What have I done…
“What the hell was I going to do!“ I thought as I sat on the bed reading again and again the small print on the bottle.

“I’m sure they said it was bloody temporary” I muttered to myself gradually taking in what I had done.  But no, there it was in black and white “…once completed, all physical changes are guaranteed permanent…”

“Shit, shit, shit” I only wanted to experience how it felt to have breasts and a more curvy body, not live with them, and I’d taken the full bottle so god knows what was going to happen.

I was sat there fully dressed and made up in my house and had been tempted by the idea of seeing what it would be like to have real breasts.  I had ordered the drug online and thought I had made sure it was only a temporary change.  I had booked a break from work to coincide with my wife being away with her friends and so I could dress and enjoy the experience and then return to work with no after effects.

In my excitement I had rushed home from my last day, shaved, dressed, put on my make up, wig and everything else and had then taken the drug.  As I was off for a week I decided I would take the fullest dose so it would last the full time.  What I hadn’t realised was the size of dose only affected the degree of change not the length of time it would stay, which I now knew was bloody permanent!

After a lot of worrying I realised there was nothing I could do about this and I would just have to see what happened.  Having enjoyed being dressed all night I eventually went to bed (in my nightie of course!) and finally drifted off to sleep. 

The alarm woke me at 9 the following morning and as I walked across to the shower I could tell the drug was already having an effect.  Looking down my usually flat chest had started to plump out and was starting to fill out the cups in my nightie.  My nipples had also enlarged and were very sensitive as I ran my hands over my small breasts.  Letting my hands run down to my hips I could tell these were also more rounded.

Rather surprised I noticed that I didn’t need a shave “well that at least one good thing” I said to myself as I ran the shower.  Lathering up I continued to explore my new body and shaved all my body aside from a small triangle of pubic hair.

Feeling refreshed I decided to nip out and get the newspapers and some groceries.  As I got dressed I realised I would have to cover up my increasingly feminine curves and pulled on the thickest jumper I could find.  Because of my now sensitive nipples however I also decided I would have to wear a bra, not wanting to waste the chance I also put the matching knickers.  “No one would notice and they feel more comfortable than my male briefs” I convinced myself.

The small movement in my bra and the effect of my slightly fuller hips as I walked around the shops felt fantastic and I returned home with a big smile on my face.

Once home I again dressed and tried to make the most of my new curves by pulling on a tight pencil skirt, push up bra and stretch blouse.  Although I still needed my false boobs I could now push my chest together to get a genuine cleavage.

As the week wore on my breasts and hips continued to grow and were quite visible and I enjoyed more and more the womanly effect I could now create.  I also now had more of a sway to my walk and my nipples had fully enlarged and had calmed down, but were still sensitive when touched.

By the time my wife Sarah was due back I could just about hide my new curves.  On the morning she was due back I sadly said goodbye to “Nicky’s” clothes as I hid them back in the attic.  Conscious of my body I put on a loose fitting jumper and baggy jeans.  Right on time my wife arrived back “Hi Love” she called as she came through the door “You had a good break?”

“Yes thanks” I replied as I gave her a hug and kiss.

“Great, well get the kettle on and we can catch up”

I went through to the kitchen fixed us a drink and we whiled away the afternoon chatting as we often did.

Bedtime was a bit tricky so I waited for Sarah to go into the bathroom before I quickly got undressed and put on some loose pyjamas.

“You don’t normally wear them, you feeling the cold or something? 

“It’s a bit cold that’s all” I answered and disappeared into the bathroom.

I took my time washing and cleaning my teeth hoping she would be settled by the time I came back.  As I climbed into bed she rolled over to me for a cuddle, luckily I had left my pyjamas on and so things weren’t too obvious.

“You feel like you’re putting a bit of weight?” she whispered to me giving me a jab in my ribs and then drifted off to sleep.

The following morning I got out of bed as quickly as possible washed in the bathroom and pretended to have a shave.  I then let Sarah get into the bathroom before getting dressed for work.  Straightaway it was pretty obvious my shirt was tight across my chest but at this stage probably looked like I had been working out in the gym.  

My day at work went without any hitches and I didn’t sense anyone had taken any particular notice.  Back at home I followed the same routine to keep Sarah from seeing me naked.

This carried on for weeks but my growing breasts and hips were becoming harder and harder to hide.  As usual Sarah snuggled up to me in bed “I don’t mean to be funny love but you really feel like you are putting on a lot weight you know”

As I lay there trying to think of something clever to say Sarah sensed my hesitation.  Switching the bedside light on she pulled back the cover and gave me a sideways glance “Are you okay?  Can you take off your top so I can see you - you know how I like your body.”  

I was cornered, trying to stay flat on my back to lessen their size of my chest; I pulled off my pyjama top and left my arm across my chest.  Slowly Sarah pulled my arm down and stared at my chest “Oh my god!  What is happening to you, you’ve got a pair of boobs!”  Her eyes were wide now as she slowly stood up from the bed.  “I don‘t know what is happening I think I need to get to the doctors“I answered lamely

“Climb out of bed and take off your pants as well” she whispered in shock.

As I stood up I could feel my boobs sag slightly and then swing forward as I bent over to pull down my pants.  Looking at Sarah I could see she was watching this as well.
“Well, I’d say you were somewhere in between an A and B cup at the moment.  What do you think heh?!”

“I really don’t know love” I muttered, utterly humiliated.
Now completely naked I stood in front of her.  “All you hair has gone, apart from a small triangle of pubes” Adding after a moments thought “Just like my mine…”  “Turn around so I can have a look at all of you.  You’ve got a waist now as well because your hips are bigger haven‘t you?”

“Right, tuck yourself between your legs and stand there with your legs together”

“Why do you want me to do that?” I asked.

“I want to be sure what I am looking at here” Sarah replied.

I tucked myself back and stood there as Sarah turned on the main light and then slowly walked around me taking in every last detail.  “So my man is now a woman.  Is that what I’m looking at?”

“No, I don’t want a sex change” I tried to reassure her.  “This was a terrible mistake”

“Well when you hide your dick you look all woman from where I’m standing.  Even down to your pert little nipples”

Looking down I suddenly realised the cold had made my nipples erect.

“As you often say to me… You could hang a coat on them.  Well now you’ve got your own to hang your coat on”

 (to be continued)

