

You Drank the Boobs!

He tried to trick his girlfriend

and ended up feminized!

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


PART ONE

 Brad opened the door and looked in.

Shelly wasn’t home. Ha! He had beaten her home.

He darted through the door and into the kitchen. He was holding a small sack, and he was very careful with it.

Inside the fridge was a bottle of champagne. He glanced out the kitchen window and saw Shelly’s car pull into the driveway. He had to hurry!

He opened the bottle of champagne and filled two flutes with the alcohol. He opened the sack and took out two vials. One was red and one was blue.

Damn! This had cost him a lot! And he had had to buy both his and hers. But it was going to be worth it.

When Shelly drank her potion her breasts wold grow bigger. She had nice sized boobs already, but Brad always dreamed of bigger. Bigger was better, after all.

Shelly was, unfortunately, resistant to such thought, but she’d find out!

Brad tapped three drops of the red potion into one of the flutes, and three drops of the blue potion into the other. He placed the flutes on the counter, the red on the right and the blue on the left.

He pounded it into his mind, right to Shelly, left to him.

She would get big, beautiful, gigantic boobs, and he would get a hard on that wouldn’t quit!

Red, right, Shelly.

Blue, left, himself.

The door opened in the living room and he looked around in a panic. He needed to hide the potions!

But the kitchen was clean. Nowhere to put them!

Behind the toaster. That was it! He slid the little vials behind the toaster just as Shelly yelled, “Brad!”

Oh, crap! He looked at the flutes.

Red, right, Shelly.

Blue, left, himself.

He poked his head into the living room. “Whatcha need, honey?”

“I forgot the ice cream! Could you run out and get it? It’s in the back seat.”

“Right now?” he tried not to whine.

“It’s going to melt. Come on, babe. Go!”

Brad glanced at the counter.

Red, right, Shelly.

Blue, left, himself.

Crap…crap…crap!

“Okay,” he said, praying that she wouldn’t go into the kitchen.

She wasn’t carrying any groceries, must just be the one item…he trotted past her.

Shelly smiled and put her purse down. She was thirsty and wanted a Coke desperately. She sauntered into the kitchen…and saw the champagne.

How sweet! Brad must have just poured it, the bubbles were rising up at a nice rate.

She picked up one of the flutes and quaffed it. just like that.

Mmm. Good stuff. She placed the empty on the counter, right back in the same place, and sighed.

This was going to be a good night!

She heard the car door shut and raised up on her toes and looked out the window. Brad was on the way back, ice cream under his arm.

Then, a sudden reaction to the champagne, she tottered. Her hand went out and bumped the full glass of champagne that was waiting for Brad.

Fortunately, she had quick reactions, and she managed to catch it before it spilled. She steadied it, and it was now in the place where the first flute had been.

Which left the other one out of place. She moved it over, and now the glasses were switched.

The front door shut and Brad came darting into the kitchen.

“Hey ho!”

His eyes took in the champagne. Good, she had taken the one on the right. His, on the left, was right where it should be.

He bent slightly and opened the freezer door and put the ice cream inside. Then he turned and grabbed his own glass of champagne. “I see you already drank yours.”

“I did, thank you, honey. It was exactly what I needed.”

She hugged him then, and kissed him, and he held the glass and wanted to drink it. Couldn’t she wait a minute before kissing him?

His arm still around her, he tilted his flute, gulped, and smacked his lips. “That is pretty good stuff.”

“Pour some more. I’ll start dinner.”

Brad grinned and shortly they were sipping more champagne.

While she fixed dinner they chatted about their day.

Shelly talked about one of the girls in her office who couldn’t quite figure out the computer system.

Brad ‘uh huhed’ and listened and waited.

He watched Shelly with a fixed eye, trying to act nonchalant whenever she looked at him.

How long did the potion take to work? How long before she felt an itch, or scratched herself, or maybe heated up a little?

How long before she noticed a swelling in her chest?

How long before her boobs suddenly swelled up into perfection?

Unaware of Brad’s mad ponderings, she put a steak in the pan for him, and made herself a salad.

Interestingly, as the meat cook she licked her lips at the odor, and suddenly wished she had cooked two steaks.

Usually she wasn’t much of a meat eater, but that smell, the sizzle…it was driving her crazy.

Brad, on the other hand, coughed a couple of times. He liked steak, and loved the smell, but suddenly he was feeling a little bit queasy.

He figured it must be a reaction from the potion. Fuck, his dick was going to get big and hard any second! Maybe even before Shelly had her reaction.

Well, okay. But he was looking forward to her changing more than himself. After all, his dick was already big.

And, he grinned inwardly, could she really take a supersized dong? He was eight inches hard, and the potion would probably give him a couple of inches. At least!

“I don’t know what we’ll do with her. She doesn’t know the difference between a space key and a delete key. I just don’t see…” Shelly stopped talking for a minute. She had a sudden spell of dizziness, and she was feeling flushed. She put a palm to her forehead.

“Are you all right?” asked Brad. He figured the change was starting.

“I’m okay. Maybe I drank too much too fast.”

“Maybe you didn’t drink enough?” he quipped.

She grabbed the bottle and tilted it and chugged a couple of big gulps.

“Whoa!” Brad stared in fascination.

“Boy, that’s good. But I wish it was beer. Or maybe bourbon.”

Brad was amazed. Shelly was more of a wine spritzer girl.

“Mmm! That steak smells delicious.” She flipped it and the bottom became the top, and it was perfectly cooked. It had exactly the right amount of char.

Brad was leaning against the counter and the bowl of salad Shelly had been working on was right next to him.

“Can I have a bite of your salad?”

“Sure.” Shelly eyed the steak and actually had a bit of drool at the corner of her mouth.

Brad took a fork and began working on the salad.

The salad was delicious. It had all sorts of stuff in it, stuff that he normally wouldn’t have noticed. Little bits of onions and peppers and even bacon bits.

Not thinking, he reached into the fridge and got out the Thousand Islands. He poured a glob onto the salad and kept eating. He was fascinated by the richness of taste. Man, why hadn’t salad ever tasted like this before?

Shelly, meanwhile, was staring at the steak as if hypnotized. She suddenly grabbed a knife and fork and sliced off a small bite. She popped it into her mouth, telling herself it was just a taste test, and her taste buds suddenly swooned. It was like her mouth had just suddenly exploded with a sweet taste of pure energy. She cut off another bite.

Brad was facing the counter, eating, forking more and more, adding more Thousand Islands.

Shelly was facing the other way, standing in front of the stove, and she kept slicing bite after bite.

Suddenly Brad realized, when the bowl was empty, what he had done.

“Oh, damn! Honey, I’m sorry, but I ate your salad. I don’t know what came…”

He was turning around as he spoke, and he suddenly stopped. Shelly was holding the pan and putting the last piece of meat into her mouth.

She froze, and realized what she had done.

They stared at each other, both in a sort of state of shock, and, suddenly…POP!

It was a sound like snapping one’s fingers, and it came from Brad.

“Oh!” He grabbed his right pectoral.

“What was that?” blurted Shelly?

“I don’t know. Something just stung me on my—“

POP!

He grabbed his left pectoral.

“Fuck! That hurt!”

Shelly put the pan down and stepped closer to him. “Brad?”

Brad felt a pressure in his chest. Two pressures, one on each side. His hands were already on his chest, and the skin under his hands was…roiling.

His pectorals felt like they were rippling, pressing out. It was sort of like an upset stomach, except it was in his chest!

And he felt two stiff things under his shirt. His…his nipples!

“Brad?” Shelly was getting alarmed at the look on his face. She moved closer, and realized that he was gripping his chest.

“What’s the matter?”

“It…it hurts?” he groaned.

“What does?”

“My chest!”

“Let me see…”

Suddenly Brad thought about the champagne. She was supposed to drink the red, and he the blue, but…what if… “No!” he yelped.

“But let me see!”

“I’m okay!”

He pushed past her, holding his pectorals with his hands.

She stared in amazement as he ran, hunched over, for the bathroom. She was still holding the frying pan and she tossed it on the counter. It slid across the counter and hit the toaster.

She ran after Brad.

Brad entered the bathroom and closed the door behind him. His chest felt like it was on fire. And it was bulging. And those two, little spikes on his chest felt like they were electrified!

Brad ripped open his shirt, buttons flew into the sink, and he stared.

Under his tee shirt were two large mounds. On top of the mounds were…were…nipples! Big nipples!

It must have been the nipples that made the popping sound. That had started everything, and now he was growing boobs.

But he had drunk the right flute of champagne!

Then he realized that he couldn’t have! Shelly must have switched them! Somehow he had gotten the red potion, and she…had she gotten the blue potion?

But she wasn’t experiencing any effects, so maybe…maybe she was immune, or something! Or maybe she hadn’t drank the potion. Or…

He stared at himself in the mirror, his mind whirling in a thousand different directions, trying to figure things out.

What had happened?

But as he stood there, mind mind frantically flinging about, he could tell that his…his boobs…he might as well call them that…were still growing!

They had been the size of tennis balls when he had first opened his shirt. Now they were the size of baseballs, and the nipples seemed even larger!

And they hurt! Everything hurt!

He pulled his shirt off all the way, then he pulled off his tee shirt.

His boobs were as big as softballs now!

He became aware of the pounding on the bathroom door.

“Brad! Brad!”

He couldn’t let her in! He couldn’t let her see him like this!

“I’m okay!” he yelled. “Don’t come in!”

“Brad! What’s happening? What’s wrong? Should I call a doctor?”

“No! No! I’m okay! I just felt a little sick. It must be the champagne!”

“Are you sure?”

“I’m sure!”

He wasn’t sure at all. He was panicked. His face was as white as Caspar’s underpants. His eyes were big, round black orbs.

Shelly left the door. She wasn’t making a sound. Good…good. He needed time to figure this out.

He looked at the mirror. The softball size boobs on his chest were even bigger!

In the next room Shelly ran for her vanity table. She found a bobby pin and straightened it out and returned to the bathroom door.

The doorknob was one of those old ones with a single hole in the center on the outside. If somebody locked themselves in one could put the end of a bobby pin in the hole and open the door.

Shelly put the end of the pin in the little hole, felt the little ‘click.’

Inside the bathroom Brad heard something, and he spun around.

Shelly pushed the door open and stopped. And stared. At Brad’s chest.

“You’ve got…what…you…” she fell to her knees.

“Shelly!”

Shelly didn’t pass all the way out, she never lost consciousness. When Brad leaped to her and caught her his boobs loomed right in front of her eyes.

“No!” she screamed and pushed away.

He had tits!

Possibilities screamed through her mind. He was transitioning. He had been a girl all along. He was going to have a baby!

Every possibility, however, was ludicrous, and growing more ludicrous by the second.

He still had an arm around her, though she was shrinking back, and then she reached out and said…”Oh, my God! you’ve got boobs!”

Brad closed his eyes and tears squeezed out.

Shelly touched his nipple and he felt an exquisite charge of sexual electricity run through him.

“Oh, fuck!”

But he was still holding her. He tried to move away, and knew he should let go, but she would fall then.

She touched his other nipples and he groaned. “Oh…God!”

She said, “You’ve got tits.” And there was a growing sense of wonder in her voice.

Finally, he managed to let her down without her falling. Now she was coming towards him, and he backed up until his back touched the toilet.

“Brad?”

“Please,” he sobbed. “Leave me alone!”

“But how did you get tits?”

“I don’t know…I…” and it burst out of him, “I put something in the champagne!”

She was holding one of his boobs with both of her hands now. She needed to use two hands, as his boobs were really getting big. She looked up at him. “The champagne? I don’t understand!”

His face now in his hands, and his hair growing longer, growing over his hands, he sobbed, “I bought two potions. One for men and one for women. The pink one, the one for women, was supposed to make your boobs bigger.”

Suddenly, the craziness of the situation getting to her, Shelly giggled. “You drank the boobs.”

Brad’s hair was getting longer, and softer, and suddenly Shelly noticed his fingernails. They were changing shape, growing thinner and longer. In fact, his fingers, which were pudgy, little, spatulate sausages, were extending, getting long and slender.

“I…I didn’t mean to!” He looked at her, his cheeks wet with tears. “You were supposed to drink the pink.

That was when she got it. “Wait a minute. If you drank a pink solution, then I drank the other solution…what’s supposed to happen to me?”

“You were supposed to get the big boobs!” wailed Brad. The other potion was blue! It was for men!

She grabbed him and shook him, and was aware that he seemed…shrunken. Shorter. Skinnier.

“Ow!” he yelped.

“Never mind that!” she yelled, her voice suddenly louder, growing in power. “I drank the blue. What’s supposed to happen to me?”

That was when Brad got it. His eyes grew wide and his mouth clamped shut. His mouth, with thicker lips, curvier lips that were assuming a more ‘M’ shape.

Shelly rose up and lifted Brad’s arm. His arm was slender, and her fingers, which suddenly felt powerful, closed around and squeezed, and she lifted him up.

“OW!” he batted at her wrist ineffectively.

She shook him. “What’s supposed to happen to me?”

He had to answer. He had to, or she was going to shake the shit out of him. “The blue potion makes the penis bigger.”

His hair was over his ears and down the back of his neck. His eyes were becoming rounder, and the iris’s were bigger. His lashes were growing longer and his nose was pert.

In fact, it was like fat was redistributing all over his body, and his skin was becoming fine pored and soft.

His muscles were but a memory.

She dropped him in frustration, before she lost her cool and slapped him silly.

And if she slapped him silly now it would hurt. Her arms were getting thicker. Her hands were like little mitts, and…she felt…something growing in her panties.

Suddenly she was aware that her clothes, which she liked tight, were almost ready to burst.

She looked down at the sobbing Brad. His clothes were several sizes too large. His jeans were like shopping bags on his legs, and his shirt, except for the two prominent bulges where his pectorals were…had been…were…was like a big bag!

“Fuck! What’s happening?”

Shelly reached down and gripped her skirt. It was a pencil skirt, supposed to be tight around the butt and the knees. Now it was super tight. It was strangling her body!

She fumbled at the button, but her fingers were too big and too uncoordinated. So she just gripped the buttons and ripped them off. That caused the pressure to focus on the zipper, and it came apart.

“Heysoos Xristo!” she yelled, and she began pushing the skirt down.

A big penis was trying to erect in her panties!

It was a monster! It was ten inches! It was red and looked like a rocket trying to take off! It was like a boa constrictor, and as thick as her forearm.

Her forearm…which was now big and bulky.

And her hair was…going back into her scalp! It was shrinking, getting shorter. And it was coarser!

In fact, she had hair all over her body, short, scratchy, itchy hair!

She felt her face. Her jaw was strong. Her teeth felt like she could chomp a stick in two.

And her feet! It was true! She had a huge cock and her feet were equally huge.

On the floor Brad was curled up. His body was short and slender and his hair was down his back. His lips were plump, and he had more color on his face!

“Why! Why!” he cried.

But he knew why.

He knew.

Shelly recovered first, and the reason was simple. Now she was a man, and she had no hormones, and her body was big and strong.

She still had residual female habits, but her body…she could handle disaster better with a sturdy male body.

Brad lay on the floor of the bathroom, sobbing, shattered, suddenly the victim of innumerable hormones.

And while both Brad and Shelly had residual behavior patterns, they also had expected behavior patterns. Brad was now female…and he knew how females were expected to act. Shelly was male, and she knew how males were supposed to act.

Thus, their behavior was a hodge podge of male and female, and their minds were suffering confusions as to how they should act.

Shelly did, however, have the advantage.

She exited the bathroom, staggered to the couch and sat down. She stared around at a world that was suddenly a little smaller to her. She was taller, wider, and the sensation of having muscles that rippled with every motion was…heady.

“Brad. Get out here.”

Not ‘Brad, honey, can you please come here,’ but ‘get your butt out here.’

Male versus female. MVF.

Brad heard the strong voice and struggled up on one arm.

“Brad?”

Brad stood up, and was stunned by being in a world that was suddenly bigger. He was shorter, and so incredibly weak. She had had long fingernails and hair. He looked down at his breasts.

His breasts, that mark of femininity, had stopped growing. But they were huge! Shelly had been C cups. He was triple Fs or something.

And they weighed so much! They sagged and he felt a little pain and hefted them with his hands.

“Brad?”

He walked into the next room and stopped.

Shelly, in a big, strong body, stared at him, then she laughed.

“What…what?”

“You look so…” still having a bit of the female in her she controlled her desire to say ‘stupid.’ Instead, she said, “you look a little silly holding your boobs like that.”

He looked down, then sniffed. And, just like a female, he said, “I’m sorry. I don’t know…” and he didn’t know what he was apologizing for!

“Okay. So you gave us something, some potion. Tell me about it.”

“I don’t…” Brad was caught, no way out, but he tried to walk past Shelly.

She caught his wrist and stopped her. It was easy, male muscles to tender flesh, and Brad found himself halted.

“Let go!” he whined.

“Not until you tell me about the potion.”

She jerked him back and he staggered and one of his hands, the one she was gripping, lost control of his boob.

“Ow!” he yelped as the big bowling ball of flesh sagged.

“Heysoos. You’re big. How do you like it?”

“I don’t. Let me past!”

Shelly’s thick eyebrows dipped. “Where are you so anxious to get to?”

Unable to get past his girlfriend, Brad finally broke. “I want to take the potion, the right one. I want to change back!”

“You’ve got more potion?”

Shelly stood up. Brad was suddenly frightened. She was six inches taller than him, and so wide! And that grip of her hand was like a steel trap.

“Let me go!”

“Not till you tell me where the potion is.”

“It’s behind the toaster.”

Shelly pushed Brad’s body back and strode from the room.

In the kitchen she pulled the toaster out, and there it was: two vials, one of which was broken.

Brad came up behind her and looked around Shelly’s massive arm. “Oh, no!”

Brad stared at the shards of the broken vial. There was liquid drying around the shards. The other bottle was in Shelly’s big paw.

She held it up and looked at it. “Doesn’t look like much.” Her mouth was twisted in a frown.

“Give it to me!” Brad tried to reach past her arm.

Shelly moved the remaining vial out of his reach. “Oh, no you don’t.”

“But I need it! I need to change back. That might change me back!”

Shelly turned to him, “And it might change me back. And I think I’ve got a better call on it than you do.”

“But I can’t stay a girl?”

“What’s so bad about being a girl? I’ve been one for 24 years.”

“But…”

“Besides. You gave this stuff to me against my will. I should be able to change back before you do.”

“But if you take it there might not be enough to change me back!”

“Tough titty, said the kitty. The milk’s gone dry,” Shelly spoke drolly.

She looked around and then got the folding stool out. She got on the top rung of the stool and reached way back in the space on top of the kitchen cabinets. She would be able to retrieve the vial when she wanted to, but Brad, even if he stood on the counter, would have arms to short to reach it.

“What are you doing?”

“Safekeeping,” said Shelly, getting off the folding stool. As she put the stool away she added, “It’s there when I want it.”

“But…you have to…please…”

Shelly grabbed Brad’s arm and pulled him out of the kitchen. She pushed him down on the couch and eyed him. “Okay, bozo butt. Give. Tell me all about that potion.”

Brad didn’t want to. He was frightened, so frightened that he was shivering, and his boobs were shivering right along with him.

“Tell me what, exactly, that stuff was supposed to do to me.”

Brad sniffled, then, “It was supposed to give you bigger boobs.”

“And I’m guessing the other one was to give you a bigger dick.”

Brad sniffled some more and nodded.

Shelly was standing in front of him, bigger, taller, and overwhelming. “I’m guessing, just a guess, mind you, that you wound up with the bigger boobs and I wound up with the dick.”

“I didn’t mean to!” he whined. “I don’t know what happened!”

“What happened, dear ‘boyfriend,’” she snarled out the last word. “Was that I drank the wrong glass, and then you drank what was left, which was the wrong glass. And now you have the tits of a super bimbo and I’ve got the cock of a super stud.”

And that statement, spoken innocently, was a catalyst.

Shelly looked down at the sudden sensation and motion. Her dick was rising up. And rising up. And rising up.

“Whoa!” she said startled at the length and girth of a full erection.

Brad’s mouth opened in shock. Her dick pointed right at his mouth. Big, and swollen and—a bit of her male sense of humor—Shelly tilted her lips and her cock went right into his mouth!

“Ack! Gah!”

But Shelly was giggling and had hold of the back of his head.

“It’s a blow job, honey! How do you like it?”

Brad finally managed to pull back enough to spit out her cock.

“What the fuck!” he screeched in his higher voice.

Shelly couldn’t stop laughing. “Do you remember all the times you tried shit like that on me?”

“Yeah! But I was the man!”

“And now I’m the man. So stop your whining, bitch!”

Rod tried to stand up and move away, but Shelly pushed him back down.

“You’re being a bully!”

“I’m being what you were to me. Besides, we aren’t done talking.”

“But I want to put on some different clothes! These are too big!”

Shelly thought about that. She was barely covered by ripped female clothes. He was swallowed up by baggy, male clothes.

It would feel good to put some clothes on.

“Okay.” She stood back. “Head for the bedroom.”

Brad stood up and walked, a bit sullenly, glancing towards the kitchen and the out of reach vials, towards the bedroom.

Shelly followed him.

Shelly had no problem. Girls sometimes wear pants, even fully male pants and shirts and stuff. She simply selected some jeans and shirts and put them on. She even slipped into a pair of Brad’s athletic shoes. She looked like a man, be it with a rather sizable bulge in his pants.

Actually, that bulge was getting to be a problem. She had trouble zipping up over the thing, and her balls were so tender. Still, a little push and shove and she managed to contain her tool with its ball bearings.

She smiled and looked at the wall mirror. She was tall and big, but the clothes were a good fit and her body had room to breath.

Brad, on the other hand, was having a terrible time.

He found panties, was dubious, but they fit.

The bras, on the other hand, weren’t a good fit.

There is a huge difference between a C cup and a triple F cup.

Shelly was dressed now and sitting on the side of the bed. And grinning.

“Try the shelf bra. The regular bras are going to cut right into your skin. At least with the shelf bra you’ll be supported. You’ll be out front, but…it’ll support you. Sort of.”

Brad put on the shelf bra. He was surprised to find out that he was flexible enough to reach behind himself and fasten the thing.

His boobs were supported, all right, but only barely.

They sat on the ‘shelf’ structure. But if he leaned forward they fell out of the cups, simply folded the material down and hung.

This meant he had to keep his shoulders back and not lean forward.

Shelly laughed and whistled. “Look at those nips!”

He growled at her, which he shouldn’t have because his high voice sounded a little ridiculous.

Then he looked for a pair of pants. The choice here was limited.

Shelly had sweats, nice slacks, lots of skirts and dresses, and one pair of culottes.

“Put on the green dress,” Shelly suggested.

Brad held it up. It was way too short, and it had too much space on top. He hung it up.

Shelly’s eyes narrowed. “You liked seeing me in it, now you wear it.”

“It’s too short! You’ll be able to see my ass. And my…my chest!”

“That’s the point, honey.”

Shelly was aware that just sitting and watching Brad get dressed was causing a reaction down there. She shifted and adjusted. Damn. She shouldn’t have worn underpants. Just let the damn thing hang down her leg.

“Well, I’m not.”

Brad stood up, partly to cow Shelly, partly to let his cock breath a bit.

“I said…the green dress.”

“No!”

“Would you like a spanking?”

Now Brad’s eyes opened wide. “Don’t you…you can’t!”

“I can do what I want.”

“But I never spanked you!”

“No. You were more into the verbal bullying. But, no matter. You gave us the potion, and now you get to live with the consequences.”

“But I don’t want to!”

Shelly simply reached out and grabbed Brad’s arm. He sat on the bed and put her across his lap.

SMACK!

“OW!”

SMACK!

“EEEE!”

Shelly stopped. She suddenly realized just how strong she was. She had just meant to give a little paddling, but her hand was big and meaty, and Brad’s ass was already bruised.

“Oh, shit,” she let go of Brad.

Brad fell off her lap. He cried and touched his ass. Tears were pouring from his eyes.

“Honey, I’m sorry. That was a little too rough.”

Brad just kept crying and crying, and Shelly would have fallen for it, it had been painful, after all, but then she realized what Brad was doing. He was crying for sympathy.

Shelly toughened up and said, “Now, if you don’t want another one, put on the green dress.”

Brad realized his feminine wiles weren’t working as well as he thought they would. He straightened up, still sniffing, and rubbed his ass. “It really did hurt.”

“I know, but I still want to see you in the green dress.”

Brad’s tits had fallen out during his spanking, and he pulled the lip of the shelf bra forward and tucked his boobs in again.

He stepped into the dress and pulled it up.

It was a perfect fit. Well, almost perfect. Brad’s breasts were too big. Fortunately, the dress was looser on the top. Still, his boobs were nearly exposed. He would have to be careful. If he turned to suddenly a boob might pop into view.

Shelly smiled. “Now I see why you liked to see me in it.”

Brad looked at himself in the mirror. Suddenly it wasn’t so bad. He had a spectacular body, and his hair, though uncombed, fell down over his bare shoulders. And his eyes, they really sparkled.

Shelly came up behind him. She put her arms around him, and he felt her big penis pushing up between her buns.

“Hey!” Shelly whirled and pushed Brad away. Which was like pushing on a tank. He just sort of swayed back and didn’t really move.

“What?” Shelly grinned. “You don’t like my dong?”

Brad looked haughty. “Keep it to yourself.”

Shelly frowned. “No worries, boyfriend. Unlike some people, I’m not going to force myself on you.”

But, boy, did she want to. That big hunk of meat in her pants had a mind of its own. It really wanted to get into Brad’s little body.

“Now put on some nylons and high heels, and tell me where you got the potion.”

Brad blinked. Nylons? He always wore socks! But…nylons? Having seen himself in the dress, appreciating himself in female clothes, he started thinking about nylons.

Brad found the nylons in her drawer and rolled them up his sleek legs. It felt really good, like unrolling a condom on his dong.

“I got the stuff at a store on Silverlake.”

“What store?”

“Uh…it’s just past the pizza place, and they sell things like tarot cards and hexes and things.

“Like potions that will change your sex.”

“At first I thought it was a joke. The girl guaranteed me, though, and…”

“And you took a chance.”

“Well, I didn’t think—“

“No. You didn’t. You give me a drug, like a roofie or something, and you think that’s all right.”

Brad whispered, “I’m sorry. I was thinking with the wrong head.”

That made sense to Shelly. He was thinking with his dick. Now that she had a dick, and now that it was wiggling in her pants and was so compulsive and compelling…she actually understood something of what men go through.

“Well, no excuse. And no experiments. We have to go find out what will reverse this stuff.”

Brad said nothing.

“Put on the heels.”

“Why?” He had actually put them on, then taken them off. They were uncomfortable.

“Because we’re going out.”

“But can’t I wear running shoes or something? Or those flat things you call Mary Janes?”

“You wanted to be a girl, so you should experience all the delights a woman experiences. High heels are top of the list.”

“But—“

Shelly growled, in a deep and threatening voice, “A girl looks forward to wearing her high heels. It’s a step towards womanhood. So put your shoes on before I spank you.”

Brad didn’t want to experience her hand again, so he bent over, groaned when his boobs fell out, and slipped his feet into black high heels. Then he straightened up and put his boobs in place.

“How do women wear these things?”

Shelly wasn’t sure if he was referring to the heels or the bra. She just laughed. “Enjoy, honey. Now let’s go.”


PART TWO

 Shelly took Brad’s hand as soon as they left the apartment. It made Brad feel…possessed. Then he realized it wasn’t like he was possessed, it was like he was owned, which made him feel submissive!

Brad tried to take his hand away, but Shelly held on and grinned down at him. “Come on, lover.” Then she frowned. She was finding it hard to walk and haul him with a big, old dick poking around in her pants.

“Don’t pull so hard,” whined Brad.

Shelly eased up, and they crossed the parking lot to her car. Then she shifted towards his Mustang.

“You’re not going to drive my car, are you?”

“Your Miata is too small for this body. Besides, I feel like a little horsepower.”

Brad groaned, but there was nothing he could do about it.

Shelly put him in the passenger seat and closed the door. Then she went to the driver’s side and got in.

It was a high powered Mustang. Big motor. Pipes that sounded like a brace of Harley’s. Zero to sixty in four seconds. Zowie!

Shelly started up the car and pressed the pedal a couple of times.

VROOM! VROOM!

“Hey! Take it easy!”

“Nope.” Shelly hit the gas and went forward, over the curb, and squealed tires all the way down the street.

“Stop it!”

Shelly just grinned. She took the next corner too fast and spun out.

“WHEEE!” she laughed.

Brad, in his smaller, female body, was holding to the seat with white knuckles. He closed his eyes and prayed.

Shelly, however, was just showing off. She still had enough female good sense to realize that being pulled over while in a different body might create some problems.

Gee, officer, I’m sorry, I happen to be in the wrong body! I don’t have any license or anything for this body!

Yeah, right. That would go over like falsies in a nunnery.

Shelly headed down the 210 to Silverlake. She took the Fletcher turn off and turned right at the end of the road. She was checking out businesses. Brad was now not so white knuckled, and he looked, too.

“There it is!” he said, just as she caught sight of it. It was a small, purple building advertising occultish things.

Shelly pulled around and slid up to the curve. Just as she got out of the car a woman stepped out of the entrance and began locking up.

“Oh, wait!”

The woman turned around and smiled. “Done for the day, honey. Open at nine tomorrow.”

“I’m sorry, but we’ve got a real problem here, and only you can help.”

The girl tilted her head slightly. She was a thing woman with small breasts. Her hair was long and straight and black as coal.

“Only me?”

“Yes, you see, my dumb boyfriend,” Shelly thumbed towards Brad, who was standing by the side of the car and trying to look like he wasn’t there, “he bought a couple of potions from you. They, uh…they switched us.”

The girl laughed. “Oh, gosh. He’s one of those guys, eh?”

Brad shriveled down a couple more inches.

“Well, he said he just wanted me to have bigger boobs, but…”

“But you got the wrong potions. It happens so often.”

“But what do we do about it?”

“Well,” She lowered her voice, speaking confidentially, and Brad tried to listen. But he was too far away, and too embarrassed to come closer.

“Just drink one of the potions. Doesn’t matter which,” said the girl.

“Oh, thank you,” Shelly whispered. “I don’t think I’ll tell him. I’m going to have some fun.”

“After what he did, I don’t blame you. Go for it, girl.”

Shelly smiled, and hugged the girl. Hugged like girls hug, even though she was in a big, hulking body.

Shelly returned to the car, and the girl went around the corner of the building to her own car.

“What’d she say?”

“She said you were stupid. There is no cure! You got that! We’re stuck like this for the rest of our lives!”

Brad moved back against the car, leaned on it, couldn’t hold himself up with his own legs.

“You mean…I’m going to be a girl?”

“Well, there is a cure.”

“What?”

“But I’m not going to tell you!”

“Why not?” he begged.

“After what you did? I’ll turn back, but you…you’re gonna be a woman all your life.”

“No! No!”

Around the corner the girl from the shop was smothering a laugh. This was too good.

“Yes! Yes! And you’re going to have to fuck men and have babies and everything! All because you wanted big tits. Well, now you got ‘em, lover. How do you like them?

Shelly reached out and grabbed Brad’s boobs and squeezed them.

Brad felt the shock of humiliation, but he also felt the thrill of having a sexual organ handled. It shot right through his body to his pussy.

While Brad near collapsed, Shelly walked around the car and got in. She started it up. VROOM! VROOM! and rolled down the window.

“You gonna get in? Slut?

Sobbing, broken, Brad opened the door and got in.

Shelly drove down Sunset looking for a bar. She found one. It was the cowboy bar right at the edge of Beverly Hills.

Excellent. Wearing jeans and a flannel shirt she should fit right in.

She glanced at Brad. Wearing a revealing dress with boobs that fell out at the slightest bounce, he would fit right in, too.

“What are we doing here?”

“We’re stopping for a drink, a little fun. Get out.”

Brad didn’t want to, but Shelly rounded the car, opened the door, and pulled him out. There was no way he could resist Shelly’s muscled frame.

Shelly walked towards the entrance, Brad trailing along, looking shrunken and scared.

“Buck up, bozo,” Shelly suggested.

The place was packed. Couple were crowded around tables, the dance floor was filled, and the bucking horse had a long line.

Shelly moved up to the bar and ordered a couple of bourbon and Cokes.

Brad stood behind her, frightened.

She shoved his drink into his hand. “We really need to do your nails.”

Brad looked at his nails as he clutched the glass and lifted it to his mouth.

He guzzled the first drink, and Shelly gave him hers.

He guzzled that one.

Shelly moved back to the bar and ordered two more drinks.

Brad hadn’t figured on the effects of alcohol on his smaller body, and he found himself dizzy.

And some of the fear had abated.

“Hey, baby, what’s your name?”

Brad stared at the big, fat, bearded biker.

She tried to turn away. She looked for Shelly, but Shelly had seen what was happening and she was standing behind a group of guys.

“I’m…I’m with some one.” Brad tried.

The biker was jovial, and he backed off easily enough.

Shelly appeared and handed Brad a glass.

Now Brad knew the effects of alcohol, but he didn’t care. He needed something to stave off the terror he was experiencing. He took the glass and gulped it down. And took the second drink out of Shelly’s hand and guzzled that!

Now he was officially drunk. Now the fear was a memory. He stood, stunned, and looked around.

He was short, skinny (except for the boobs, which seemed to be always getting in his way) and everybody else was a giant.

“Let’s dance, babe.” Grinning, Shelly took him in her arms and whirled him out onto the dance floor.

Brad was dazed, he watched the world turn. He felt Shelly’s big cock pressing against his belly.

It was weird, Shelly was in control of him, being the lead in the dance.

That made Brad clumsy, and he kept bumping into people.

Girls glared at Brad. Guys grinned at him. And a few people studied Shelly, and it was obvious they were thinking about whether they could take him on. And…could they take Brad away from her.

Shelly didn’t mind. As a woman she was the master of polite, and she could talk her way out of anything. Now if she was pure guy…she’d be in trouble.

“I want to go home,” whispered Brad.

“Well, honey. I understand. I didn’t want to take that potion, but sometimes things happen.”

“But I’m sorry I did that. Now I know.”

Shelly grinned. She said, “You know, the girl at the shop said there was one way to reverse the effects of the potion.”

Brad looked up, hope in his eyes.

“The potion, you see, was designed for one night stands. And what’s the purpose of a one night stand?”

Brad was blank. He probably could have figured it out, but he was drunk.

“The purpose of a one night stand is to have sex. Strangers in the night. Two ships passing. A fuck with no recriminations or guilt or anything.”

Brad remained blank.

That was okay with Shelly. She was enjoying this. And she was going to enjoy it more when he finally figured it out.

“So you see, dear Bradley, if you want to change back into a man, you have to have sex.”

Brad blinked and blinked. His long eyelashes went up and down like fans. Behind his beautiful orbs his brain was trying to process.

“I don’t…then…let’s go home and fuck!”

He made the statement even though the thought was distasteful. Even though he couldn’t handle the idea of Shelly, or anybody, putting her penis into his pussy.

“Oh, we don’t have to fuck each other. We can fuck anybody.”

“But…I don’t want…” and it hit him.

Shelly was not intending to fuck him, and he was going to have to pick somebody up and get them to fuck him. Put a big, ugly dick into his pussy. Suck on his big, bountiful boobs. Chew on the nipples. Maybe get down there and eat him out.

Brad was a man inside that frail, big boobed body. He knew what perversions drove men. And now he was really scared.

“Shelly. No. You can’t…let’s go home and…”

Shelly was shaking her head.

“No, Brad, dear. You created this problem, and you’re going to have to solve it. And if one guy doesn’t give you enough semen, then you’re going to have to fuck more than one. You’ll have to fuck as many men as you can until the potion is reversed.”

“But…Shelly…you can’t!”

Shelly just smiled at him. A big, strong smile. A smile of vindication and victory.

“And that said, Brad, dear, I’m going to go get a fuck. If I leave before you do you can take an Uber.

Brad was stuttering now, pleading, but Shelly turned and walked away.

Brad tried to follow her, but he was small and slender, except for his boobs, and the crowd closed up and he was not able to keep up.

Shelly walked through the crowd and up to the second floor. This was where people went to make out, or to just look over the railing at the party.

Brad was turned and twisted. He was drunk, and he wound up in line for the bar.

And he needed a drink. Badly.

He stood in line, dazed, unsure of what he was going to do, and the line moved forward.

Shelly watched the line move, and she giggled. There was still enough woman in her that she giggled instead of guffawed.

She knew that Brad didn’t have any money.

In the darkness a woman sidled up next to him. “Hey, handsome.”

Shelly turned and looked down on a svelte redhead with bright eyes.

“Hey, yourself.”

“You looking for a little company?”

Shelly wasn’t put off or embarrassed. She knew what the woman was. “Actually, I just came her for the free sex.”

The woman moved up against Shelly. “I’ve got the sex. Can you get over the free?”

Shelly kissed her, deeply. She knew how a woman liked to be kissed, and she put her all into it.

“Whoo!” muttered the redhead.

She walked away on unsteady legs. She couldn’t get over the free part.

Shelly looked down at the bar and saw that Brad had reached it. The bartender quickly mixed a bourbon and Coke and handed it to him.

That’s when it struck Brad that he didn’t have any money.

“I…I’m sorry…I don’t have…my purse…”

The barkeep frowned. He looked over at one of the bouncers and raised a hand.

“That’s okay. Put it on my tab.”

The fellow behind Brad was dressed casually. He had a quirky smile. His eyes were dark and he touched Brad on the shoulder gently.

Ownership.

And there was nothing Brad could do about it. He had been paid for. It wasn’t a cold, hard, contract registered paid for, but it was a deal none the less.

The barkeep handed the man his drink and the man turned and guided Brad out of the crowd.

“Thank you,” said Brad.

“That’s okay. Let’s dance.”

Unsure of himself, Brad didn’t panic when the man took him in his arms and moved them around the edge of the dance floor.

Brad sipped, and felt the man. He wasn’t big and beefy, he was more whiplike.

“Haven’t seen you around here,” the man stated. “My name is Bob.”

“Br…Shelly,” Brad said, saying the first female name that came to mind.

“Well, Shelly, my pleasure, and what do you do for a living?”

Brad answered…with Shelly’s data. And he wondered what he was going to do.

The man was smooth. he knew his way around women.

Was he going to try and kiss him?

The idea of putting up with a weenie inside him was too far away fro Brad to deal with.

Yet, too far away or not, it was in the back of Brad’s mind. He was going to have to fuck somebody. Was Bob any different from any other man?

Inside Bob’s arms, Brad tried to figure out what he was supposed to do. How could he get over his natural revulsion and let Bob fuck him?

Upstairs, Shelly watched the couple dance. Well, well. Brad was figuring it out. He already had an admirer…would he actually go through with the fucking?

Suddenly Shelly heard a commotion. It wasn’t large, and it was just a few feet down from him.

“Leave me alone!”

Shelly studied the couple. The man was holding the girl by the wrist, trying to kiss her.

“Pardon me?” Shelly moved up and just stood there.

“Who the fuck are you?”

“You should let her go.”

Shelly was confident that her intervention would work. She was big and strong. It came as a surprise when the fellow let go of the girl’s wrist and uncorked a slobber knocker.

Shelly felt the pain of her nose busting, and her ass hitting the floor.

She stared up in shock, and the girl said, “Come on, Biff. Let’s get out of here.”

Shelly wasn’t knocked out, but she was hurt. She had never played the rough and tumble games men play, and she was totally unprepared for the damage to her nose.

She stood up, wobbled, and felt her nose.

Yep. It was broken, and he was bleeding, and tears were streaming from her eyes.

She staggered to an exit and staggered down the stairs. She held her nose and blood got all over her hand.

People stared at her as she ran to her car. She got in, sobbing, and started the car.

Crying, trying to see through tears, she headed for home.

The kiss, when it happened, was totally unprepared for. Bob simply lowered his face and touched his lips to Brad’s.

Brad froze, and felt the lips, and wanted to run, but…couldn’t.

There was something in this human touch that captivated him.

He was so scared, and then the humiliation of not being able to pay, and the smooth way Bob had rescued her.

Bob waited for Brad to respond, and, finally, Brad did. He moved his lips and felt Bob’s lips. They were hot lips. They were anxious lips.

Maybe Brad would have been frightened then, but he knew what men felt. He knew the drive and the compulsion that drove them.

They were standing in the middle of the dance floor now, and Bob went to work. He kissed, and used his tongue, and his hand was feeling one of Brad’s breasts.

And Brad was loving it!

He loved the taste of Bob’s mouth, and he could feel that big penis growing harder. And the feel of bob’s hand as he felt Brad’s boob, it was electric and heavenly and felt so amazing.

People danced around them, and didn’t mind. A giggle her, a smile there, but it was all appreciation for a couple that had lost their senses.

Then Bob moved, almost lifted Brad with his arm, and walked him off the dance floor.

They went up the stairs, to the landing where Shelly had so recently been knocked down.

Bob moved her back against some drapes, totally in the shadows.

Brad knew he had to do something. He had to fuck Bob. But…what if he just made Bob squirt?

Brad unzipped Bob’s pants and the big penis shot forward.

Brad kissed, he was getting good at this, and stroked Bob’s shaft.

For long minutes the couple made out, and Bob was getting hotter and hotter. Finally, he reached up and pushed down on Brad’s head.

Brad couldn’t resist. He knew this was what women were supposed to do. He bent his knees and the cock brushed against his face.

Oh, fuck!

He took Bob’s cock in his mouth. He worked on the head while stroking the shaft.

Bob started grunting.

Brad worked harder.

Bob started jerking his hips back and forth. He held Brad’s head, and Brad realized that Bob was doing something he himself had done many times. He was face fucking.

And he was so strong that Brad couldn’t resist.

The squirt, when it came, was powerful. It was a splash of semen right into his throat.

Brad swallowed reflexively. His throat worked, and a second squirt went down the tubes.

That was when Brad accepted it. It was just semen. He could do this. He swallowed and swallowed, and Bob kept grunting and squirting semen into his mouth.

Shelly arrived home, and she was still crying. She crossed the parking lot and climbed the stairs. Inside the apartment she went to the sink and started washing her face. Her nose hurt, and there was still a seep of blood. But…she was getting over it.

Then she looked up to where the cabinet where the unbroken bottle of potion was.

She had to get it.

Brad finished swallowing. He wiped his lips and stood up, and a pair of hands grabbed his ass.

“Hey!” he squeaked over the taste of cum.

“Thanks, Bob. We’ll take over now.”

Brad was turned around by a big, heavy man. A fat man with the lard sagging over the belt.

“Hey!”

Then the man kissed him.

Brad was scared, but…this was what he needed. Apparently the blow job wasn’t enough, because he was still in a female body.

Man, just wait. When he changed back he’d teach these guys a lesson!

But for now, the lesson would have to wait. The big man kept kissing Brad, and didn’t care that there was a bit of semen on Brad’s lips.

Then Brad felt hands lifting his dress and pulling down his panties.

“She’s a hot one.”

There were other men there! Hot, horny men! Waiting their turn!

And Brad remembered what Shelly had said, that if one man wasn’t enough he would have to keep fucking.

Then he was lifted into the air, and placed right down on the fat man’s dick!

It was fat, like he was, and she slipped right down.

It didn’t hurt for the simple reason that Brad was hot! He was horny. He was in a strange body with all sorts of sensations, and he had to fuck. He really had to.

The fat man was strong underneath the lard, and he kept lifting Brad and dropping him. The big penis kept opening him up, then pulling almost out, then shoving in again.

Brad gasped.

The fat man pushed him against a wall, held him up there, and bent his head forward.

Brad felt the unique sensation of having his nipples sucked. It was crazy. It was wonderful. He tilted his head back and put his arms over the fat man’s shoulders.

“Damn!” Somebody said. “She really likes it!”

The fat man started grunting, and now Brad felt the splash of seed deep inside him.

Now Brad felt wonderful. He was set on his feet, where he staggered for an instant, then another man moved in.

This one was shorter, but he was strong.

They all were strong!

And all Brad could do was give up. Submit. Let them have their way.

Hands began groping him. Hands on his buns, his breasts.

He was turned, bent over, and fingers felt their way into him. Not his pussy, but his asshole, and it felt so wonderful!

“Let me in there!”

Brad was on a spit. His clothes were half torn off, a dick was up his pussy, another dick was in his mouth.

He loved it.

He was an object of love. All these men wanted to give him their love.

So that was the secret of submission, to give yourself up so that all may partake!

Brad moved, and dicks were replaced, and semen was constantly injected into him. Into his mouth. Into his pussy. Into his asshole.

And the night went on.

Brad staggered up the stairs. It was dawn, and he had been gang banged for hours.

And what was the big deal? Why didn’t all women do this?

He missed the fact that it was the male side of him that loved it, that women had other concerns that he wasn’t used to. Like…diseases, pregnancy, that sort of thing.

He opened the door and stopped.

Shelly was sitting at the kitchen table, waiting for him. Her nose was swollen and she had been holding a handkerchief to it.

“You fucked somebody! But…but why didn’t it work on me?”

She glared at him. “Because the potion was the antidote. Fucking had nothing to do with it!”

“But…you made me, and I fucked…all those guys!”

“Tough titty,” muttered Shelly.

“But…but…” Brad looked at the counter.

The empty potion vial was sitting there.

He ran to it, lifted it up. Not a drop remained.

“Oh, no!”

“That’s right. I’m me, and you’re now stuck as a woman!”

Brad stood, hands on the sink, face down, for a long minute.

Then he suddenly looked up and grinned.

“Yeah!”

END
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That helps support my writing,

and lets me know which direction I should take

for future books.

HAVE A HORNY DAY!

Grace


THE 21 STORY BUNDLES!

[image: ]

A massive collection of bundles!

21 steamy five star stories in each book!

All focusing on Feminization, Female Domination,

chastity, spanking, BDSM, pegging, and more!
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21 STORIES!


Do you have all the bundles of

THE BEST OF GRACE MANSFIELD?

[image: ]
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15 steamy five star stories

PLUS a complete novel!
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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.

I Changed My Husband into a Woman

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

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

I was Feminized and Dominated!


Here is the first part of…

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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