuck me,” whispered Ralph.

Up the narrow stairs they went, Jack and Becky first. They stepped into the little, round room and Ralph followed them.

Ralph’s beady, little eyes took in the panties hanging on the sole hanger in the room. “Now we’re talking.”

Jack waited, and when Ralph crossed to the stand he made his move. He jumped forward and—Ralph slashed him across the forehead with the pistol.

“You fucking idiot!” Ralph laughed, and he took the panties down and examined them.

Jack lay on the floor, Becky seeing to him, and they watched Ralph.

Ralph, his breath rasping, his body odor never more apparent, put the panties back on the hanger and pulled off his clothes.

He was an ugly man. Hairy and bony and smelling. His hair was lank and his eyes were pinched and too narrow.

You’re not going to get away with this.”

“Of course I will. Once I see how this thing works…”

He moved to the center of the room and plucked the panties off the hanger. For a brief moment Ralph’s vision was obscured by the panties, and Becky made her move.

The zoot suit was still lying on the floor and she whipped the pants at Ralph.

Ralph should have just pulled the trigger, but he was too male confident. After all, these were only bitches!

He moved his hand to brush the long pants aside, but they wrapped around his hand.

Becky shot forward, Jack, seeing the moment, a hair behind her. They tackled Ralph, drove him to the floor, and he lost grip on the gun.

His hand with the panties was up, however, and Jack grabbed the panties and, a moment of inspiration and positioning, pushed them down on Ralph’s head.

“FU-U-U!” Ralph screamed. the panties went over his head and Jack saw an expanse of bare flesh.

A change was happening. Not the normal change, but some kind of weird change.

“Help me!” grunted Jack, and he pulled on the panties harder.

The panties went down Ralph’s body, and one leg opened, stretched, and the panties kept going down…down.

Ralph screamed, struggled, then stopped screaming as the panties went down onto his shoulder.

What was above the panties was a butt. An ass. Complete with asshole.

Ralph now essentially brainless, Jack and Becky pulled harder.

Over his chest, the leg hole stretching to accommodate, and the body was white and hairless and…upside down!

Then they were pushing the panties down over his waist.

The back of his head was revealed, and they turned and pulled and forced the panties further.

Down the legs.

Then, as they pulled the panties off, Ralph was fully revealed.

His ass was his head, and his head was his ass. His eyes stared out, shocked and terrified and still evil and squinty. Then, for some reason his penis hadn’t migrated with his butt, his nose was the penis. Right below his penis/nose was his open mouth. If he pissed he would likely pizzle right into his mouth.

Up above his asshole was perched on his shoulders, looking slightly forward, red and brown and oozing.

He was an upside down asshole man, perched on hairless, weak legs.

He tried to walk around the room, but his perspective was truly skewed, and he walked into walls.

“Oh, my God!” whispered Becky.

“Double that from me,” breathed Jack.


EPILOGUE

They turned Ralph loose on the streets of New York. He couldn’t talk except for making farting sounds. He was aware, his eyes showed this, but not aware enough to take care of himself, and certainly not aware enough to reveal the secret of the magic panties.

He somehow found his way to Times Square, people shrieking and running from him, before the police picked him up.

The police didn’t know what to do with him, and he ended up being sent to Bellevue. The psychiatrists there were quite happy to see him.

Jack was able to turn back into a man, but he spends most of his time as a woman. Only changing back when Becky wants some cock.

They live their days happily, and the world is their oyster.

END
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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.
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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.
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The summer was going to be boring, until the MILF next store feminizes him!
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Falsely accused of peeping and masturbating, James is on the Pink Path. Why is this happening? Why is his mother going along with it? At the heart of this steamy tale is Mrs. Johnson, and what she is about to do is so terrible it will shake the nylons off a fat lady!
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Here is the first part of…

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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