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When you're growing up, it's a wonderful thing to have an 

imagination. It can take you places you've never been. You can be 

things; inanimate as well as animate. Unfortunately, for a lot of us, 

when we grow up, we lose our imagination as we get mired deep in 

reality. 

My name is Steve Blunden. When I was a kid, I had models of 

planes, cars and animals, stuffed or otherwise. I also had posters of all 

kinds and even some old street signs, with imaginary stories behind 

them all. Yet, the biggest jump into the realm of imagination was 

myself. My own body. In fact, it helped me keep my dreams intact and 

even made some of them into reality. I did need a little shove in that 

direction, though. I got it, went with it, and afterwards, reality turned 

out better than I ever imagined. 

At puberty, I, like every other normal guy, started getting the 

hots for almost anything that walked in skirts. It's so funny. A year 

before, I didn't want to have anything to do with those creatures. 

Now, I was constantly checking myself out in the mirror, in their 

behalf, clothed and unclothed; although the latter was from the neck up, 

all the same. You know, for the usual stuff. Zits, warts, buckteeth, 

whatever. Still, even without checking, I knew that, all vanity aside, I 

was a good-looking guy. Hey, you can say it without being vain. I was 

well liked by girls; that is, dating them, but we never went all the way. 

However, whenever I checked myself out completely naked, I couldn't 

see the forest for the trees. But inwardly, I increasingly felt gawky. I 

wasn't a nerd nor a jock, so it was the only way I could explain it. 

Then came Darcy Evers. I don't remember how it happened, but 

it seemed as if we were magnetically attracted solely to each other. 

Soon, we were making out like rabbits. You know, holding hands, 

hugging, kissing, and copping innocent feels. Ultimately escalating to 

open-mouth kissing, complete with tongue-tasting, along with ass-

grabbing and frottage. Rubbing up our groins against each other 

sexually, fully clothed. We didn't know the fancy word for it then, we 
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just did it. 

Then, one weekend, Darcy's parents went away, and hey, she was 

seventeen. It was about time they trusted her home alone 

She did the right thing. She invited me over for our first fuck. 

She didn't just say, "My folks're gonna be away. C'mon over so 

we can finally screw," but you know what I mean. We both knew what 

having the house to ourselves was going to lead to. Darcy had busted 

her own cherry some time before, bringing herself off with the end of a 

hairbrush. We were the couple at the moment, so I was the lucky guy 

when opportunity knocked for her to have the real thing inside of her. I 

arrived early in the evening. For security purposes, Darcy's parents had 

left hours earlier and she was playing it safe against last-minute change-

of-plans, so as not to get caught by them. For my part, since we both 

knew what we wanted to happen, I got a buddy of mine to cover for me 

that I was at his place overnight, in case I got lucky with Darcy. 

Anyway, as I entered the Evers home, Darcy had deliberately neglected 

to turn on any lights as the sun was going down. We adjourned to the 

sofa for some heavy petting. After rubbing backs and butts through our 

clothes for a while, we disrobed in the faint light, to continue our love-

tussle on the floor's deep shag carpeting. Soon enough, it was history in 

the making in the life of Steve Blunden. 

But not exactly the kind I was expecting. 

There were the expected loud moans, groans and even screams, 

which was why such absolute privacy was imperative. Darcy knew she 

was a screamer when she masturbated and came. It was that good for 

her and fortunately she frigged herself whence was alone. But other than 

that, I'm sorry that I can't give you a blow-by-blow account of my first 

fuck. Yeah, I was a virgin here, too. Neither of us knew anything about 

the "art" of fucking. 

Aside from either of us masturbating in our own way, I didn't 

even have the common sense to be packing a condom this night. All I 
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had was a hope that we would" do it". Still, Darcy left little room for 

doubt that it would happen without, as I said, blatantly announcing it. 

Fortunately, I found out after the fact that Darcy had been on the 

Pill for over a year. Her parents had made sure that she was on it as part 

of her gifts on her sixteenth birthday. Some birthday present, huh? I 

hadn't known her then, but it was not too long thereafter that we were 

an item. We had dated several months before this night, for me to be 

"the one". 

Anyway, getting back to the main event, for a couple of novices, 

we did not do bad at all. It was, indeed, indescribably good. I do 

remember that at one point, as soon as we had stripped, I was concerned 

about being too heavy for Darcy, my being on top. So I never laid on 

her and when we were ready to fuck, I was kneeling in between her legs, 

as I propped up her cunt by lifting her hips to rest on my thighs, to enter 

her. I had no preconception what I was doing but I didn't want to hurt 

her in any way, so this was my bright idea. From there, we sort of eased 

into each other. Then out. Then in again. You get the idea. Once we 

started humping each other, nature then took its course, and we 

thereafter instinctively connected pubes to pubes. Slow at first, but 

getting the hang of it, we went faster and faster and there was no 

stopping us. It was too good to even think about stopping! 

Ultimately, without realizing it until after the fact, in the midst of 

it all, we were chest-to-chest, as if holding to each other for dear life. 

Then, for me, when I came, it was as if I was sucked into a Black Hole, 

spun around, and spat out. It was wonderful. At the time, I didn't know 

the courtesies of letting my partner cum. Much less the finesse of 

cumming together. Still, Darcy wanted this to happen. Looking forward 

to the experience, her panties were already wet even as we began 

kissing, or what I later learned was called "foreplay". She was so ready 

that when I jerked in orgasm, that was her trigger and she was even 

more spastic than me when she came. The patented female multiple 

orgasm. 
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As we clung to each other in an oxymoronic hot shiver as we 

returned to earth, it was then that I knew precisely how "gawky" my 

body was. 

"Uh, would you mind getting off me a moment?" Darcy soon 

asked. Afraid of being too much weight on her in the first place, 

exhausted or not, I complied as swiftly as I could. Not wanting her to 

be upset, thus spoiling our glorious experience. But Darcy wanted more 

than just to catch her breath. It was pitch black in and outside the house 

by now. Still, knowing her way around the domicile no matter what, 

she closed the curtains that had allowed the sunset to be our light, so as 

to turn on the artificial ones, while no outsider could see our nudity. 

With that, she turned to me with a studious eye, as if she was 

looking for something. A moment later, Darcy gasped so loudly, I 

thought that her parents had comeback unexpectedly after all and were 

standing behind me. But she was looking right at me, not past me, so 

wide-eyed she scared the hell out of me." You...you've got breasts!" she 

finally exclaimed. 

At this, once my heart started beating again, instead of being 

surprised myself, I simply frowned. Yeah, I knew I had them. But they 

were no bigger than a twelve-year-old needing a training bra. Maybe a 

little bigger as they were notable; about an A-cup, although I knew 

nothing about boob sizes at the time. I had them for four years by now. 

Sure, I freaked out too, when I first noticed them. So much so, I 

knew that I wasn't supposed to have them, so I never told a soul. The 

thought of being known as a freak was my preventative. At the same 

time, however, I realized that exposure was inevitable. The point was 

let someone else do it; don't do it to myself. With this rationale, I really 

lucked out. 

Although they were undoubtedly breasts, because I thought I 

couldn't do anything about them, I tried to be cool around guys at school. 

Particularly before and after gym class, when we had to change clothes, 

to tee shirts and shorts, and back to regular clothes. I guess I was lucky 
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because nobody ever pointed fingers at my chest. Realizing this, instead 

of not being satisfied of not being made fun of, I began to wonder why. 

Then, at gym times, really looking at others on the sly, I discovered that 

my schoolmates were not merely being mature. 

I know it's an understatement, but boy, when you pay attention, 

you really learn something! I had seen guys in the shower with bigger 

tits than mine! Fat guys, guys with naturally big pectorals, even a couple 

who were just beginning to work their bodies out as early as age thirteen. 

The latter I could tell due to their muscular arms. Whether they did it on 

their own or prompted by their fathers, 

I didn't ask. Having the common sense not to do so, so as not to 

draw attention to myself, thus really testing anyone's maturity level. All 

in all, what I saw during the next few years was more of the same, so I 

played blissfully ignorant. Yet inwardly, I somehow knew different. I 

just knew that I had breasts and not mere enlarged pectoral chest 

muscles. 

To the guys, it was no big deal. We changed clothes before, 

showered together without stall dividers, change clothes later and 

nothing happened. Just like you wouldn't stare at a guy's dick while 

showering, even less so, why look at his chest? Maybe the geeks and 

nerds were singled out...but for being a geek or a nerd. As I said, I was 

neither nerd nor jock and was left alone, as far as being picked on. So, 

after my observation, I sort of dismissed my body, inwardly shrugging 

it off as my feeling of gawkiness. It was probably why I was so careful 

with Darcy when we fucked. I wasn't really heavy and in no way was I 

fat. It was not a conscious action. But Darcy reacted as if I had killed 

somebody! 

As if to help Darcy in calming down, I acknowledged my bust 

as a mere fact of life. In at least some boys' lives, inserting my gym 

shower observation as sort of proof. It wasn't as if I had turned horribly 

disfigured or ugly all of a sudden. I was the same cute guy she had 

wanted to, and did, fuck. So, as Darcy saw the reasonableness of what 
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I said, she even played with my bosom. Tentatively at first, to lovingly, 

as we eventually fucked again. This time, with a little more expertise 

gleaned from our first time...and definitely more enjoyable, from that 

knowledge on how to pleasure each other, even a bit more. Before I left 

Darcy the next morning, just waking up before her and seeing her was 

a different feeling. Sure, hers were much bigger, but mine were no mere 

lumps. For the first time, I was able to focus on seeing a girl's bared tits 

side-by-side with mine, able to compare them! 

Yet before I could dwell on it, Darcy woke up.and woke up 

horny. Which was okay with me. No sooner than she became fully 

awake, she said that she had wanted to try some new things before I left. 

Apparently, my tits notwithstanding, it was part of her original plan in 

having me over. 

Last night, after our second fuck, we ate a bit and fucked a third 

time. Conveniently in her bed, because afterwards we fell in exhaustive 

sleep. That morning, almost immediately after I did my visual 

comparison of our chests, her hand cupped one of my tits. After a deep 

kiss to my lips, she just looked at my face, smiled, looked at what her 

hand was fondling...then she dove to sucking a tit! 

The more she sucked...and licked with her mouth still on me...my 

cock was getting hard, all by itself. When it got to full erection straight 

up, my stiff dick then fell with a plop towards my navel. This got 

Darcy's attention. Then, she announced that since I was hard, she 

wanted to try giving me a blowjob. 

She was like a child getting a brand-new multi-purpose toy and 

wanted to try everything at once. I say that because no sooner than she 

started playing with my meat, she began easing a leg over my shoulder. 

Once done, she said, "Eat me, sweetie, while I do you." 

For a split-second, I was a little suspicious of Darcy's supposed 

inexperience. It would be a while before I knew this position as the 

"classic 69". But she was sucking my cock as good as her pussy had 

clamped on it, and the latter didn't have a tongue. So I dove face first 



The Miss Adventures of Stretchy Blunderbuss Book 2 by January Snowdon 

 9 

into her crotch, licking and poking everywhere with my own tongue. I 

soon knew that 1 struck gold when I found her clitoris. I had heard about 

what it was and how it acted for sexual pleasure but had no idea exactly 

where it was nor how to work it. But I knew it when I found it by the 

way Darcy reacted and did my best to pleasure her. Her butt jerked up, 

shook and then almost smothered me in wanting more. Exciting her 

excited me and I came. Then it was almost a replay of last night. She 

then came herself. Darcy kept sucking, so I only assumed that she was 

swallowing my cum. So when she came, I did my best to do the same 

to her juices. 

Getting only one chance to do it right, I could not have asked for 

a better partner for a first-time. I figured that if I had taken the initiative 

and asked her to do everything, it would've been a whole different ball 

game. Then, out of nowhere, I thought, "Man, girls have it made!" 

Immediately thereafter, with Darcy's ass wiggling in my face for 

more, I forgot all else and got back to business. 

Back at home, I began to view myself in a whole new light. As 

my mind drifted back to the first discovery of my chest, I began 

thinking. Thoughts that gave way to imagination in a free moment...and 

went wild! 

I happen to have one crazy imagination. When I think of 

something, my heart and soul goes into it. I don't know why. It just 

does. But you know something? It's the only way to fly! Am I truly 

crazy? Maybe. But you ain't heard nothing yet! 

I began to imagine myself anywhere from being a shemale...a 

"chick with a dick"...to all the way being a full-fledged female. I never 

gave a guy a look as far as wanting him as a sex partner in reality. But 

in my head, it was another matter. When I saw myself as a girl, 

I got unbelievably horny! I really got off on that. Wanking time 

to the max, indeed! 

Well, let me explain that. 
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Take Tim Rawlins, for example. He was the star center for the 

school's basketball team. He was really an okay guy and we had been 

friends for years. We would play one-on-one away from school 

sometimes and I'd be wearing a loose sweatshirt, of course. Actually, 

there was no "of course". Without thinking on purpose, I naturally shied 

away from anything near close fitting around my chest. Otherwise, it 

never occurred to either of us to play "Shirts vs. Skins". 

Anyway, I wasn't too bad, so Tim suggested that I should try out 

for the team. It was only then that I got self-conscious about my tiny 

tits. They were small, but still, all I could think about was them jiggling 

as I ran around the court. You know, wearing nothing but a tank top, 

and I wasn't about to wear a bra! It would've been just dandy either way, 

because a bra would've really defined them. I could hear them now, 

"Hey, check out the hooters on that guy!" 

Anyway, Tim and I weren't the closest of friends but we hung 

out occasionally. Even though we were underage, we had our first beers 

together. We happened to get invited to the same parties every now and 

then; separately, of course. Through it all, there was never a 

homosexual thought from either of us. At least from him, I never knew 

about it. 

Despite the length of time owning my rack, my boobs weren't a 

prevalent reminder until Darcy's "discovery". Afterwards, I couldn't 

help myself. There would be time that I'd be around Tim and, for 

instance, the inside of my elbow would brush against my body, 

reminding me of my boobs. Then, all of a sudden, I'd see myself looking 

really good. I mean, in a feminine way. 

My face would be all made up, hair long and full, and my boobs 

would even be bigger, shown off to their best advantage by wearing 

something daringly low-cut that exposed a lot of cleavage. I was a slut 

and I wanted Tim to fuck my pussy bad! 

Take note that I said "pussy" and not "ass". The important thing 

here was that as a guy, I was not hot for another guy. I repeat, it was 
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seeing myself as a girl that got me to react as I though one would act, 

even though she'd be trashy. Even though those girls might use their 

"back doors" too, it would be me as a female that set me on fire. 

Nothing came of Tim and me, because we were just casual 

friends at best and the most likely candidate for my unspoken feminine 

fantasies. What made it possible was that I was around him more than 

other guys. I never got carried away by even hinting my fantasies to 

him. Besides, my dream tits were bigger than my real boobs. They 

stayed small. They were nothing to make a guy go nuts over. And I 

don't care what any guy may say: "I'm a leg man." "I'm an ass man 

myself." Bull. They may like those parts more. But the first thing they 

all see, like a deer entranced by headlights, are a woman's" headlights". 

Her tits. 

But I'm getting ahead of myself. Thanks to Darcy, I was officially 

scared into thinking... No, correct that. She scared me into thinking that 

something might be really wrong with me. Before, I just thought I'd be 

teased or harassed. But you should've seen that first look of shock on 

her face when she saw them. Still, I counted myself lucky that I was 

able to explain them away and she accepted what I said and them. If she 

had laughed or poked fun, I'd just be embarrassed. Despite our later 

enjoyment, I would never forget that moment, now carved into mental 

marble. Her "look" instead, gradually ate at me... and seriously worried 

me, for the first time, once I was away from her. So, when I got home, 

I eventually got up the nerve to tell my parents my four-year-old secret. 

I had been fortunate around my own family who never saw me bare-

chested for all those years and in addition to Murphy's Law, I also 

believed in the Domino Effect. The latter was where one event causes 

another, like toppling dominoes, even if they're unrelated. Somehow, 

some way, everything was going to come home to roost. The last 

domino. So I presumed to beat that last one by baring all, literally, to 

my folks. I knew that they both had to know, but I was more scared of 

my dad's reaction. I thought that his head was going straight to me being 

a fag and that it was all my fault; that I let him down in some way. 
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Stereotypical father-to-son knee-jerk reaction. But he surprised me. 

After both of my folks gave me their own "deer-in-the-

headlights" reaction, my father sanely took my condition seriously. We 

both went to the doctor to have me checked out. At that, I was finally 

told that I had a condition called "gynecomastia". A chemical imbalance 

that quite possibly began when the fetus was determining its sex via the 

chromosomes it was being given in the womb. He said that, in most 

cases, they appear, then disappear. But then, he showed us some 

pictures. Grown men with gynecomastia. Some were really gross, with 

virtual forests of hair over their tits as well as the rest of their body. 

Some were smooth-skinned, hairless like me, with pathetic flabby 

breasts. Then, as if with deliberate swiftness, I saw a couple than looked 

as if they were genuine women's bosoms. For some reason, he glossed 

over them, and Dad and I didn't question this. But no matter how swift 

the doctor was, I never forgot those womanly ones. I guess that they 

became the fodder of my feminine fantasies, as I was still hairless at 

seventeen. Even under my arms. 

The doctor went on to explain that when the fetus becomes male, 

in later years, what was so-called "baby fat", actually develops into 

breasts. Still if a guy is fat, it's not necessarily true, but it could explain 

their boobs. Also, a guy taking steroids and or other chemicals, even in 

some cases of ingesting marijuana, gain gynecomastial breasts this way. 

I did realize that the doctor was trying to put me at ease. I understood 

and it was cool. After all, I only showed everybody that I had tits, 

period. Not that I had them for four years. Everyone was taking 

everything calm before I could mention how long I had them, so I told 

myself that "years", much less "four years" at this stage would be 

WTMI. Way too much information. I was scared to tell them in the first 

place and before I could say how long, I got sympathy instead of rage. 

My luck had held out this long, so I didn't push it. 

 

 


