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I Changed My Husband into a Woman!

Check it out at…

https://gropperpress.wordpress.com


Author’s Note

We live in strange times.

Every day I read about abusive relationships. I hear about women who have a bunch of children and then kick the man out and sue for child support and alimony.

And men that get violent with women.

There’s shows on TV about cheaters and philanderers.

Seems like every movie has violence between men and women, and…it’s got to stop!

Like Rodney said, “Can’t we all get along?”

This story is about people who get along, and when you’re done reading just ask yourself, isn’t it better to do what they did? As opposed to what you read in the news and see in the movies?

Isn’t it?

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“You simply won’t believe it!” Sarah was staring at her friend over a chicken salad. Her dangled her fork over the salad, but didn’t move it. The bits of chicken in the bowl weren’t even bothering to run away from the fork.

“Yeah? What won’t I believe?” Liz had placed her fork in the Northwest corner of a BLT. Her knife was poised to lop off a corner of the browned bread. The bread really didn’t care.

Sarah and Liz were both brunettes. Sarah was a little more tanned, and her boobs weren’t as big, but Liz’s boobs were so big that didn’t mean much.

Sarah’s eyes were brown, and Liz’s eyes were blue, the kind of blue that was pale and made any person she was talking to feel like lights were shining on them.

At the moment Sarah’s head was slightly tilted and her eyes were on her friend and her plump lips were curved in a smile.

“Fisting.”

Liz blinked. Her head untitled and her mouth reset without the curve. She left the fork protruding from the BLT and placed the knife next to the  plate. She put her hands in her lap and looked directly at her friend.

“Please tell me you didn’t just say ‘fisting.’”

The two women stared at each other and didn’t notice the buzz and bustle of the Charlie Coyote’s night club and eatery.

They were on the patio, and they could hear a truck driver yelling in the parking lot on the other side of the iron fence/wall. They couldn’t see the truck driver for the flowers embedded in the wall. They sure could har his cursing.

“I did say fisting.”

“Not fisting like…with a fist.”

“The whole fist. Four knuckles and a thumb, and a sensation that makes heaven jealous.”

“Up your…?”

“All the way.”

Another moment of staring, then Liz raised her hand and summoned Jose, the waiter.

“Jose, how about a couple of Margaritas?”

“Si, señorita beautiful.”

Jose thought all women were beautiful, or gorgeous, or just good looking. He was insincere in the most sincere way and the ladies loved it.

The men didn’t understand how successful Jose was at garnering tips.

The two women said nothing while they waited for Jose.

Liz was stunned, but Sarah was hiding a smirk.

Jose placed two large Margaritas in front of the ladies, assessed their attitude, and backed off.

Liz sipped a big glug, licked some of the salt off the cold lip of the glass, and said, “Whoo!”

Sarah laughed, showed her even, white teeth, and sipped from her own glass.

“Okay. So you were walking along the street and you saw this sign. “Fisting, ten bucks a finger. Enter here.”

Sarah laughed. “Nah. I was working out at the gym. Afterwards I picked up a smoothie at the fruit bar, and I struck up a conversation with Jennie Baldwin.”

“Jennie? The one with the boob job and the botox lips?”

Sarah laughed. “She swears she’s all natural.”

“And the Pope swears he didn’t have sex with a bear in the woods.”

They both chuckled at that one, the Sarah leaned forward.

“No, I got to talking with Jennie, and she told me that she was into some kinky things. Did you know she’s got locking rings on her pussy?”

“No!”

“I swear! She showed me!”

“With a padlock?”

“The smallest padlock you ever saw, but we were talking about fisting.”

“Oh, yes, silly me. Fisting.”

“So she was working with her yoga instructor, and the woman was trying to convince Jenny that she needed to do exercises for her snatch.”

“Of course she did, and we all do. We all need big, muscular snatches.”

“Oh, shut up. She was talking about things like kegels, but then they started talking about piercings, I think because Jenny has those rings in her snatch…”

“Yes?” Liz was getting interested. Sarah was entirely too serious to be just joking.

“Jenny is into not just locking up her rings, and therefore her pussy, but she uses those rings to lift weights.”

“Weights?”

“Just little ones. But she hooks them onto the rings and stretches her labia out.”

“What’s the point?” Liz was a little confused. “Is she trying to have a big pussy?”

“No! Well, yes. She says that men really love to see a big, juicy, moist extended vagina. And it doesn’t make her pussy loose or anything. She’s as tight as ever, and—“

“Wait. You’re saying tight in one sentence, and then fisting in the next. Doesn’t fisting make your pussy get all big?”

“You would think, but…no.”

“You’re going to have to prove that.” Then Liz realize what she had said. “Scratch that. No proof needed.”

Sarah snickered. “Listen to you. Freudian slips all over the place.”

“Go on, ignore that and tell me about this fisting thing.”

“Okay. Well…one thing led to another and Jenny invited me over to her place.”

“Wait a minute! Is she a lesbian?”

“Not really. I mean, she’s a bi, but…it isn’t all romantic with her. It’s just slap and tickle and laugh and joke and have a good time.”

“Have a good time, with her fist up inside you.”

Sarah watched Liz for a second, and Liz waited.

“Listen. I was like you right now. I laughed, I made fun of it, I called her a sicko lezbo.”

“You did.” Flat and even.

“Oh, yes. Then, somehow, we were liplocked, and she was rolling me over on the bed. Lord, that lady can kiss. Much better than a man. Men just mash their mouths down and suck the soul out of you. Jennie takes her time, teases you, and finally you want it worse than anything, and then—“

“Not about the kissing. Tell me about the fisting.”

“Oh, yeah. Sorry, but this is all so new to me. And the experience…whew!” She waved a hand at her face as if to cool herself off.

“Go on.”

“Yes, well, you have to be slow and gentle. You need plenty of lube. You have to have patience. At first she was just holding my legs up and using a finger, then two. She was hooking right into my G spot, and it was driving me crazy. I was getting wetter and wetter. Then three fingers. And sometimes she would just stop, keep her fingers in me, and we’d talk. She was cool as a refrigerated cucumber, but just sitting there, her fingers lodged inside me, it was making me hotter and hotter. I tell ya, no motion can be more sexual than pumping motion. But you have to do it right.”

“And she did it right.”

“She certainly did. She pressed her knuckles into me. Four knuckles, her thumb extended to the side. Like she was offering to shake hands, but inside me.

Then she pulled that thumb in and moved her hand around, and suddenly she was snaking her hand into me. Lord, it filled me up, it stopped my mind, and then she began to move.”

Now Liz was fixated. It was obvious that Sarah had gone through an intense experience, and it was electrifying to hear about it.

“How far did she put her hand into you?”

“An inch or two above the bone on the side of your wrist.”

“Does she have a big fist?”

“It’s big enough, but I see what you’re asking. No. It’s a female fist. Small and dainty. Make a fist.”

“Right here?”

Sarah giggled. “I’m not asking you to fist yourself, not at this table and in front of God and everybody, just make a fist and look at it.

Liz made a fist and looked at it. It was about the side of a baseball. It wasn’t hard like a baseball, and it had a combination of curves and corners, but…she suddenly got the idea of something that big sliding into her.

She gasped. She looked up.

“You felt it!” Laughed Sarah. Tell me you didn’t just feel that.”

Liz placed her hand on Sarah’s wrist. “I did. I swear…I did.”

“Now you know what I experienced, and all that is left is for you to experience it.”

Liz stared at her friend, and her mind was spinning.

Liz and Sarah pushed aside their lunches and concentrated on drinking. They spoke of various things, and sex, and stuff, and sex, and…sex. Finally, a couple of hours later they headed out. They hugged in the parking lot, air kissed, and went their separate way.

Liz got behind the wheel of her Acura and started the car up. She backed up carefully, and drove down the street carefully. She had had too much to drink, and she didn’t want to pull in a ticket.

It was a couple of minutes after three before she pulled into the driveway. She parked the car, looked at her hair in the rear view mirror, and got out of the car. She sauntered up the drive, one foot in front of the other, and listened to the powerful click, click of her heels.

She opened the door and yelled out, “Honey! I’m home!”

No answer.

She giggled and headed down the hallway. All the way home she had been thinking about what Sarah had told her. Thought about the feel of being penetrated by somebody’s hand. And was horny.

Hell, she was so wet she was afraid the car seat would be soaked when she got out.

And she intended to do something about it.

She entered the bedroom, a little loopy, and bent at the knees and opened her bottom dresser drawer.

There it was. A sleek six inches of tube. A jar of lube. Heaven in a vibrator.

She pulled her skirt up, then her panties down.

She stroked herself a couple of times, imagined something as big as a fist battering at her slit.

It made her shiver in ecstasy.

She grabbed the dildo, jabbed it into the lube, then smoothed the lobe over the surface, and then over her surface.

She jumped, twisted, and landed on the bed on her back. She wielded the dildo like a samurai wields a sword. She twisted and writhed and dug deep. She scoured her insides and groaned loudly, and it wasn’t long until the heat inside her had erupted…and subsided.

She lay back on the bed and sighed.

God, that had been good!

And she wondered about something bigger. The black dildo had been wonderful for years, but now she was thinking of something bigger.

Something that would open her up and send her to heaven.

She smiled, closed her eyes, and…slept.

“What the fuck?” Bob was standing next to the bed and laughing.

Liz raised her head and blinked . Her eyesight was bleary and she couldn’t figure out why her husband was laughing.

Then she got it.

She was sprawled on her back, her legs spread and a dildo laying between them. Her pussy was open and glistening.

“I come home expected to get dinner, and instead I get a word class view of the Grand Canyon.”

Blushing, Liz jerked upright, then groaned and held her head and laid back. She did, however, have the presence of mind to close her legs.

“What’s the matter, babe? A little too much liquid in your lunch?”

He stepped up to the bed and picked up the dildo. He jabbed it in the air like he was poking somebody with a knife.

Liz managed to sit up. Her head was pounding. “Lunch with Sarah.”

“Sarah. Ha! I might have known it. That girl is a bad influence on you.” But he was insincere and laughing.

“She was telling me about fisting.”

Suddenly Bob was silent. Then: “Fisting?”

Liz stood up, wavered, then made her staggering way to the bathroom. Bob followed her.

“And that got you so hot and bothered you just had to exercise yourself?”

“It did,” she nodded. Then she stepped into the shower. She was still wearing a bra so she unhooked it and tossed it over the shower door and into the sink.

Bob looked at the bra, wrung it out and hung it up on a towel bar. He waited, then suddenly blurted. “Fisting? Really?”

“Oh, God!” Liz groaned. She stood under the shower and let the cold water beat on her head. Slowly, slowly her headache waned.

Finally, she got out of the shower and toweled herself off.

Bob was thinking about fisting and penetration and the relative size of dicks and body parts, but he grinned when he took in her naked body.

She pushed past him, walking naked towards the kitchen.

He followed her.

She opened the door to the fridge and took out a cold Pepsi. She rolled the metal can across her forehead, then popped the top and sucked it down.

“Oh, yes,” she murmured, then she leaned her butt back against the counter and looked at Bob.

“Exciting, eh?”

“What? You being sick or fisting?”

“Hush!” She snorted.

“I do have to admit that it makes my boner bone up.”

“That’s something I always wondered,” she said, pulling on his shirt and guiding him to her. “Do boners really have bones in them?”

“Only the really big ones,” he answer, then his lips were pasted against hers and his hands were feeling her breasts.

She enjoyed it, immensely, for a few seconds, then she pushed him away. “I’m done for the day. Go find yourself somebody who feels like it.”

He laughed, and followed her as she headed back to the bedroom. He watched her ass sway, and that boner built up bigger and bigger in his pants.

She headed for her dresser and pulled out a fresh bra and panties. She put them on, then slipped into some shorts and a boy beater.

Bob’s dick was surging now. She might have had her jollies, but he wanted to get some of his own jollies.

He moved up behind her and nuzzled her.

“Un uh,” she whispered, smiling. She liked his attention, and she truly loved him, but she was done for the day.

He sat on the bed and watched her clean her dildo and put it away, pick up her dirty clothes, and just look gorgeous.

“What if I offered to fist you?”

She turned with a smile, a light in her eyes, then she turned away. “Nah. Not for me. I don’t want my hole so big your little dick would fall out of it.”

“It’s big dick, and I don’t think you have to worry about me driving down the street without touching either curb.”

She blinked, did the math in her head and compared the analogy, then grinned. “Ha. I know what you meant.”

He said, “Well, honey, you ay think you’re smarter than me, but I’m not the one denying something that I want so badly.”

She stared at him.

He was a lech, he liked to be dirty and tease, and there was a laugh in his voice. But what he said had touched her.

“I don’t want to be fisted so badly.”

On some intuitive level he had her. “Maybe,” he shrugged.

“You think I want to be fisted?”

“Oh I don’t know. Who can tell what a woman wants.”

“You’re just being mean because I don’t want to fuck.”

“Oh, I understand why you don’t want to fuck.”

“Oh? And why is that?” She challenged.

“Because you have become convinced that big is better, and even though I have always satisfied you with the length and girth of my big Willy, you’re comparing it in your mind to this.”

He held up a fist and his grin was about as wry as wry could be.

She stared at him, tried to undo what was happening in her mind. Finally, she said, “What wold you like for dinner?”

They ate hamburgers and fries.

She rolled the hamburger in a ball, mashing in salt and pepper, bits of onion and garlic. Then she flattened the meat and cut out circles with the open end of a glass.

He cut a potato in longwise strips. Then he kept the strips in a stack and turned them on the side and sliced them again. When he was done he had perfect fries, better than a restaurant’s, and perfectly seasoned.

She fried the hamburgers in butter, adding a couple of squares of cheese, then a criss cross of oven cooked bacon.

He cooked the fries in butter, turning them to get them perfectly brown on all sides.

A couple of Cokes, a couple of tins of store bought salad, and they were feasting.

And she couldn’t stop thinking about what Sarah had said at Charley Coyote’s, and what Bob had said before dinner.

She tried to put it out of here mind. She tried to forget it.

She didn’t want to be fisted. She didn’t want something that big opening her up, stretching her out. She didn’t want to have a big, loose pussy.

Bob could tell what she was thinking about, and he just kept his smile on the inside and enjoyed his dinner.

He knew, correctly, that she was her own worst enemy in this internal argument.

And, he was actually surprised at himself for encouraging the situation.

After all, there was this idea of his wife getting so stretched out that she was loose and sloppy. Did he want to rattle around in a big old vagina?

But there was also the intoxicating idea of watching his wife take a fist. Lord, she moaned and groaned when they made love. She held on and shuddered and shook, and her orgasms were big, wet ones.

How would she be if the ‘cock’ was twice as big?

The head of his peeny was like a ping ping ball. A fist would be like a baseball.

Could she take it?

Lord, just thinking about it his cock was hard and stiff. He could feel himself throbbing down there, and he actually found himself licking his lips.

And he thought: Okay. I’m a pervert. So what?

After dinner and an evening of TV and joking and having fun it was time to go to bed.

Liz normally slept in jammies.

Bob slept in the nude.

When Liz didn’t sleep in jammies it signified that she wanted some.

Bob always wanted some.

And though Liz had gotten herself off that very day, just over eight hours earlier, she went to bed naked.

Bob, of course, took note. He smiled on the inside. He knew all he talk of sex had stimulated her.

They had, when they were younger, meaning having just met, they had done it more than once a day. But that was a half a dozen years previous. They hadn’t had one of those love sessions in years.

But as soon as Bob slid under the covers and spooned up against his wife he knew those days were back.

Not from the way she pushed her butt back, nor from the way he rubbed his weenie in her crack.

It was the feeling in the air. It was the electric sensation on their bodies, the hair on their flesh standing up.

“Well, well,” he murmured, nuzzling her neck. Her hair was on his face and he loved that.

She kept pushing her buttocks back and moving to that his dingus slid up and down between her buns.

He reached around and cupped her breasts.

“Oh,” he exclaimed in mock protest, “These are too big! How will they ever fit into my mouth?”

She twisted around, faced him. “Grow a bigger mouth?”

He took her breast, as much as he could, into his mouth. He tickled her nipple with his tongue, then said, “This from the woman who told me I should shut up.”

“I also told you you have a big mouth,. Now I’m telling you to use it.”

He did, and shortly she was gasping and writhing and moaning.

Bob grinned and moved a hand down to her mound.

She started humping his hand, and he pressed his fist against her pussy.

“Hey!”

“What?”

“I don’t want that?”

“You’re dying for it, and you know it.”

She was hot, but not that hot. She pushed him away. “No means no.”

“I know,” he laughed.

They lay there, facing each other, breathing in each others breath.

He said, “I want to try it.”

“No way.”

“Why not? Who better than me? Who else is going to listen to you and knows you and…who else?”

She was in a quandary. She did want it. But she was scared of it.

“And what if I turn into ‘loose lip Sally?’ She challenged.

“I doubt if that could happen.”

She made a pshaw sound of dismissal.

“If it could so many people wouldn’t do it.”

“And how do you know so many people do it?”

“I’ve seen a porn video or two in my time.”

She knew he watched porn. Heck, what man doesn’t? But…then she had an idea. “Show me.”

He paused, then said, “Okay.”

She slid out from under the covers and he followed her. Naked, they padded through the house and into the computer room. He pulled up the swivel and she sat next to him in a folding chair.

“Okay, I’ve never done a search, so…” He typed ‘fisting’ into the google search window, then laughed and pointed at a line at the top left of the page.

About 737,000,000 results (0.43 seconds)

Liz blurted, “Holy cow patty!”

“But that’s a BS result. That’s actually probably Google advertising, they want to impress you with how fast they are.”

He pulled up Amazon and typed into the search window.

“Better make that cow patty a double,” he quipped as he pointed to a line on the top left of the window

1-48 of 536 results

Suddenly Liz wasn’t breathing. “Scroll down.”

Bob scrolled and she inspected the results.

lubricant for…

books about…

Lessons for…

Black latex gloves that went all the way to the armpit…

But mostly books. Gay books, tranny books, lesbian books.

And straight arrow, middle of the road Joe Normal types of people.

And the variety, and yet sameness, was incredible.

‘Elbow Deep’

‘Both Hands In’

A series of books: ‘Fisted by the Farm Hand,’ ‘Fistedby His Fiancee,’ ‘Fisted Sister,’ and so on.

A pair of tee shirts saying:

Will Fist on the First Date!

And the real crusher:

Nothing says I Love You Quite Like Fisting!

Now Liz was silent. Her eyes flickered over the books, the ads, the…testimonials.

“Now I’ll admit,” said Bob, “These are people making money, but there have been over 5,000 reviews on this stuff called ‘J Lube.’ That’s a lot of reviews, especially considering that probably only three out of a hundred people bother leaving a review.”

He moved the cursor up to the corner to shut the computer off, but Liz blurted, “Show me a video.”

“You really want to see porn?”

“I want to see somebody getting fisted. If it happens to be porn…” she left the sentence unfinished.

He shrugged. “It wouldn’t be anything other than porn, and he typed ‘porn search’ into the google box. The screen showed:

About 2,600,000,000 results (0.27 seconds)

He laughed, and selected ‘PornMD.’

“A doctor for what ails you,” he joked.

A google type screen popped up, only one box in the center of the page.

He typed in fisting and…bingo.

Fisting Videos - 56,501 Results

They scrolled down the page, and it was eureka time.

Fingers, fists, feet.

Lesbian, gay…and there had to be a couple of ‘normals’ in there.

Women squirting, screaming in ecstasy, all colors and shapes.

And now Liz’s mouth opened and stayed open.

Bob clicked on a video.

Two women laughing. Buttering up each others junctions. Then, down to work.

Liz stared in shock as the women went crazy with the action of having somebody’s fist, forearm, right down to the elbow, entering them.

It was like somebody was punching into he sex organ of another, and the result was frantic sexual activity.

“Oh. My. God!” Liz whispered.

She reached past Bob and took over the mouse.

Bob, smiling, stood up, and Liz took over the pilot’s chair.

She watched dozens of videos, and as she watched she got wetter and wetter.

“There’s going to be a wet spot here when I’m done,” she said, at one point.

She looked around. Bob was gone.

She didn’t care. She turned back to the screen.

A moment later Bob was back, but she only knew it because he put a cold can of Coke on the desk for her.

She moused out of the porn pages and began searching the net itself.

The very first entry in Wiki said:

Fisting, handballing, fist-fucking, brachiovaginal, or brachioproctic insertion[1] is a sexual activity that involves inserting a hand into the vagina or rectum.[2] Once insertion is complete, the fingers are either clenched into a fist or kept straight. Fisting may be performed without a partner, but it is most often a partnered activity.

She looked up at Bob and mouthed, ‘Rectum?’

He lifted his shoulders.

She turned back to the screen. She across such datum as:

Attributed to gays

Dates back thousands of years

A club called ‘The Catacombs’ operated in Frisco in the 70s and 80s.

If the hand was held with the fingers pointing together it was called ‘the silent duck.’

Or there was just the straight ‘punch.’

And while fisting is not illegal, one can be charged with obscenity. An odd way of saying something is legal but illegal.

But, whatever, a lot of people were doing it.

They went to bed at four in the morning.

Went to bed and made slow, gentle love.

Now Bob didn’t poke at her pussy with his knuckles. He knew she was thinking about it, and wanted to think some more. He wisely held back, loved her with his lips and fingers, then finally his penis.

Liz had never felt so hot. All those pictures of women—and men, men liked it up the anus!—and she was voracious.

She felt his penis inside her, and imagined it as something big and brutal.

Not that she wanted brutal, quite the contrary, but there was just a roughness associated with the idea of a fist that…she imagined it.

Afterwards, he slept. He hadn’t even squirted. He had left that up to her; this was her night of nights.

She had squirted, and the orgasm had been monumental! Her eyes had rolled and her toes had curled and the world had felt like it was coming to an end.

Her whole body locked up, every muscle tight and straining. She should have been tired from that alone.

But, muscular exertion notwithstanding, in spite of the late hour and the long day, she lay awake. Her eyes open and staring at the ceiling.

Fisting. Another way of making love. As the tee shirt said: ‘Nothing says I love you…’

She had just had the orgasm of her life, but her gut was clenched, knotted, and this with desire.

She looked at Bob, slumbering peacefully, and she, for the first time, understood a male’s horniness.

She had a driving force pushing her.

She turned to Bob and shook him awake.

“Wha…wha…is everything…what the…”

“Bob,” she whispered into his ear.

He didn’t talk. Now he was totally awake. He remembered the night before. Heck, his dick was still stiff from having not cum.

“What?”

“I’ll do it, but I don’t want to do it with you?”

“Oh?” Inherent in that one word was the thought, Why not?

“I’ll do it, but with that woman, or maybe Sarah. They have smaller hands. Then I’ll let you know if I want to do it with you.”

Bob was caught. Hoist on his own petard, whatever that was. He had encouraged this, even made it happen, and now it would happen, but not with him.

And, in addition, his wife was going to be sharing her pussy with somebody else. Outside of the marriage bed.

Was that cheating?

Not if he knew it. Not if he gave permission. Then it was just called ‘hotwife-ing,’ or something.

He knew Sarah. He didn’t know this other woman. But did that matter?

He really was conflicted, and for a minute he said nothing. Then, like a dog struggling to squeeze through a hole in a fence, he grudgingly gave in.

“Okay.”

Liz kissed him, dropped his dong, and giggled. “And I’m not going to let you know when. It will be up to you to figure it, and you’ll figure it out just from fucking me, from feeling whether my hole has suddenly grown bigger.

Bob stared at her in the darkness. The dawn wasn’t far away and there was a hint of light in the sky, but not in their bedroom.

“All right, honey. Go back to sleep.”

She rolled over and slept.

Bob turned back to his side and stared at the wall.

His wife was going to fuck somebody else. Not in the traditional manner, but…still.

And he had pushed her into it.

Now she slept, her eyes closed happily, and he lay awake.


Part Two

Three days later, nervous days with much apprehension and wondering, Liz was sitting with Sarah at Charley Coyote’s. Same lunches, BLT and a chicken salad, but this time the conversation was more direct, less joking.

“Tell me about fisting.”

Sarah studied her friend, then tentatively said, “Sounds like you already know what you want to know…sounds like you want to find out.”

Liz gulped.

Sarah grinned, it just burst out of her. “You’re going to really love this.”

“How do I do it.”

“So, first question…why not Bob?”

“I’m not sure, a dozen reasons come to mind, but I think it’s a weird thing where I’m afraid Bob might not like me once we do this. Add to that the idea that he hasn’t done anything like this, I would rather have somebody who is experienced for my first time.”

Sarah nodded, and waved for drinks. “I understand. So let’s have a drink and talk about it.”

Jose brought the drinks over, flirted shamelessly, and left.

The girls sipped and Sarah asked, “So who did you have in mind, if not Bob?”

“The only two people I know who know anything about this is this Jenny person and you.”

Liz tried to make her words even and without emphasis, but she failed.

Sarah sat back and pursed her lips and thought.

She picked up on the emphasis on her own name.

“You know we’ve been friends for ages.”

“Long time. Since college. You were my first drinking buddy.”

“You don’t want to ruin your relationship with Bob, but what about our relationship.”

“I thought about that, and it has been in my mind. But the alternative is Jenny, and I don’t even know her.”

Sarah nodded, sipped, and folded her arms under her chest. In that moment Liz felt a shot of lust shoot through her loins.

“I could do it, and I actually want to do it. But if we start kissing and making out, if we actually fuck each other, like a man would fuck us with a dick, but with a fist instead of a dick…that could easily change things between us.”

“I don’t want to be a lesbian,” blurted Liz.

“Nor I, but am I? I’ve already made love to a woman. Am I a lesbian now?”

They were both silent at that question.

Suddenly Sarah picked up her cell and poked a number. She waited while it rang, the cell next to her ear.

“Hello?” The voice came to Liz as a faint and tinny thing. She couldn’t hear it most of the time, but she picked up enough to follow the conversation.

Sarah explained about Liz’s situation and asked for advice.

Jenny didn’t hesitate. “Look, I’m willing. I love virgins. There is just something so pure about blowing somebody’s mind and changing their life. But the fact of the matter is that this is an activity that requires absolute and total trust. If your girl has doubts, before she’s even met me, she should probably go with you.”

“What about ruining our relationship?” blurted Liz.

Jenny heard the remark and she chuckled. “Hi, Liz. Good to meet you. And in answer to your question, how can you ruin something with love?”

That brought around a silence and realization.

“But, let me know. I’m willing to meet you in the flesh whatever your decision.”

A moment later Sarah hung up and put her phone in her purse.

The two friends stared at each other.

“We should probably just think about this and—“

“No.”

Sarah arched her eyebrows in question.

“I’m brave now. I might not be later.”

“So when do you want to do this?”

“Right now.”

Again, a. Long moment of silence. Then Sarah waved to Jose. “Check.”

Sarah lived in an apartment in Brentwood. OJ town. She parked her car under the eves and the two women walked into her apartment.

It was a cozy place. Not being married she had spent her money on nice furniture, good drapes, and expensive booze.

“You ever had Colonel E.H. Taylor Single Barrel Kentucky Straight Bourbon?”

“Say who?”

Sarah laughed and took a bottle down from atop the fridge. It was an impressive bottle with the signature of E. H. Taylor sideways on the label.

She poured a couple of drops into a couple of shot glasses.

“Try it. If you like it we’ll have some. If not then I don’t want to waste it on your uneducated tongue.

Liz sipped the little bit of bourbon. The instant taste was sweet and sort of buttery, then she perceived what tasted like orange, then the liquid hit her throat and she gasped. “Oh, fuck!”

“‘Nuff said,” giggled Sarah. She filled the little shot glass. “This should get a very pleasant buzz going.

The girls sipped delicately, and by the time Liz had finished her glass she was licking the insides with her tongue.

“Oh. My. God!”

Sarah smiled. She poured another couple of shots, then snagged Liz’s arms and walked her back to the bedroom.

Like the rest of the house, the bedroom was tastefully furnished and quite pleasant.

“Sit on the bed, I’ll get out the toys and we can talk about this.”

Liz sat, and Sarah laid out a selection of dildos. Big ones, small ones, twisty ones, crooked ones. Ones with vibrators in the tips, big balls to squeeze, and one looked like an actual horse’s dong. But it was bigger.

“What is that one?” Liz pointed at the giant.

“It’s called the ‘Bigfoot.’ I wouldn't suggest trying it out first time.”

“I’ve had a vibrator before.”

Sarah grunted. “There’s a difference between eating a slice of watermelon, and eating the whole thing. Why don’t you strip down and let’s get comfortable.”

Sarah led the way, taking off her skirt and blouse. She looked stunning in her nylons and skimpy undies and bra. Her nipples were quite rigid.

Liz began to follow suit.

Sarah left the room and came back with two glasses. “This is about the same amount of bourbon, but it’s cheap, and it’s mixed with Coke. You’re high now, right?”

Liz nodded. She suddenly realized that she was blushing.

“This will keep you going. If we drank more of the Taylor stuff we’d get bombed, and that’s not what that whiskey is for. It’s sipping whiskey. This cheap shit is for guzzling.”

“But we’re not going to guzzle.”

“Lord, no. We want to be happy, joyful, and able to enjoy the next couple of hours.

Liz was down to her underwear now. She had been wearing shorts without nylons, but her legs, even without nylons, were every bit as sexy as Sarah’s.

Sarah climbed onto he bed, tossed a couple of pillows around, and sat cross legged at the top of the bed.

“Climb aboard, matey,” she giggled.

Liz sat on the end of the bed. They were both sitting cross legged, their boobs protruding.

“Get closer,” Sarah edged down the bed, and Liz slid upward.

Soon they were about a foot apart, very crazy, on the edge of intimacy, and that intimacy would grow with whispers and bourbon.

“So, you’re about to have my fist up your little tinkle, and I’m going to wear a baseball glove.”

They laughed, and Liz said, “No, you’re not.”

“No, I am. I used to use latex, but now I need to protect my delicate hands from your big, rough, tough pussy.”

Laughing, sipping, they joked, and somewhere in the joking Sarah leaned forward.

Liz stared at her friend. Push had come to shove. It was time to put up or shut up.

Liz leaned forward and their lips brushed in the most delicate manner.

Then they both leaned back.

“Whoo,” whispered Liz, “that’s…intense.”

“Men mash, women hold back, draw you in, force you to commit.”

“You sound like you’ve been kissing a lot of women. Is there something I should know?”

“Only Jenny. Three times.”

“You’ve been with her three times?”

“Yep. But we’re not lovers, even though we love. We’re more like booty call buddies. It could end tomorrow and I could say good by without hurt feelings.

Liz found herself leaning forward.

Sarah leaned forward.

Now their lips were two inches apart. They were breathing into each other. It was intense, and Liz was feeling horny.

Sarah smiled. “Be careful, you might like it.”

Liz put her hand behind Sarah’s head and slowly pulled her closer.

And closer.

Again, their lips met. Liz could taste lipstick, and it was a surprise. It was sexy, and she knew she should always wear lipstick for Bob.

Bob.

She was kissing a woman and Bob was still in her thoughts.

In a way, she was glad. He was here anchor, her ballast. He would keep her from falling overboard.

Then she felt Sarah cupping her breasts, her thumbs rubbing her nipples, and the groan that erupted in the room was from her.

She felt Sarah’s breasts. She was dazed with lust now, and kissing harder.

Sarah leaned back. “Take off your panties.”

Sarah wiggled around, took off her panties, and resumed her cross legged position.

Liz took off her panties, then went back to her crossed legs.

They kissed again, taking their time, exploring the moment, exploring each other, then Liz felt Sarah’s hand slithering along her thigh.

For a moment she wanted to slam her thighs shut, but that moment was easily passed, and she felt a finger penetrate her.

A finger other than Bob’s.

For a minute They were connect by lips to lips, hand to boob, fingers to hole, then Sarah leaned back.

“I’m going to use a toy on you first. I’m going to warm you up. Are you ready?”

Liz couldn’t breath. She was almost swooning, but she managed to nod.

And Sarah moved in.

At three o’clock that afternoon Liz called an Uber.

Sarah was sleeping in the bed. She was exhausted. And a little drunk. And satisfied.

And Liz was…almost satisfied.

She had never felt anything like what she had just experienced. She had been right to go with her friend for her initial attempt at fisting. Sarah didn’t have big hands, and they were comfortable together, and they weren’t going to ruin their friendship.

But…almost satisfied. She had cum, harder than she had ever cum in her life. But she missed Bob. She couldn’t stop thinking about him. This was something she wanted to share with him.

She wished for more.

She stepped out of the Uber at three fifteen and walked up to the front door and in to the house.

And she smiled.

She wasn’t going to tell Bob. She had told him she wasn’t, and that he would have to figure out for himself whether she had gone ahead with her sexual adventuring.

She headed for the bathroom, stripped and hopped into the shower. She washed the smell of incredible, wild sex off her body, and she paid attention to her vagina.

She felt her mons, holding the entrance to her pleasure in her hand. It felt the same.

She fingered herself briefly.

It felt sort of the same.

But how much was her imagination? And how much was real?

She had been opened up, taken something much bigger than a cock inside her, did she just think she was bigger down there?

Or was she?

But, as she felt herself and attempts to analyze her anatomy, she thought she wasn’t bigger so much as just different.

It was like her skin had been stretched, on the inside, as it were. And it was more sensitive now.

And she was horny. Lord, she wanted more!

But she was determined not to act horny around Bob. She wanted to give her pussy a couple of days to ‘heal,’ then fuck him.

So she had to act normal, and not horny, even though everything wasn’t normal, and she was horny.

She grunted, dried herself off, dried her hair, and tried to make herself look…normal.

Bob arrived home at six o’clock. Liz was cooking dinner. She smiled, kissed him, and gave subtle signs that she didn’t want sex. Even though she did.

The night passed, and she was bursting with the desire to tell him, to share her incredible, mind blowing experience.

Somehow, God knows how, she managed to control herself.

The next day passed, and she was even hornier! Her pussy was literally burning with the desire to throw him down and ride him to a fare thee well.

And, somehow…she again controlled herself.

But she felt so hot she was afraid her pussy was steaming!

And, the day of reckoning.

“Hey, honey, what’s happening?”

She was wearing a blouse and no bra.

He was tired from a long day at work, but one look at her bare breasts under thin material and he was raring to go.

She took him by the hand and walked him down the hallway.

“Do you think you can satisfy me? Little man?”

He laughed. “Little? Ha! You’re making me big enough to satisfy a moose!”

“Oh, I could just see you, your dick where it shouldn’t be, holding on to a moose’s antlers and humping and pumping…”

They entered the bedroom and she turned around and ripped his shirt off. Buttons popped out across the room.

“Hey! That was my shirt!”

She grabbed for his pants, but he grabbed first. “I don’t want you breaking this zipper!”

“Then you better hurry up.”

He slipped out of his pants quickly, and she was on her knees.

Then she was up and pushing him back. Thirty seconds of sucking dick for foreplay, then just hopping on him. It wasn’t much for foreplay, but it was enough for a man.

She sat on him and he stared up at her amazing breasts.

She ground down on him, and he held her hips and groaned with pleasure.

Then she went wild.

Afterwards, they lay on the bed.

“How was it?” She asked.

“Lady,” he muttered, “what the hell got into you?”

“I just saw a sexy man and decided to rape him.”

“Well, you did good.”

“Was I tight and juicy?” She asked, playing with his balls.

“Oh, yeah.” He grinned. “You were…” he looked last her and stunned expression crossed his face.

“You didn’t!”

“I did. You could you feel a difference?”

He was honest. “Yes.”

She sat up and turned to him. “What? No! You acted normal! I was normal! You can’t say I was bigger!”

“I wasn’t going to say bigger. For one, you were so moist I couldn’t believe it. I slipped right in. But, two…you were, how do I say it, more ‘agile’ in there.”

“Agile?”

“Like your pussy was better at moving. Does that make sense?”

“Well, sorta, but not really.”

“When I put my dick in you there is a certain path that is well defined. Now the path was moving, shifting, curving. It was adapting better to me.”

“That is…interesting.”

He was on his elbow now, looking down at her. He cupped her breasts and twiddled her nipples.

“Oh, God. I’ll give you an hour to stop that.”

“Still horny?”

“Absolutely.”

“Are you going to do it again?”

Liz stared at him.

She thought.

He was silent and waiting.

“Do you think I should?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Maybe.”

Maybe meant yes. She knew it.

She turned to him, was on her elbow, and they faced each other, their faces inches apart. “Does it make you horny?”

He countered with, “How horny were you with…which woman was it?”

“Does it matter?”

“I don’t know. I guess not.”

“Sarah.”

“Are you horny now?”

She was.

And he was, too. His rigid tool proved it.

Yet she held back.

“I feel like if I do it again I’ll be a lesbian.”

“You don’t look like a lesbian.”

“Maybe I’m bi.”

“Maybe.” He was playing with her nipples.

She said, “What if I want to to it with other girls?”

“So do it,” he lowered his head and sucked her nipple. It was big, turgid, filled with blood and desire.

“Maybe I will.”

“Are you going to get fisted if you do it with another girl?”

“Yes,” she answered. No hesitation.

“Are you going to keep loving me?”

“Oh, honey!” She threw her arms around him and hugged him so hard he couldn’t have pried her loose if he wanted to.

She kissed him and kissed him. She reached down and felt him. She pulled him on top of her.

“Do me.” Her eyes were frantic with desire.

“I probably won’t be able to cum.”

She laughed. Who cares. Heck, I like you horny. The more horny you are the more women I can fuck.”

“Get to fist you.”

“Fuck, yeah!”

And they fell to their desires.

They were done for the second time in an hour. He had actually managed to squirt a measly bit of semen. Not much, just a drizzle, but he had experienced orgasm, and he was effectively drained.

They lay on their backs, breathing hard, and she whispered, “I wish you could feel it.”

“What?”

She looked at him. “Fisting.”

He smiled. “I’d be scared.”

Then she attacked him again. She was still horny, and he couldn’t get it up, so she had him use his fist.

The days passed, a week passed.

Liz went out. She met with Sarah and they did each other.

They felt close, but not too close.

They were still friends; they hadn’t hurt their relationship.

Another week passed, and on Tuesday Liz and Sarah had lunch, and got together.

Then, on Thursday, Sarah brought Jenny to Charley Coyote’s.

And Jenny went home with Liz.

This was the first time that Liz had fucked a woman in her marriage bed.

It didn’t bother her.

Bob and she were talking about her liaisons every day they happened. He asked questions. He loved her, sometimes twice. They were happy as they had ever been.

The next week, on Friday, Liz invited the girls over for dinner.

Bob was a bit overwhelmed. It was like he was being feted by his wife’s lovers.

They sipped bourbon and Coke, they ate small steaks and salads, and Bob tried to keep up with the rapid fire chatter between the girls.

He was not put off; he wanted to meet them. But he was a bit nervous.

Bourbon, however, cures nervousness, and Bob found himself coming out of the slight wheel he had built around himself.

“So, Bob,” Jenny turned to him. “I understand you know all about your wife’s lesbian tendencies.”

“Tendencies?”

Jenny tilted her head and waited.

Bob couldn’t hide from it. His wife was acting like a lesbian. And it was almost like she was flowering.

“As long as our relationship is secure, and I feel it is.” He shrugged.

Jenny moved closer to him. She placed her hand on his thigh and danced her fingers around. “Have you ever made love to a lesbian?”

“Uh…doesn’t that fall outside the lesbian book of rules? Making love to a man?”

“Nah. Women can love who they want. Women are built for love.”

“Well, then, if Liz is a lesbian then I guess I can say I have.”

This actually made Liz blink a bit. She hadn’t considered herself a lez, but…maybe she was.

But as long as she had her relationship intact with her husband’s what did it matter?

But Jenny, a little drunk, as were all of them, kept going. “Have you ever had a lesbian make love to you?”

“Well, my wife…”

“No, no. I mean…lesbians don’t have dicks. So have you ever experienced love the way we do it?”

“I fisted Liz,” he admitted.

Jenny laughed. “No, no. I mean…have you ever been fisted?”

“What?” His voice squeaked. “Been…had a woman put her…no!”

He seemed a bit peeved by the question, but Jenny had her sights on him now, and she was seeing right through him.

“You should.”

“I can’t. I don’t have a pussy.”

“You’ve got a man pussy,” she suggested, a combination of wry and innocent.

He stared at her.

Sarah piped up. “There’s lot of guys who like it up the chute.”

“I’m not gay.”

“Who said you are? We’re talking about anal sex, not a change of lifestyle.”

“This is ridiculous,” he blurted. “I’m not going to—“ he stopped in surprise. Jenny had grabbed his penis.

“Let go.”

Jenny asked Liz. “I’m holding the better part of your hubby. Should I let go?”

“Are you kidding? Hold on for all you can.”

“What kind of a lesbian are you?” He asked, trying to assume a bit of outrage.

“The kind that loves men and women. And right now I’d like to make love to you.”

“I’m sorry. I’m married.”

He wiggled, was going to try and get here hand off him, then Sarah moved up the other side of him. She reached into his shirt and began rubbing his nipples.

“I bet you say that to all the girls,” Jenny chuckled.

“He does,” agreed Sarah, leaning forward and placing her mouth on his nipple.

Bob jerked, but he was caught. Jenny was squeezing him tightly, no way to loosen her grip. And Sarah was sucking his nipple hard. He couldn’t’ get his hands in to push her away.

“Hey, honey?” Liz was watching him, a twisted grin on her lips. “We’ve been talking about this all week. I go out a couple of times a week and I get my rocks off. You sit at home and want to get off on my experiences. Maybe it’s time you had your own experiences.

“But…but…”

Jenny and Sarah were climbing on him, molesting him. Jenny managed to kiss him a good one before he could loosen his lips from hers.

“Now, Bob,” she said, stroking him. “We know you know all about fisting. And we know that you know that a man can be fisted. Heck, they are the original fisters. And now we want you to join the club.”

“What if I don’t want to?”

There hands were all over him. He tried to stand up, but they held him down and kept kissing him, grabbing him, teasing him.

“You can’t say no, Bobby.”

Liz stood up and walked around behind his chair.

He struggled, then she pulled the back of his chair and the chair tilted over.

The girls went with him, lowered him tot he ground, and now he had three beauties to contend with.

“Hey…” he said, gulping for air but going down for the third time.

“Kisses, groping hands, and his clothes were starting to disappear.

Finally he was naked, and his wife was kneeling above his head, kissing him passionately. She stopped and said, “It’s time, Bob. It’s time for you to join the club.”

He stared other, he withheld moans as the other two women worked his body over.

She said, “I want you to do this. I want you to try this.”

“But why?”

“For me.”

By now he had stopped struggling, and the girls helped him up. They walked him through the house and into the bedroom.

“Who do you want?” whispered Liz.

“You.”

“Can’t have me. Which of my friends do you want?”

It was a tough choice, but Jenny managed to snag the invite.

She lay on the bed and Bob crawled over her.

Actually, his balls were gripped and he was pulled over her.

He was pulled downwards and guided, and then he was in.

“God! I—HEY!”.

He felt a finger in his pucker. He turned his head to look over his shoulder, but Jenny grabbed his face and kissed him.

He was caught.

His wife grabbed his buns and lifted and lowered, Jenny was spread beneath him, and Sarah was fingering him.

“Wha…wha…”

But Bob was captured, and he was giving in. It felt too good not to.

He squirmed, bringing squeals of delight from Jenny, when his bunghole was lubricated. The fingers going round and round inside him, he thought he might not make it.

“I’m going to cum!”

“No you don’t!” Jenny grabbed him and squeezed.

More fingers.

More kisses.

More lube.

And it now felt too good to protest.

He felt his wife’s vibrator being used.

He felt his rear expand to take it, then he felt more than fingers.

More…more…and…

“OH! FUCK!”

He was reamed and spewing all at the same time.

An hour later the four people were laying on the bed, arms and legs entwined. Penis being stroked. Holes being fingered.

“What do you think, Bob?” asked Liz. “Are you a lesbian now?”

He smiled, gave a groan as a couple of digits played with him.

“If I’m not…I should be.”

And they all laughed.

END
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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.

This has been the first part of

The Long, Hot Feminization!

Read it on kindle or paperback

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrc13B.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc139.jpg
I CHANGED MY HUSBAND INTO A WOMAN!
A delightful novel of total power exchange!

GRACE MANSFIELD





OEBPS/image_rsrc138.jpg
A Fistful of Love!

She opened herself to a lesbian...
and so did he!






OEBPS/image_rsrc13A.jpg





OEBPS/image_rsrc13E.jpg
s

I was Feminized and

Dominated!
And she looked like such a nice lady!

g






OEBPS/image_rsrc13D.jpg
A
complete
novel!





OEBPS/image_rsrc13F.jpg
complete
novel!

v =






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




OEBPS/image_rsrc13C.jpg





