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It was summer break, and I wanted to upgrade from an apartment rental to a house rental if I could. Little did I know what a commitment it would be. 

The  shaded  street  smelled  of  freshly  cut  grass  and  blooming  lilacs.  The  old  slate sidewalks, lifted by the roots of the trees, rose and fell under my flip-flops. The street wasn’t that far a walk from campus, and to be able to sit in a back yard or on a front porch would be such a plus.  Not  to  mention  not  being  pestered  by  other  students  who  didn’t  have  enough  homework and partied constantly. Engineering students like me couldn’t afford to have those time-wasters around. 

I  stopped  in  front  of  a  meticulously  maintained  old  craftsman-style  home,  appreciating the care and attention to detail it had received. The freshly painted front porch extended across the front of the house, with stairs leading up on the side from the freshly sealed asphalt driveway. 

A wide swing hung from the beams inside the porch. The breeze billowed sheer white curtains tied  at  the  corner  columns.  It  was  a  big,  gorgeous  1930s  home.  I’d  never  be  able  to  afford  the rent. 

As  I  was  about  to  move  on,  a  young  woman  came  out  on  the  porch  and  flung  herself onto the wide, low railing to sit, her shapely legs crossed in her high heels as she bounced one foot. She waved at me. “Good morning!” 

“Hi!” I waved back and started to move on. 

She leaned out from the railing, her hair streaming on the breeze behind her. “Like the house? It’s vacant and for rent.” 

I stopped. “Sorry, I don’t think I could afford it.” 

“You  don’t  know  that  yet.  Come  see  it.  Have  some  hand-squeezed  lemonade,  and  I’ll give you a tour.” 

The thought of being able to rent that house was exciting as hell. She was really good-looking, and lemonade sounded great. I started up the drive toward her. “Okay. Thanks.” 

“My name’s Pamela. You can call me Pam.” She flashed a big smile and held her hand out to me as I ascended the steps. 

“Hi, Pam; I’m Chris. What a great day, huh?” 

“Sure is, and you’re here right on schedule. C’mon in.” 

Her  heels  clattered  across  the  hardwood  porch  as  she  led  me  to  the  door,  her  dress fluttering  around  her  thighs,  her  hips  wagging  with  each  step.  She  was  beautiful.  I  asked,  “On schedule?” 

“Yeah, I’m moving out, and I just finished packing my last things into the car.” 

She opened the wooden screen door. “Right this way, Chris.”  She led me through the foyer and into the kitchen. “How does it feel here?” 

“Feels nice. Very homey... welcoming.” 

She  stopped  and  looked  at  me  closely,  her  eyes  fluttering  around  my  face  and  hair. 

“Anything else?” 

I  stared  at  her,  wondering  what  she  meant,  then  realized  I  felt  some  kind  of  energy coursing through me gently. “Some kind of an energy?” 

“Yes,  then  you’re  the  one.  I  felt  it  too  when  I  first  came  here.  Not  everyone  does.  To some people this house is repulsive. Then others feel nothing. But you and I must be alike.” 

“Is  it  some  sort  of  electrical  problem?  They  say  high  electromagnetic  fields  can  cause nausea.” 

“No, nothing like that. I think it’s just a part of the personality of this old house.” 

The  kitchen  had  been  refurbished  and  was  open  to  the  dining  area  and  living  room.  I looked  around.  “Seems  everything’s  been  updated.  I  love  the  floor  plan  too.  So  open  and  airy. 

And the built-in cabinets, stone fireplace, and window seat are lovely. I mean... great.” I covered my mouth with my hand shocked by what I’d said. I felt my face flush while we walked into the kitchen area. Where did that word come from? Only girls use that word. And why did I cover my mouth like that? 

She  smiled  and  moved  a  stray  hair  from  my  forehead  with  her  long,  painted  nails.  “I think lovely is a better word to describe it than great. Don’t feel bad using the word lovely. It’s more accurate.” She turned to the refrigerator. “I guess the owner did the refurbishing some time ago.  It’s  a  wonderful  house.”  She  filled  two  glasses  with  ice  from  the  refrigerator  door,  then opened the  door  and poured  us  lemonades. She  handed  me  a glass.  “A  toast to  the  new  renter. 

May  this  house  make  you  feel  as  good  as  it  did  me...and  the  others  who  have  lived  here,  I’m told.” She clinked glasses with me. 

We both drank down a slug. “Mmm, nice job on the lemonade.” 

“Thanks.” 

“So you just finished renting this place, Pam?” 

“Yup,  been  here  two  years.”  She  looked  around.  “I’m  gonna  miss  it,  but  it’s  time  to move on and let you experience its magic.” 

I shook my head. “Like I said, I’m not sure I can afford it.” 

“C’mon. Let me give you the tour before you start talking like that.” 

She  led  me  around  the  sweet-smelling  house,  the  summer  breezes  blowing  through  it. 

Upstairs  she  showed  me  the  spare  bedroom  and  the  master.  “They  took  over  one  of  the  other bedrooms to make a master suite with a walk-in closet and en suite bath.” 

“I  definitely  can’t  afford  this.”  I  walked  into  the  closet.  High  heels,  dresses,  skirts.  “I thought you were done packing.” 

“I am. These things never leave. I mean, you can clean it out and give them to Salvation Army or something, but when you’re done, there will still be clothes here. It’s something weird about the house. It does have good taste. Modern styles even.” 

“I  don’t  believe  it.”  I  perused  the  clothes.  All  girls’  clothes  and  nothing  frumpy  at  all. 

Clubbing dresses, stiletto heels, sexy stuff. Even lingerie. “It just comes back?” 

“So I’m told. I never got around to getting rid of it myself. It all fit me so well and was so nice. Doesn’t seem right to take it all now that I have my own equally nice wardrobe. Sort of a tradition to leave it, right?” 

“I guess. Thanks for warning me that this place is haunted.” 

“I wouldn't call it that. I’d call it enchanted. It changed my life for the better. It will for you too.” 

“I can’t imagine that a house could change a person’s life.” 

“This one did. I never would have been as happy as I am now if I hadn’t stayed here. I became a whole new person. A much improved and much happier person.” 

“Wow.  Just  from  living  in  this  house,  huh?”  I  walked  around  looking  at  things,  the energy coursing through me and making me feel almost sensual. I slid my hands on my opposite arms. 

“Are you cold?” 

“No, it just feels nice to touch my skin for some reason. The energy is still going though me.” 

“That’s wonderful. I felt the same way. It’s delightful, isn’t it?” 

“I guess it does feel nice. But it’s so strange. Did you ever see a ghost?” 

“No ghosts, except the ones we end up leaving behind us when we change for the better. 

The old me seems like one.” 

I nodded, unsure if I wanted to move into a haunted, well, enchanted house. Sounded a bit freaky. Felt even stranger. “So how much is the rent? Who’s the landlord?” 

“You know? I never met the landlord. I stared renting after the last renter was leaving, the  same  way  you  are.  We  pay  whoever  it  is  through  an  email  address  on  PayPal.  The  rent  is $500 a month plus gas and electric.” 

“Wow, that’s great. Probably just pays the taxes on this place. Why would someone rent it for so little?” 

She tilted her head, “Well, I guess there aren’t as many of us who feel good in this house as those who feel bad. You know, market dictates prices, like fish.” She laughed. 

“So were you walking by when the last renter invited you in?” 

“Yup. A meant-to-be. Just like you.” She looked me up and down, standing there in my shorts and tank top. “You have very nice legs. I see they’re shaved.” She looked at my chest and arms. “Your chest and arms too.” 

“I, uh, I hate body hair. It’s hot and collects sweat.” 

“I agree. Mine doesn’t even grow anymore. I think the house helped me with that. Your voice  is  nice  too.  It’ll  match  the  new  you  wonderfully.  Very  appropriate  for  this  house.  Mine went up a little; I doubt yours will.” 

“A new me?” 

She looked around. “Uh, yes, like I’ve been saying. I’m sorry, I think I already said too much. Let me show you the back yard.” 

She led me downstairs and out back. A brick patio with furnishings was surrounded by tall lilac bushes, making it completely private. “I sunbathe naked out here. It’s so nice.” She sat on a chaise lounge and crossed her legs. “So why don’t you go get your things and move in? I’ll give  you  the  keys,  and  it’s  yours.  Save  yourself  some  time,  though,  and  don’t  bother  bringing any of your clothes. You won’t need them and will have to give them away later anyway.” 

“What?” 

“Oh my, I did it again. I promised myself not to do this, because I completely freaked out when the last girl told me what would happen. I wanted to save you the anticipatory stress.” 

“What are you talking about, Pam?” 

Her eyes locked on mine as I sat across from her, crossing my leg and bouncing a foot in my  flip-flop.  I  placed  my  hands  together  on  top  of  my  knee.  “Why  won’t  I  need  my  clothes? 

Does it have something to do with the clothes in the closet upstairs?” 

“Now, Chris. I want you to promise me you’ll stay calm.” 

I  flipped  my  hair  over  my  shoulder,  took  a  deep  breath.  I  caressed  my  thigh unconsciously. “I’m a very calm person, I don’t let little things worry me.” I bounced my foot nervously. I held a bent wrist to her and said, “Please, honey, tell me what’s going on. I won’t let it ruffle my fluffy feathers.” I covered my mouth and giggled. A look of shock appeared on my face after I realized how femininely I had said that. 

She laughed. “It’s happening already. Look at yourself. How you’re sitting, motioning, speaking. So wonderfully feminine.” 

I  adjusted  my  body,  not  realizing  I  had  done  it.  I  slapped  my  thigh.  “Nah,  I  guess  I’m just a little nervous. Now tell me, Pam. I promise I’ll stay calm.” 

She nodded and looked down at her lap. “Okay, you see, I was like you when I arrived

here, and now I’m like me.” She looked up. “Get it?” 

“Your personality changed?” 

“Not  just  that.”  She  placed  her  elegant  hand  on  a  breast  and  squeezed  it.  “I  never  had these,  or  this  shapely  body.  I  was  a  boy  before.  Now  I’m  almost  all  girl.”  She  rubbed  herself through her minidress. “Happily, this part never changed, and it still works. Panties feel so nice against it.” 

My jaw dropped, watching her rub herself and squeeze her breast. “No way. You were always a girl.” 

She shook her head as she stopped fondling herself and readjusted her clothing. “I’m like you. Maybe I was a girl inside. Not outside, though. You’ll become like me too. It comes with the house and it doesn’t go away. It’s wonderful. There. I said it. Are you okay with that?” 

I rolled my eyes and stared at her. Impossible. The girl was nuts.  That’s why the rent’s so  cheap,  I  thought,  She  scares  off  the  bulk  of  potential  renters  until  she  finds  a  pragmatic logical  engineer  type  like  me  who  knows  she’s  just  plain  nuts.   I  stood  and  walked  around  the patio, looking at the yard and house. Why not rent it? What she’s talking about is impossible. 

I walked back and sat down, crossing my legs, bouncing a foot again. I flipped my hair back over my shoulder. “Pam, I’m fine with your cute story.” I motioned with my hand to her, wrist bent. “It’s  such  a  lovely  place.”  I  caressed  my  thigh,  the  energy  flowing  through  me,  my senses lit, the lilacs filling my nostrils, the sweet breeze making my hair flutter on my shoulder. 

“I’ll go get my things.” 

“Look  at  you—it’s  happening.  You  can’t  help  it.  Good  girl,  I’ll  get  the  keys  for  you. 

You’ll love the new you.” She leapt up and ran inside. I followed her in. She handed me the keys and kissed my cheek. “Good luck, princess. I hope you enjoy your new life as much as I do.” She gave me a hug. “The rent amount and email address are on the paper on the bulletin board in the kitchen. Just send the rent once a month anytime during the month, and that’s all you need to do. 

Someone takes care of the yard and driveway.” 

“Thanks, Pam. Good luck to you too.” 

She  left  and  drove  off.  I  poured  some  more  lemonade  and  took  it  out  back.  I  sat  and sipped,  my  hand  gliding  on  my  leg,  the  air  fresh.  I  was  in  heaven.  I  was  going  to  rent  this incredibly lovely house. Why did I just use the word lovely again, damn it? Maybe she was right, and it really is a more accurate word. Yeah, that’s it. 

Now  I  just  needed  to  walk  back,  load  my  car,  and  move  my  things  here.  Maybe  my roommate would want to move in with me, and then it’d be  really cheap. If he wasn’t repulsed by the place. What a crock! Poor Pam was a nutcase, and so pretty too. What a waste. 
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“Bill?” I called to my roommate when I entered the apartment. He wasn’t there. I called him on my cell. “Hey, dummy. I found a house to rent. Want to check it out and see if you want to split it with me?” 

“Hey man, a house, huh? Isn’t that expensive?” 

“Not this one and it’s great. Wait until you see it. I’m gonna pack up my car and start moving. I’ll text you the address. It’s not far.” 

“Okay, if you say so. I’ll be over and check it out. How much?” 

“Five a month. Two-fifty apiece with a yard, porch, the works.” 

“Cool. Okay, see ya in a bit.” 

I loaded my car up in less than half an hour. I didn’t have that much to move. Just my clothes, towels, and so on. 

Bill was sitting on the porch swing when I arrived. He stood up with a big grin on his face as I ascended the steps. I reached the top and looked up at him. Bill wasn’t short like me. He was six-two and handsome as hell. All the girls chased him. He slapped my back and said, “Hey man, it’s great!” 

“Let’s go inside. See how it feels to you.” 

I unlocked the door and we went in. I watched his reaction. He walked around, checking it all out. “Damn, this place is super.” 

“How do you feel?” 

“What’s that supposed to mean, how do I feel?” 

“I  don’t  know.  The  girl  who  was  here  told  me  some  people  are  repulsed  by  the  place, some neutral, and some feel a special kind of energy.” 

“Feel energy, huh? I feel a bourbon on the porch tonight after dinner. That’s what I feel. 

What was she, some kind of nutcase?” 

“Yeah, I think so. She said I’ll turn into a girl living here too. Like she did. I think she was batty.” 

Bill laughed. “Ha! That would be cool. I’d have a hot chick for a roommate then. You have another key? I’m in.” 

“I took one off the pink rabbit’s foot keychain and handed it to him.” 

“Cute keychain, man. I think you’re changing already.” 

I looked at it and laughed. “It was hers. It is pretty cute, though. So soft and fuzzy and such a pretty pink.” 

“Uh-oh!” Bill said, his eyes open wide. “Listen to you.” 

“Uh, just kidding.” 

“I’ll go get my shit. You get all of yours already?” 

“Yes, I have. I left my keys on the counter.” 

“Good, then I’ll load up my stuff, close the place up, and turn in our keys. See ya in a bit, buddy.” 

“Okay. I’ll unpack and go buy some food for dinner. There’s a gas grill on the patio in back.” 

“Awesome. Steak? I’ll buy, since you found this place. We need to celebrate.” 

“Sounds good.” 

He slapped my back on the way out and said, “See ya later, little buddy.” 

Bill was a really nice guy. I liked having him around, since he was like a bodyguard as well. No one gave me shit when I was with Bill. 

I unpacked my stuff in the master bedroom. I couldn’t believe I was living here. It was fabulous. A dream come true. 

When I hung up my shirts and pants, I couldn’t help looking at the girls’ clothes hanging there  and  the  sexy  shoes  all  lined  up  .  I  put  my  underwear  into  the  dresser  drawer  and  found women’s panties, bras, stockings, pantyhose and garter-belts with a scented sachet keeping them all smelling pretty. I sniffed it. “Mmm.” I felt the panties and a bra. The fabric felt so nice in my fingers, and they looked so pretty. I pushed them aside. 

I had to put on some jeans to go to the store. Oddly, I had a hard time getting into my usual ones. I had to stretch them to get the button to button. I took off my tank top and looked in the  full-length  mirror.  It  almost  looked  like  I  had  some  hips  instead  of  my  skinny  ass.  It  must have been my diet of pizza the last few days. My chest was even fuller than normal, and my pecs were bigger. My arms were rounder too. I had to quit with the pizza, or I’d turn into a chubby geek instead of a skinny one. 

I left the house still feeling the energy from it. How weird. At the grocery store I bought fresh  oysters,  steaks,  asparagus,  some  luscious  tomatoes,  and  some  red  wine  for  us  and  some pretty  pink  after-dinner  liqueur  I  just  had  to  have.  Walking  up  the  soap  aisle  I  saw  some  pink soap and gave it a sniff. I threw it in the cart. At the checkout line I couldn’t resist buying some jasmine incense—it smelled so good next to me. 

The checkout girl rang me up. “Having a celebration, sweetie? Your boyfriend will love those  steaks.  And  you’ll  love  the  liqueur,  princess.  It’ll  be  a  night  of  romance  for  you  two tonight.” 

“I, uh...”  Princess?  WTF was she talking about? Did I look like a girl? I looked at her. 

She finished and looked at me. “You have such long lashes—do you do anything to get them like that?” She leaned in closer to see. “They aren’t fake, are they?” 

“Uh...they’re mine.” 

Her eyes flitted over my face. “You’re just so pretty. Credit?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Swipe.” 

I paid and left the store, my heart racing in my chest. I looked at myself in the rearview mirror. My lashes were long, and it looked like my cheeks had plumped and my lips were fuller. 

Could  pizza  have  done  all  that,  or  was  Pam  right  all  along?  Oh  god,  what  if  it  was  really happening? 
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I made it back to our new home. Bill returned while I was unpacking the groceries. 

He yelled from the foyer. “Honey! I’m home!” he laughed. I’m gonna unload my stuff. 

Are you getting dinner ready, honey?” He laughed again. 

“Why  of  course,  darling.  I’ll  have  everything  ready  for  you  in  a  minute,  and  you  can cook the steaks on the grill after we’ve had drinks on the patio.” I giggled. What the hell was I saying?  This  was  nuts.  I  yelled,  “Just  get  your  shit  together,  Bill,  so  we  can  celebrate.”  There, that sounded better. 

I shucked the oysters, rubbed dry seasoning on the steaks, cleaned the asparagus and put the stalks in a pot, chopped the tomatoes and made a tomato salad. By the time I was done, Bill came downstairs. He pulled up a stool at the island and put a bottle of expensive bourbon on it. 

“Hi, honey.” He laughed. “Do we have some nice glasses for the bourbon, dear?” 

“Oh, stop with the dear stuff, Bill.” I put things into the fridge and looked for glasses in the  cabinets.  There  were  some  pretty  rocks  glasses  with  lace-like  etching  on  them.  I  dropped cubes from the door into them and placed them on the counter. “Aren’t these special?” 

“Hmm,  yeah,  interesting.  Feminine  bourbon  glasses.”  He  poured  us  both  a  finger  and handed me one. “To our new place.” 

We clinked. He looked at me oddly. “You look different. You okay?” 

“Yeah, I feel great. Why?” 

“I don’t know. If I didn’t know better, I’d say your face is more, uh… and your lips and cheeks, and your eyelashes... Even your eyebrows are higher, more arched and thinner. I mean, you look...” He sipped his drink, looking at me over the glass. “…different, little  buddy.” 

I  downed  my  shot  of  bourbon  and  clanked  the  glass  on  the  counter.  “The  girl  at  the grocery store thought I was a girl too. Weird. I think it’s the extra weight I put on from all the pizza I’ve been eating.” 

“Pizza, huh? Pizza doesn’t raise and plump your cheekbones or make your lips fuller and shapelier.” He stood up and came around the island. I poured myself another finger, nervous at the prospect of what might be happening. Bill squeezed my ass with his huge hand. 

“Hey! Hands off, big guy.” 

“God,  pizza   could  plump  your  ass  a  little,  but  man...how  did  you  ever  get  those  jeans on?” 

He looked at my chest. I looked down. My golf shirt had two fairly prominent bumps in it. I felt one. It was a breast. “Oh god, Bill! This can’t be.” 

He  tugged  my  v-neck  out  a  little  and  peeked  inside.  “Oh  yeah,  those  are  breasts.  With really  nice  nipples  too.  I  bet  those  are  B-cups.  Maybe  they’ll  get  bigger  yet.  Can  I  feel  one  a little, buddy?” 

I nodded nervously. “It’s the pizza. Has to be.” He slid his big hand inside my shirt and with his thumb and forefinger he gently rolled and tugged my nipple, sending a ripple of pleasure through me. He squeezed the whole breast, looked into my eyes, and said, “Wow, you’re gonna be gorgeous.” He took his hand away and sat back down next to me, observing me. 

I started to cry into my hands. “I don’t believe this. It can’t be happening. I’m a guy!” 

My heart raced in my chest and I sobbed. Bill put his hands on my shoulders and massaged them. 

“It’s going to be okay, buddy. You’ll see. Maybe you’ve finally reached puberty. You sure you have a guy’s parts in your pants? Did you ever?” 

I  tried  to  compose  myself.  I  wiped  my  eyes,  I  felt  between  my  legs.  I  nodded  at  him. 

“It’s still there.” 

“Okay. Then you’re good, see? You’re still a guy. Kinda. Actually, I think you’re better looking now than before. I mean, you’re approaching a hot chick, Chris. But I think it suits you.” 

His  hands  massaging  me  relaxed  me.  What  if  this  was  really  happening?  Would  it  be bad? “It might be better than being a mundane geek like I was.” I massaged my breast through my  shirt.  I  throbbed  in  my  panties  thinking  about  what  I  was  becoming.  I  felt  so  sensual  and sexy. I put my hand on his on my shoulder. “You can stop now. I’m okay.” 

He sat next to me and stroked my hair. “It’s going to be okay, Chris. It’s natural. There are  species  in  nature  that  start  out  as  guys  and  become  girls.  They’re  called  sequential hermaphrodites. Maybe that’s what you are. I think it’s neat. You look great too.” 

“Really? You think I look great?” 

“You do. Better than you ever did. Just relax and go with the flow. No point in worrying about what you can’t control.” 

He lifted my chin and looked into my eyes. “Relax, buddy. Relax.” 

I  took  deep  breath.  My  pants  were  crushing  me.  “Oh  god,  I  have  to  get  out  of  these jeans. They’re killing me, they’re so tight.” 

He  stood.  Go  ahead.  I’m  going  out  to  enjoy  the  patio.  Put  on  something  comfortable, come back out, and we can have some wine and oysters. Did you shuck them yet?” 

I nodded. “Yes, dear.” I laughed. 

“See? You’re laughing about it already. Now go and see if any of those women’s clothes fit you. I bet they do. Make believe you’re my girlfriend and get all dressed up for me. I’ll go put on a nice shirt and pants and shave. Okay?” 

“Girlfriend? We’re male roommates.” 

“Roommates, maybe, but you’re less male than most girls. I’d say you’re a friend who is now a girl.” 

“I guess I am. You’re right. What choice do I have? I can’t fit into any of my pants. Why worry about things I can’t control?” I couldn’t help but kiss his cheek. “Thanks for being here for me. I don’t know what I’d do if you weren’t here.” 

“No problem, little buddy. Now go before you burst your pants.” He stood and motioned for me to go upstairs first. I ran up the stairs and into my room while he went into his. 

I had to use scissors to cut the pants off my hips. I threw them in the corner and cut off my front-flap underwear, which had begun digging into my hips. I took off my shirt and looked in the full-length mirror. 

My hand snapped up to cover my mouth and I gasped. I had hips, butt, and breasts that had  grown  more  since  I  had  felt  them  minutes  ago—nice  firm  big  breasts  with  hard  nipples.  I squeezed and tugged the nipples, sending pleasure though me. 

I turned sideways in the mirror. I had a very shapely butt. As the sight of my new body aroused myself, my shaft stood proudly at attention, leaping up and down. Thank god it was still there. I  felt  below it.  My  balls were  gone.  I  panicked and  felt  around. Where  they  were  before there  now  was  nothing  but  a  wet  hole  with  folds  of  skin  on  the  side.  I  slid  a  finger  in  and explored it. God...it felt so good. I stroked my shaft and fingered myself. I was a girl and a guy. 

Or a girl with a really big clitoris. 

I stopped before I came and looked at my rod dancing in the air. I was something else. 

Something  exotic.  My  skin  tingled.  I  walked  to  the  dresser  and  found  a  pair  of  sheer  suntan pantyhose.  It  would  be  a  pain  to  drop  them  every  time  I  had  to  pee,  so  I  found  scissors  in  the bathroom, cut out some of the crotch and slid them on, loving the silky smooth sensation on my legs. 

I found panties and a matching bra and put them on. They fit perfectly. The panties were silky on my shaft, and my breasts were pushed together, leaving only a finger’s width between them. My nipples created bumps in the sheer white bra. 

I walked into the closet and slipped into a clingy white minidress. It felt sinfully sexy. I slid  on  some  strappy  stilettos  and  secured  them  around  my  ankle.  I  went  to  the  mirror  and checked  myself  out.  My  nipples  showed  lightly  through  the  dress,  my  hips  and  butt  were perfectly  proportioned,  my  legs  long,  suntan-colored  and  silky  and  shapely  in  the  heels.  I  was gorgeous. I looked at my new face. Shapely, pretty. I pursed my lips.  Hmm,  I wondered. 

I  went  into  the  bathroom  and  sure  enough,  there  was  fresh  makeup  in  the  drawer. 

Eyeshadow,  mascara,  eyeliner,  blush,  lipsticks,  perfume.  I  did  my  makeup.  I’m  not  sure  how  I knew  how  to  do  it,  but  it  came  out  perfectly.  I  was  officially,  drop-dead  gorgeous.  I  sprayed  a luscious perfume all over myself and my hair. I fluffed my hair with the hairdryer and sprayed hairspray in it to keep it. I brushed the curls over my shoulders. 

Back into the bedroom, I found jewelry in the dresser and replaced my stud earrings with long dangling ones and added a necklace that rested on my breasts. Bracelets, rings, and an ankle bracelet  finished  my  bejeweling.  I  looked  in  the  mirror  again.  I  throbbed  in  my  panties  and would gladly date me. I was better looking than any girl I ever knew. 

I found a matching shoulder bag and put lipstick and blush in it along with my driver’s license, some tissues, and the perfume. I slung it over my shoulder and made my way downstairs. 

My  shoes  clicked  across  the  hardwood  floors  out  to  the  patio  in  back  where  Bill  was dressed nicely, sipping a glass of pinot noir. When he saw me his eyes popped open wide, and he stood. “Wow. Chris, you are stunning! Here, have a seat and let me pour you some wine.” 

I smiled, assuming a natural-feeling pose, one foot before the other, my hand resting on my purse. “Should I get the oysters yet?” 

“Not yet, honey. Relax and enjoy the new you. God, your breasts are something.” 

“I know. The bra is a D cup.” I laughed as I sat and crossed my silky, stockinged legs. 

“They feel incredible.” 

“I bet. Wish I could feel what you’re feeling.” 

“It’s almost overwhelming, Bill. I feel so sensual and sexy.” My heart raced in my chest. 

Bill  handed  me  a  glass  of  wine,  patted  the  seat  next  to  him  and  toasted.  “To  the  new Chris. May she love her new self.” 

I sat next to him, clinked and sipped. “I think she will. I really do think she will. It’s just, well, I’ve never been into guys, Bill, and I think I should be now.” 

“Take your time. You don’t have to be. You’ll know what you want when it’s time.” 

I nodded and took Bill in from a new perspective. He was a gorgeous, intelligent, caring, loving guy. I had to kiss him on the cheek. I gave him a quick peck. “Thanks.” 

“You’re  welcome.  You  even  smell  like  a  dream.  Mmm.”  His  hand  slid  onto  my  thigh and glided up and down, sending lovely sensations through me. My panties were wet, I wanted to be filled, and my shaft throbbed. Oh god, two very good feelings, not just one. How could I resist acting on these cravings? 

I  rested  my  hand  on  his.  “You  know,  Bill,  my  balls  are  gone.  Now  there’s  a  woman’s part  under  my,  uh,  my  guy  part.  I’m  like  a  girl  with  a  really  big  clit.  It  scared  me  to  find  they were  gone  but...  Everything  works.  I  mean  everything.  I  tested  it  with  a  finger  and...it  felt  so wonderfully good. I’m wet.” 

Bill gazed into my eyes lovingly. “Maybe we should try it out tonight?” 

I took a deep breath and sipped my wine, looking at him. He gave me a feeling of love

much deeper than he had before. No longer just my friend and protector but a possible lover as well. I shook my hair and flipped it over my shoulder. I gave him a flat-lipped smile. “I’m not so sure we should move so fast, Bill. Let me bring the oysters out for us.” 

I reluctantly moved his hand off my leg and stood. I straightened my dress and left, my hips swaying, my breasts tugging. My nipples rubbed deliciously in the bra; my one hand with a bent wrist moved prettily alongside me with each step. My shaft throbbed in my panties, which were becoming damper by the minute from my tight and longing-to-be-filled new receptacle. 

Where was I going? Oh yes, to bring out the oysters. 
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I  plated  the  oysters  on  crushed  ice  and  cut  a  lemon  into  wedges.  In  the  process,  my fingernails were getting in the way, and I noticed they were now long, hard, and tapered. I went into the master bath and looked through the drawers. Sure enough, I found a pretty pink metallic polish for them. I put it in my purse, grabbed the plate of oysters, and went back out. 

“Check out my nails, Bill.” I showed him. 

“Very sexy, Chris.” 

“Thanks. I brought some polish to paint them with. I’ll have to do my toenails too. After the oysters.” I picked one up and slid it into my mouth. “Mmm, kiss of the sea.” 

Bill  slurped  one  down.  We  sat  and  enjoyed  our  appetizers,  drinking  more  wine.  It  was becoming second nature for me in my new body, my motions, actions, the feel of my body and the clothes I wore. It all began to feel quite natural and comfortable. I leaned against Bill, his arm around me, my leg resting against his as we gazed into the sky. 

“It feels good, Bill. This... all of it.” 

“See? I’m glad to hear that. It suits you well.” 

“Thanks.  I  was  wondering,  though.  I  mean,  could  I  get  pregnant?”  I  gazed  up  into  his bright eyes. 

He shrugged. “Maybe. Maybe not. Depends what parts you have, I guess. Did you feel a uterus? Don’t think you can get pregnant without that.” 

“I didn’t notice.” I looked at my nails. “I think I’d skewer myself if I checked with these nails.” 

Bill grinned. “Uh, want me to check for you, buddy?” 

“You  have  to  stop  calling  me,  buddy.  It  makes  me  remember  what  I  was  and  our relationship, and that’s freaky.” 

“Sorry, Chris. So, let’s see, uh, so, princess, honey, do you want me to check and see? I can feel for it.” 

My heart raced in my chest thinking about it. I held his hand and looked at it, imagining him thrusting his fingers up into me. I throbbed in my panties and uncrossed my legs. I lifted my dress and slid my panties aside. “Please. I have to know my new specifications.” 

He  slid  his  hand  between  my  thighs,  wrapping  his  fingers  around  my  shaft.  “Hmm, you’re pretty big for such a little girl. Very nice.” 

I  wrapped  my  arms  around  his  neck  and  whispered  in  his  ear  while  he  stroked  me.  “It doesn’t disgust you?” 

“Nothing  about  you  disgusts  me.  You’re  incredibly  beautiful  in  every  way,  honey.”  I spread  my  legs  wider  and  he  let  go.  I  bobbed  in  the  cool  air.  His  fingers  probed  my  slit.  His middle one entered and pressed on my g-spot. 

“Huh, oh yes, baby. That feels so nice.” I breathed heavily into his ear and nibbled his earlobe. His other hand squeezed my breast. “Oh, Bill...yes.” I began to hump his finger. 

“I can’t feel one, Chris. It’s all smooth up there. No baby-making hardware.” 

“Oh god, Bill...I’m...” I humped his hand. My whole body shook with the release and I felt myself leak from it onto his hand. I shuddered uncontrollably, hugging him tight to me as he shoved multiple fingers into me and I rode them. When it subsided, it still felt wonderful, but I pulled away and crossed my legs. My face was flushed. I adjusted my dress and hair. “Wow.” 

Bill wiped his hand on a napkin and handed me my glass, then poured me more wine. 

“Wow is right. Incredible. A woman’s response. Do you think the shaft can still spurt anything?” 

“It sure feels like it can. It seems I have both available now.” 

He patted my thigh. “And I don’t think you can even get pregnant. I’ll look into it, but I doubt it.” 

“How nice. Do you know what that makes me? A freakin’ sex machine.” 

He nodded and grinned. “I’ll say.” He gazed off in the distance, thinking. I wondered if he was thinking what I was. 

“Do  you  think  I  could,  Bill?  I  mean,  both  at  once?  With  a  girl  and  a  guy?”  A  shudder went through me thinking of it. I crossed my legs and ran my long nails up and down, caressing my silky leg. 

“I think so. I mean, physically. He’d have to take you from behind, and you’d have the girl in front of you.” 

I looked down at his crotch. He was hard in his pants. I put my hand on it and rubbed his thick, long shaft. “I’d like you to be my first. What would you do if you were me?” I continued to massage him. 

“I’d go nuts with girls and guys, exploring them all.” 

“You wouldn’t be jealous if I did that?” 

“I’m jealous now. You have it made.” 

“No, I mean if I had partners other than you.” 

“Well, I would like to say you’re all mine, but I’d understand and expect you to explore the world, given your new situation. I think you should. It’s only right.” 

I nodded. I looked at my fingernails as my hand rubbed him though his pants. “I think I should polish these and my toenails while you cook the steaks. Is that okay, honey?” 

“Of course.” 

We stood and went inside, hand in hand. 
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By the time my nails dried and I put my pantyhose back on with some fresh panties, Bill had  the  mesquite  chips  raising  a  cloud.  I  walked  up  to  him  and  put  my  arm  around  his  waist, stood on my toes, and kissed his cheek. “Hi! All fixed. Like them?” I showed him my nails. 

“Nice, very nice.” 

“Yes, and I can’t wait to see how they look wrapped around your wonderful rod. I tried them  on  mine  and  they  looked  great,  but  I  think  I’ll  be  able  to  use  two  hands  on  yours.”  I laughed. 

He hugged me to him. “A few more minutes and the steaks will be ready. Do you still like medium rare?” 

“Of course.” I let him go and refill my wine glass, then sat crossing a leg and bouncing a heel,  watching  him.  “You  know,  Bill,  you  are  quite  handsome,  standing  there  being  the  man grilling our meat.” 

His back to me, he waved the tongs in the air and nodded. 

The smells of the meat cooking, the mesquite, the lilacs and my perfume wafting from my legs filled my senses with bliss. Not to mention the sensations of my new body...My gosh, it was such a dream come true. Logically, I should have been freaked out by it, but I loved it. 

Bill  took  the  meat  off  the  grill  and  brought  it  inside,  where  I  had  already  set  the  salad out. We ate like two starved prisoners as we occasionally smiled at each other. When we were done,  I  poured  us  iced  coffee  and  the  pretty  pink  liqueur  to  sip  on  the  patio  while  we  smoked cigars. Bill’s arm was wrapped lovingly around me. 

“I think we should go out somewhere, Chris.” 

I  unzipped  his  pants  and  took  out  his  fully  shaved  package  and  began  stroking  him. 

“Why?  We  can  have  so  much  fun  here!”  I  brought  my  head  down  tentatively.  I  flicked  the  tip with my tongue, tasting the saltiness. 

“You need to get out in public this way. You can’t wait forever to do it.” 

I looked up at him. “I know. Maybe tomorrow.” 

I wrapped my lips around the tip and flicked my tongue, making him twitch. I bobbed my  head  on  it  and  took  it  as  deep  as  I  could,  squeezing  below  my  lips  with  my  other  hand.  I tugged his globes and went at it fervently. I couldn’t help myself. It felt so good in my mouth. 

Bill’s hand rested on my head. “Oh baby, you better stop or you’ll have to swallow.” 

“Mmm,” I mumbled around it as I continued. 

“No. I mean it. Stop. I don’t want to finish, or I’ll be a bore for you. I want to save it for later. Inside you.” 

I continued. I wanted it right then. 

He tugged me off him by the hair. “Stop, Chris.” 

His  rod  bobbed  in  the  air  below  my  face.  I  stared  at  it  and  tried  to  go  back  down.  He wrapped an arm around me and made me sit up. “Relax. Let’s go out. I want to make this last. I want you to go out with me in public. Maybe we’ll see some girls and guys you like.” 

“I  like  you  plenty,  Bill.  Please  let  me  earn  your  release,  and  then  we  can  go  out,  and you’ll be ready for later.” 

“No. I want the edge. It’ll help to keep me from getting jealous. You need to try other guys... and girls too.” He stood and put himself away. “C’mon, Christine. The nightclub. We’re all dressed for it.” 

“I like Christine. Sounds prettier than Chris.” 

He reached a hand down to me. I took it. “Wait, I either have to change out of this tight

dress  or  figure  out  how  to  hide  it.”  I  pointed  to  the  outline  of  my  hard-on  showing  under  the dress.” 

“Hmm, yeah. Maybe hold your purse in front of it.” 

“All night?” 

“Right.  I  love  that  dress,  though.  Maybe  tighter  panties  and  tuck  it  under?  Hey,  wait, maybe you can tuck it inside yourself. That might feel really good if you could.” 

My eyes lit up. I ran inside and into the half bath. I thought of baseball to get it to soften a little and then bent it down and pressed it against it. Between maneuvering my hips and giving it some help with my hand, I slid it right into me. It nearly filled me up. I pulled my panties up tight and lowered my dress. Nothing showed. 

I walked out to where Bill sat in the living room. Each step made it move in and out a little, making me feel the sensations on my male  and female parts. It was heavenly. 

I stood before Bill and showed him the front of my dress. “It worked. But if I dance or move around too much...” I laughed. “I might just finish inside myself. “If I look like I’m having a seizure, I’m not. Just sensual overload.” I held my hand out to him. “Ready, big boy?” 

We left the house, and Bill drove us to the club while I indulged in his man meat on the way.  He  wouldn’t  give  me  anything  to  swallow,  though.  It  didn’t  matter.  I  was  beside—and inside—myself with desire. 
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The club was busy, music pounding, people dancing, drinking, having fun. Girls dressed sexy, guys looking hot. We made our way to a dark booth toward the back and away from the music. 

“Hi,  Billy!”  a  sexy  bimbo-looking  girl  said.  She  stood  on  her  tiptoes,  and  Bill  leaned down for a kiss. 

“Candy. This is Christine. Christine, Candy.” 

“Hi, sugar. Don’t you look incredible tonight!” She winked at me. 

“So do you. I think Billy has good taste, don’t you?” 

She  chortled  a  silly  laugh  and  grabbed  my  arm,  pulling  me  to  her.  “He  sure  does, princess.” She turned to Bill and said, “Can I join you two? I don’t want to be intruding, though. 

Just tell me to go away if you want. I like your new friend here.” 

Bill looked at me. I shrugged, and Bill held his arms out for us to take. He led us farther back. I heard a slap on his shoulder. “Hey, man! A double date, eh? Seems you need two girls these days, huh?” 

Bill stopped and turned. A handsome black man taller than Bill was flashing a big smile at  him.  His  hand  flung  out.  Bill  grabbed  it  and  shook  it.  “Hey,  Clarence.  Good  to  see  you.  In town for a while?” 

“Yeah, for a while.” 

“Super. This is Candy and Christine. Girls, this gentleman is Clarence.” 

I shook his big hand. “Nice to meet you.” 

Candy gave him a kiss. “Hi, handsome.” 

Bill  said,  “C’mon  and  let’s  get  that  booth  before  it’s  gone.”  He  led  us  to  it.  It  was  a round booth. Candy and I slid in together and Bill sat on the outside of Candy and Clarence on the  outside  of  me.  Clarence’s  thigh  pressed  on  mine  as  I  crossed  my  legs.  I  bounced  a  foot, making  my  part  inside  feel  even  sexier  as  it  made  love  to  me  with  each  bounce  of  my  foot. 

Clarence’s hand landed on my thigh. “Love girls in stockings. So much classier. You look great, Chris.” 

“Thanks, Clarence. You’re quite a looker yourself. Do you have a girlfriend?” 

He chuckled. “I have lots, baby. Will you be one of them?” 

“Maybe, if you’re nice.” 

He slid his hand on my leg. “Is this nice?” 

“Very.” 

We ordered drinks. We ended up chatting, touching, having a few drinks. I indulged in some girlie shots I’d never felt comfortable ordering before. Candy and Bill were all over each other, kissing and fondling, Candy’s hands moving in Bill’s lap. Soon she disappeared from view as she leaned down and began sucking him. Bill smiled and winked at me, his arms spread across the  back  of  the  booth.  He  motioned  his  head  toward  Clarence  and  poked  his  tongue  into  his cheek  as  if  he  had  something  in  it.  I  got  the  message.  He  wanted  me  to  suck  Clarence.  I  sure enough wanted to. I was crazy horny and couldn’t help seeing if Clarence lived up to his racial reputation for size. 

I placed both hands on his pants and grasped his zipper. “May I?” 

“For sure, Christine. Let the beast out, but watch out he doesn’t smack you in the face when you do—you’re making him excited.” 

I unzipped him, removed his perfectly shaven package, and rolled his balls in one hand. I stroked him with the other, looking into his smiling eyes. I leaned in toward him. “Now I don’t

want you trying to show me how long you can last. I want you to give me my reward. Okay?” 

He winked at me. I dove onto it. It was enormous, and I had to open my mouth almost to the limit. I used both hands on his velvety shaft to squeeze and stroke as I bobbed my head and ran  my  tongue  around  it.  I  turned  my  head  to  the  side  to  glance  up  at  him.  He  placed  his  big hands on my head and winked at me. I turned my attention back to the sensations he was giving me through my mouth, His hands tightened on my head. 

I increased my activity, my own rod throbbing inside me with my legs tightly crossed. I gently  did  Kegels  on  it,  squeezing  it  and  releasing  it  while  I  moved  my  hips  slowly.  It  felt incredible—I was feeling it in both my male and female parts. 

Clarence  leaned  down  and  said,  “You’re  astounding,  baby.  I  won’t  last  much  longer unless you slow down. I’m starting to lose control, just so you know.” 

I  nodded  and  mumbled  around  his  shaft  as  I  increased  my  fervor  for  it.  His  hands tightened and he thrusted through my hands and into my mouth. I squeezed it tight. He grunted. I felt his shaft swell as it shot the first huge load into my mouth. He humped my face in time with one  load  after  the  other.  I  swallowed  and  swallowed.  It  was  so  exciting,  I  came  inside  myself uncontrollably, my body shaking and shuddering. It was all I could do to keep from banging my legs on the table. 

When he was done, I was still going at it trying to get more. “Enough, Christine. Stop. 

Please.” He pulled me off him. I sat up. I had not only gotten the compliments of this marvelous man but had made love to myself at the same time. I felt a wash of bliss and relaxation fill me. 

“You okay, Christine?” Clarence asked. “Seems you shook a little?” 

I nodded. “You were very exciting, Clarence. I sure did.” 

“Wow. I never had a girl do that before. We should get together again sometime.” 

“Maybe we will.” 

I looked over at Bill. He had Candy’s head in his hands and his face contorted as his hips lifted lightly. He winked at me when he saw me watching. I shook my head at him and gave him a dirty look. He shrugged. 

We finished our drinks, and Bill and I left the two of them ordering more drinks. 

Bill walked me to his car trying to put his arm around me. I pushed it away. “C’mon. It was an accident.” 

“Yeah, right. You wouldn’t let  me swallow it, but you gave it to  Candy. You wanted to save it for inside me,” I whined. “Now you’re finished.” 

“We could get it ready again. You’ll see. C’mon, Christine. I’m sorry.” 

His hand slid on my shoulder. I turned and looked up at him. “We’ll see. I came like a rocket when Clarence did anyway. I’m pretty spent as it is.” I grabbed his arm. “It’s okay, Bill. I still love you.” 

“I love you, too, Christine. I love you too.” 

We  drove  home.  I  had  the  delight  of  taking  him  in  my  mouth  soft.  It  was  incredible getting  him  to  grow  in  my  mouth.  It  was  still  rewarding  and  wonderful  to  do  so,  but  we  were both too tired to go any further. 

When we got home. I led him upstairs, took all his clothes off and pulled him into bed with me. I climbed into bed, shoes and all, and wrapped my stockinged legs around his body. We fell asleep in each other’s arms. 
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I woke to the sounds of birds chittering outside the window. Bill slept peacefully, totally naked and uncovered beside me. I gazed at his beautiful body. His morning wood lifted off his thigh, moving with a mind of its own. I had never looked at him in this way, never mind seen him  naked  like  this,  when  we  roomed  together  before.  Now  I  saw  him  in  a  whole  new  light filtered through the changes that had happened to me. 

My  best  friend  and  protector...my  buddy  was  now  also  an  Adonis  who  made  me  stir between my legs. I thought about slipping over to him, straddling his legs, and impaling myself on him. Then I remembered how he gave to Candy what I had wanted so badly from him. I slid quietly from the bed and to the closet. I stripped my clothes off, put them in the hamper, slipped on a short pink satin robe, and went into the bathroom. 

I showered, exploring my new body—hairless except for my head, I no longer needed to shave my face or any other part. I lathered my breasts, lingering in the sensations it gave me. The other  parts  of  my  body  were  almost  equally  sensual  to  wash,  not  to  mention  my  very  aroused remnant of maleness. 

When  I  had  finished,  I  toweled  off  and  dried  my  hair,  concluding  I  needed  to  have  it styled  to  reveal  more  of  my  face  and  neck.  It  was  a  shame  to  hide  such  perfectly  sculpted features. 

I did my makeup and went back out. Bill was no longer in the bedroom. I selected some cute stretchy panties and stepped into them. My breasts were so firm, and the day was to be so warm, I decided to see if I could skip wearing a bra. I perused the clothes in the closet and came across a flowered jumper that allowed a much shorter hem than a dress would. I stepped into it and into some matching, high wedge heels. 

Looking at myself in the mirror, I loved my appearance. My legs looked so long in the heels and the short jumper; my breasts were full and firm and naked beneath, but... there was an obvious indicator of my arousal from my alluring feminine looks. 

I opened the front of the jumper and slid my hand in, thought about baseball once again to soften myself, and when I was able to, I slid myself inside myself. I gasped from the sensual and  intimate  dual  sensations  and  pulled  my  thong  panties  up  securely.  I  rebuttoned  the  jumper and checked in the mirror. My secret was now safe. It seemed this is how I was destined to walk about unless I wore less snug clothing. Not an unpleasant solution, but quite distracting from the focus  it  created  in  male  and  female  sensations,  the  way  it  joined  the  two  parts  of  my  sexual nature like lovers. 

I looked over the rest of the clothes and found a number of flared-hem skirts and dresses that would conceal my secret without tucking it into me should I decide I didn’t want to make love  to  myself  all  day.  But  right  then,  I  decided  to  endure  the  sweet  distraction.  I  smiled  and laughed. 

I  admired  myself,  standing  there  wearing  almost  nothing  as  women  often  do—panties but  no  bra,  a  skimpy,  thin  jumper,  and  heels,  and  I  was  enthusiastic  about  going  in  public  so scantily  clad.  There  was  an  insignificant  shield  of  clothing  between  me  and  others,  making  it seem extremely erotic. The vulnerability it created lent a certain thrill—almost akin to wearing nothing but high heels in public. Hmm. Minimalist dressing could be fun! Maybe I should switch to a just minidress and heels today. I shook myself back to the task and made a mental note for future adventures. 

I sprayed perfume all over myself and found a shoulder purse to go with my outfit, then filled it. 

Downstairs, Bill was cooking bacon. His face lit up as I came toward him. “Hi, sweetie. 

Sleep well?” 

I nodded and sat at the table. “Thanks for making breakfast. I see you found juice and eggs  in  the  fridge  and  coffee  in  the  cupboards.  Seems  she  was  nice  enough  to  leave  us  some basics  to  start  with.  I’m  having  my  hair  done  today.  You  should  fetch  the  rest  of  the  groceries while I’m gone.” 

Bill looked confused. He shook his head. “You  okay, Chris? You seem... snippety.” 

I crossed my legs, placing my purse on the table, “Snippety? Why would I be  snippety? 

You’re making  me breakfast. You didn’t make  Candy breakfast. Or have you? Regardless, you’ll even provide my coffee and juice. Not  your juice I needed yesterday that you provided so readily to Candy, but  orange juice. No honey, I have no reason to be snippety.” 

He brought our breakfasts to the table and sat. He poured my coffee and juice and his. 

“Thank you. It’s nice to have my juice when I need it. Who wants orange juice except at breakfast when it’s needed?” I said and began to eat. 

“Chris, I’m sorry. Forgive me. I know I didn’t do what I said I would, and it was wrong. 

I  just  thought  you  were  busy  with  Clarence  and  having  a  good  time,  so  I  thought  I  should  let Candy enjoy herself too. You know, she thinks you’re hot, and she likes girls. She’d really like you,  especially  with  what  you  have  under  your  skirt.  She’d  probably  like  to  have  you  take  her with it.” 

“Hmm, seems she likes boys the way she consumed you.” 

“She  does.  That’s  my  point.  She  likes  regular  girls  and  she  likes  guys.”  His  eyes  were riveted on mine as he made his point. He observed me, his eyes flitting about my face. 

I smirked while I bounced one leg over the other, feeling myself inside myself while I imagined  having  it  in  Candy.  Dumb  as  she  seemed,  she   was  very  cute.  “She  might  be  worth considering, and I suppose you could help me attain her for my immersion in her.” 

“Why yes. Exactly.” 

As I bent over to grab a napkin from the center of the table, my hard nipples brushed my top,  making  me  think  of  Candy’s  breasts.  “Hmm,  yes,  I  think  I’d  like  that.  She  might  make  a good toy. Would you be jealous?” 

“Christine,  no.  I  want  you  to  experience  your  new  self  and  new  world.  I’m  sorry  I  let you down last night. Please let me try again. I promise to do better.” 

I  sipped  my  juice.  “Okay,  you’re  forgiven...but  only  if  you  fetch  groceries  like  a  good boy  so  I  can  get  my  hair  done  and  do  some  shopping.”  I  giggled  and  covered  my  mouth  in wonder how I was treating him. “Sorry, I don’t mean to be so snippety...really. Couldn’t help it. 

Deal?” 

“Deal.  Can  I  take  you  to  dinner  tonight?  I  know  a  great  place  I  think  you’ll  like. 

Everyone goes there. It’s well reviewed. We’ll have to dress up of course, though.” 

“Sounds good. I enjoy dressing up now—much more than before. As a matter of fact, I think I’ll take all my old clothes and drop them all at the thrift store. I’ll never use them again and they’re just taking up space. The previous renter was right.” 

“I can do that for you, honey. It’s on the way to groceries.” 

“Thanks.  You’re  winning  me  back  with  your  caring,  Bill.”  I  stood,  slung  my  purse  on my  shoulder  and  put  my  plate  and  glass  in  the  sink.  I  went  over  to  him,  placed  a  hand  on  his shoulder, and squeezed it, then bent down. I gave him a nice view into my top and said, “I love you, Bill. I think I always did, but now I’m much freer to feel it and show it. I’m so glad this has happened.” I bent down and kissed his cheek. 

“Thanks. I was hoping for that. Mmm, you smell nice.” 

“Thanks. Well, gotta go. See ya later, handsome.” 

I drove to the mall, loving the feelings of driving in the car as the new me. High-heeled wedges, cool leather on my thighs, scantily clad. I had my hair done first. She was able to give me  a  spunky,  spiked  look  with  lots  of  layers,  and  my  naturally  wavy  hair  made  it  all  pop—

especially after she talked me into highlighting with another color. 

With  my  new  sassy  hairstyle  I  felt  even  more  confident,  sexy,  and  powerful  walking through  the  mall  and  shopping.  Feeling  myself  inside  myself  heightened  the  sensuality  of  the clothes and things I bought. Dresses, skirts, stockings, garter belts, jewelry, perfume, lingerie... It was  all  overwhelmingly  stimulating  and  tremendously   gratifying  to  find  such  abundant  and flattering accoutrements—something I never could have experienced before. 

At the last store, I put all my things down by a chair and perused the shelves. I found a few pairs of high heels to go with my new outfits. When the boy rang me out and I tried to carry everything, he came over to me and said, “Let me help you get your things to the car. I’m the manager.” He pointed to his tag. “Jane in back can cover the register.” 

He was very cute and had an innocent, boyish quality for a grown man. “Really? Thanks so much. That would be great.” 

He ran to the back and came back out with Jane, who smiled politely as she watched him help me. We made our way through the mall, him following me. I knew he was behind me for the show, so I was sure to give him one. A little extra hip and a sassier walk felt good knowing he was enjoying it. 

At the car, where I had parked in the shade of a tree at the back of the lot, I popped the trunk and we loaded the things in. “Thank you so much,” I beamed. 

He smiled at me nervously. “No problem.” I could see his complimentary hard-on under his khakis, evidence of the degree he enjoyed following me. 

“Hang  on,”  I  said  as  I  dug  in  my  purse.  I  had  forgotten  to  get  cash.  I  looked  up  at  his bright, smiling eyes. “I’m so sorry. I forgot to stop for cash. I’d like to give you a tip.” 

He  blushed.  “Oh,  that’s  not  necessary.  I  enjoyed  helping  you.  You’re  a  very  beautiful woman. It was an honor.” He stood there, his eyes flitting over my body. He throbbed noticeably under his pants. 

I moved closer to him and looked around. “Seems behind your pants you’re giving me an  obvious  compliment,  which  you  need  to  stop  showing  if  you  want  to  go  back  in  the  store. 

People will talk, seeing that.” 

His face flushed and he looked down and laughed. “I guess. I couldn’t help it. I’ll just wait until it goes away. Sorry.” 

I  looked  around  again.  I  pressed  the  door  locks  and  lowered  all  the  windows  from  the key fob. “You can wait in my car in the shade with me until you’re ready.” 

“Really? That would be great.” 

“Get in.” 

He slid in and I leaned over the console. “Maybe you should unzip it and let the breeze get to it. Like a cold shower.” I winked and grinned. “Don’t be bashful, I’ve seen them before.” 

He  nervously  unzipped,  pulled  out  his  smoothly  shaved  package  and  it  leapt  free.  It bounded and leapt in the air, and he looked at me with doe eyes begging. 

“My, it’s a  very nice looking one, and quite active doing push-ups like that. It looks so velvety. May I... may I just touch it?” 

He  nodded  nervously,  and  it  leapt  up  and  down  some  more  before  I  touched  it.  I

wrapped  my  fingers  with  their  long  painted  nails  around  it  and  stroked  him.  “The  skin  is  so velvety soft.” I squeezed it and stroked it more rapidly while gazing into his longing eyes. “Do you think this will help it along so it can go away?” 

He nodded, his face flushed. He grabbed the back of my seat and the side of his, holding on tight as if on an amusement park ride. 

“Maybe I can suck some of the hardness from it and solve your problem.” 

He nodded rapidly and looked around then back to me. His breathing was choppy. 

I put my head down and sucked it, looking up at him with one eye. He was in heaven. I worked  him  to  the  max,  giving  myself  Kegels  and  moving  my  hips  slightly  to  move  myself inside  me.  I  had  to  be  careful  not  to  come  like  I  had  last  time.  I  wanted  my  own  deliciously torturous arousal to last all day for me. 

With both hands, he squeezed my head firmly and grunted, thrusting through my hand into my face. I tilted my head and looked at him with one eye as he looked down at me, bliss on his cute face. He whimpered cutely. I tugged his balls and felt his shaft swell repeatedly while it pumped my harvested acquisition through my hand and into my mouth. He came, so fast and so much that some leaked from my lips until my swallowing caught up. I sucked him dry until he had to pull me off. I sat up and licked my painted lips. I wiped a drip off my chin with my nail and licked it off. “Better?” 

“Much.” His eyes went to my breasts and stared at them.  “Uh, you have...uh—” 

“They are nice aren’t they?” 

He nodded, his eyes locked wide on my breasts, “No, uh...I mean, yes they are but, uh...” 

He went speechless. 

“Thank  you,  I’m  glad  you  like  them.  Oh,  oops,  I’m  sorry.  I  should  have  let  you  touch them, huh? You should have asked. Maybe next time.” 

His  eyes  met  mine,  full  of  youthful  sincerity.  “Thank  you  so  much.  Can  I  get  your number? Maybe we should get to know each other better.” 

“Maybe next time.” 

He was stuffing himself back in his pants as he said, “Next time you come to my store, I’ll give you a nice discount. Just ask for Bradford.” 

“Well thank you, Bradford. I’ll have to do that when I need more shoes and a nice visit with you. I’ll remember to let you enjoy my breasts too. Now I hope you have a good day.” He went to give me a kiss on the lips and I kissed his cheek instead. He slid out and ran off to the store. 

I  was  so  horny  from  that  and  everything  else…  I  wanted  Bill  desperately.  I  hoped  he would make love to me later that night. I even bought a special outfit to wear for him—and some surprise things for him to wear. 
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When I pulled in the driveway, Bill was sitting on the porch drinking an iced tea. He saw me struggling with my packages and came over to help. “Wow. You sure did do some shopping. 

I love your new hairstyle too. It really accents your features well. I can’t imagine watching that gorgeous face...  juice me...  like you want to.” 

He laughed, looking me over. His eyes went to my breast. He lifted a finger and wiped it then held it before me. “Uh, seems something dripped on you.” 

It was a sizable remnant from my indulgence. I wiped it off him with my hand and wiped it on my jumper. My face flushed as I hurriedly grabbed packages. 

Bill  filled  his  arms  and  shut  the  trunk.  “Can’t  imagine  how  you  managed  to  carry  all these things to your car. You must have made several trips.” 

I walked before him into the house. “I had some help from a cute young man working at my last stop in the mall.” 

“I see. How nice of him. Did you tip him?” 

“I didn’t have any cash.” I dropped the packages on my bed, and Bill placed the others alongside. 

“Poor kid. Well, at least he had the honor of helping such a beautiful woman. Probably made his day. You should have done something for him.” 

I turned to Bill, wrapped my arms around his neck, and gazed up into his eyes. “I know you  know  what  I  did.  He  left  evidence  on  my  breast.  Yes,  I  sucked  him  off  for  his  tip.  It  was wonderful. There, I said it. I promise, I’ll do it for you if you let me. I’d love to anytime. Just say when.” 

Bill grinned a big grin. “I fetched the groceries and put them away. I was just relaxing a little on the porch. The breeze is so nice. Like some iced tea, princess?” 

“Sure.” He took my hand and led me through the house, poured me some iced tea, and guided me to the porch. We sat on the swing, and he put an arm around me, pulling me close. His hand glided on my thigh. “You’re so sexy, Christine.” 

“I know. So are you.” I sipped my tea. “I bought a new outfit for you for tonight. I hope you like gartered stockings and really high stilettos.” 

He laughed. “I think I’d look silly in them.” 

“For me, silly, not you.” I glanced at his shorts. One leg of them was being lifted by his arousal. I placed my hand on his hardness and said, “Seems you like the idea.” 

“Mmm.” He kissed my lips lightly. “Very much.” 

“I  bought  some  pastrami  I  can  fry  up  for  lunch—that  really  good  Romanian-style  deli kind,  a  fresh  rye  bread,  and  real  pickles.  That  is,  if  your  protein  drink  didn’t  fill  you  up  too much.” 

I rubbed him through his pants. “Mmm, I could go for some more protein drink before you  cook  lunch  though.  If  you  promise  me  that  you’ll  have  a  fresh  batch  to  deposit  in  me tonight.” I looked around and unzipped his pants. 

“Sounds nice. I promise, Christine. I so want to make a deposit in you that way—I think I’d die if I couldn’t, now that you said so.” 

The  lilac  bushes  in  front  of  the  porch  were  high  enough  to  cover  my  head  as  I  sucked him.  My  car  was  blocking  the  stairs  to  the  side.  Nice  and  private.  I  took  out  his  wonderful package and dove onto it. 

He  leaned  back  in  the  swing  and  put  both  of  his  arms  on  the  back.  “This  is  heaven, Christine. I’m so sorry I didn’t do this with you before.” 

I  mumbled  around  his  big,  savory  meat  and  glanced  up  at  him.  I  slurped  off  it  with  a pop. “So you know, I’m gonna take my sweet time with this and fully enjoy torturing you.” 

“Sounds wonderful, princess.” 

The  smell  of  the  lilacs  and  Bill’s  cologne  filled  my  nostrils  as  I  closed  my  eyes  and indulged  in  a  slow,  succulent,  fulfilling  devouring  of  the  energy  he  held  in  himself  for  me.  I savored bringing him to the edge over and over. Sometimes I let go and popped off to allow him time to relax while it oozed pearly drops from the tip. 

All  the  while,  I  gave  myself  Kegels  and  moved  my  hips  slightly  to  penetrate  myself deeper, yet I kept myself at the very edge of release. After some time of this, Bill put both his hands  on  my  head  and  squeezed  it.  “Shit!  Sorry.”  He  grunted  and  thrusted  into  my  face.  I consumed every drop until it slipped from my mouth, and he shot the last couple into my face and hair. I almost came inside myself but resisted. 

When he was finished, Bill lifted me up and kissed and licked his compliments off me. 

“Mmm, you are so sweet. I loved seeing your pretty face and lips as I shoved myself into them. 

This  is  really  who  you  are,  what  you’re  all  about.  A  lovely,  intelligent,  and  very  sexy  woman. 

Let me make you lunch while you organize your purchases.” 

Bill served me a fabulous lunch, and then we decided to sun ourselves on the patio. The warmth of the rays made me feel I glowed from inside as I lounged in my new bikini and Bill lay naked on his towel on the chaise. 

I  was  living  a  life  of  leisure  this  summer—one  I  had  never  imagined  possible.  I  was filled with optimism, not even concerned about going back to classes. With the new rent, I didn’t even need to earn any extra money during the summer. 

After  our  sunbathing,  I  took  a  bath,  pumicing  my  feet  and  hands,  loofah-ing  my  body and soaking in bubbles and oils. When I was done, my skin felt like silk. I redid my new hair and added some product to emphasize the layers. I did my makeup dramatically for a sexy evening look. 

I went into the bedroom, where I had laid my clothes out for the evening. Bill lay there looking resplendent with the sun-kissed color to his skin in the new sheer black men’s bikini I’d bought him at the mall. 

I  stopped  and  took  in  the  glorious  view  fully.  “Bill,  you  look  wonderful.  Thanks  for wearing  the  new  underwear.  There’s  one  thing,  though,  that  I’d  like  you  to  do  if  you  would.  I think you’d enjoy it too.” 

“The  underwear  fits  well,  and  it  feels  nice  and  silky.  I  like  it.”  He  rubbed  himself through it. “What would you like me to do for you? Just say it and it’s done.” 

I sat on the bed and ran my hands through the hair on his chest and legs. “See all this? If you  remove  it,  you’ll  be  able  to  feel  my  body  against  yours  better—my  nipples  rubbing  and breasts  pressing  on  your  chest,  my  silky  stockinged  legs  sliding  on  your  smooth-shaven  legs. 

Wouldn’t that feel nice? It’s amazing to me how nice the stockings feel on my hairless legs. I’m sure you’d love the feeling of my stockings gliding on your shaved legs just as much.” 

“Wouldn’t shaving my body be unmanly?” 

“Body-builders and swimmers do it. I’m sure others do too. I’d be able to see the cut of your  muscles  better  too.  I  think  you’ll  look  great.  It’ll  feel  as  good  as  the  underwear  on  your shaved shaft...except your whole body will get to feel it.” I winked and squeezed his hard thighs. 

Go take it all off for me, okay? Please? For me. If you don’t like it, it’ll grow back.” I kissed his lips. 

“How can I resist you?” He hopped up and went into the bathroom. 

“Thanks,  honey.  You’ll  see,  you’ll  love  it.”  I  dressed  in  my  new  black  lace  garter  belt and sheer black Italian stockings. I sat on the bed and buckled the skinny ankle straps of my very high black patent stilettos. I slid into my silky black chiffon V-neck dress with a corseted waist and zipped the back. It hugged me, holding my generous breasts firmly, separated by a finger’s width, my nipples making slight little bumps beneath the fabric as its silkiness caressed them. 

My  shaft  leapt  and  bounded  beneath  the  hem  of  the  dress,  rubbing  the  tip  delightfully, but remained hidden. I slipped on black lace crotchless panties, framing it nicely under the dress. 

I stood in front of the mirror admiring myself; the hem of the minidress lifted. I stroked myself with my long, freshly manicured, long-nailed fingers. 

I lowered the hem of the dress. I moved about. Perfect—no evidence of my rock-hard, bobbing,  long,  velvety  Candy-impaler.  I  looked  forward  to  that  happening  someday  soon. 

Tonight it would be Bill impaling me. 

It felt relaxing not to have myself stuffed inside myself, giving me constant sensations. I was still horny as ever, but at least the only thing being stimulated was my male part and not my female one. 

I  put  on  my  jewelry  and  sprayed  perfume  all  over  me,  my  hair,  and  under  my  dress.  I smelled as sexy as I felt. 

I loaded my matching shoulder purse, and Bill came into the room proudly. “All done. 

How does it look?” He stood there naked, hard in the air. 

“Fabulous.” I went to him and ran my hands over his chest as I slid my dress across his hardness. “See how nice?” I slid a stockinged leg against his. “See how nice and silky?” 

He  wrapped  his  arms  around  me  and  pulled  me  to  him.  “Mmm,  feels  fabulous.”  He kissed me deeply on the lips. He carried me to the bed and tossed me on my back. He spread my legs and lifted my dress. “Oh yeah, that looks gorgeous.” 

He moved closer and I wrapped my legs around his hips. “Stockings feel nice on your skin?” 

He breathed heavy into my ear, “God yes. It feels so sexy. You’re so sexy.” 

He pressed the tip against my wetness, then quickly shoved it all into me with a grunt. I thought it would come out my mouth. It was heavenly the way it stretched me out and filled me. 

He humped wildly into me. It was all I could do to resist him as I struggled to get free from him. 

“Bill, stop, not now, later.” He held me fast and pounded me into the bed like an animal. I clung tightly to him, squeezing his hard ass. It felt so good, but I had to resist. “Please, huh, god, please stop, Bill. I want to save it.” 

He shoved it deep and held it there a second then rolled off me onto his back. A pearly drop oozed down his shaft as it jumped in the air. “Sorry, I just got carried away. I managed not to finish, though. You look, smell, and feel so good. I couldn’t resist feeling it inside you.” 

I  kissed  his  lips  lightly.  “That’s  okay,  it  was  wonderful.  I  can’t  wait  for  later.  I’ll  be thinking of it all night.” 

“Me too. I think I’d die if we didn’t finish it tonight.” 

I slid off the bed and adjusted my dress and hair in the mirror. “Bill? Wear some of the new  underwear  I  bought  you,  too—maybe  the  pretty,  sheer  blue  ones,  and  a  blue  tie.  I  bought some cigarettes for tonight, and I’m going to smoke one on the patio with a martini while you get ready. Okay?” 

He wrapped his arms around me from behind. He slid his hard rod between my legs and grabbed mine through the dress “Okay, dear. Whatever you want.” 

I tugged myself free and smiled at him. “Oh god, Bill. This is torture.” I laughed. 

He  grinned,  held  my  shoulders,  leaned  down,  and  looked  into  my  eyes.  “Yes,  sweet, sweet torture. Tonight, though, we make love and  release our torturous bonds by me emptying my passion for you into your womanly receptor. Mmm, yes.” 

I slung my purse over my shoulder and dug the smokes out. “Yes, tonight. I’ll need that relief very much by then.” 

“So will I.” 
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Bill chose a magnificent upscale restaurant. He gave the maître d’ our name and watched as he scanned his iPad. “Yes, here it is. A wonderful table.” 

Bill asked, “There doesn’t also happen to be a reservation for a Clarence or Candy, does there?” 

The maître d’ scanned his iPad again. “Yes, Clarence and Candy are here already. Are they friends?” 

Bill’s eyes lit up and he glanced at me. I grinned. “Yes, they are.” 

“We can pass by their table if you’d like to say hello.” 

“That would be great.” 

As we entered and made our way through, Candy noticed us and stood up waving, her breasts jiggling in her low-cut top. “Hi! Awesome seeing you two here. Wanna chow together?” 

She giggled, kissed my cheek and Bill’s, too, jumping back and forth on her heels and clapping her hands. Clarence stood and shook our hands, flashing a smile. 

I looked at Bill and nodded excitedly. 

The  maître  d’  said,  “This  table  would  be  a  tight  fit  for  four,  but  the  table  we  have reserved for Bill and Christine on the patio would work well. It offers a wonderful view too.” 

Candy flung her purse on her shoulder and grabbed my arm in her hands. “I’m sorry I’m so giddy to see you.” She hugged my arm to her and kissed my cheek twice. 

Clarence  motioned  for  the  maître  d’  to  lead  us.  We  followed  him.  The  patio  was  the perfect temperature. Nicely dressed couples were chatting and drinking as I took in the women’s outfits, made mental notes of what I liked, and smiled at their boyfriends as I caught their eyes. 

Candy  said  quietly,  “So,  honey,  I  hear  you’re  inter-sexed.  Bill  said  you  were  a hermaphrodite,  but  he  was  wrong.  A  true  hermaphrodite  is  someone  who  has  both  ovary  and testicular tissue. The genitalia can vary from completely male or female to a combination of both or even ambiguous looking. How exciting for you, sister. It must be just peachy.” 

I glared at her, not sure of what to say. I slid into the curved booth before her. She slid in alongside.  Bill  followed  her  and  Clarence  slid  in  from  the  other  side  next  to  me.  I  crossed  my legs under the table and patted Clarence’s leg. “Hello again. Still in town, I see.” 

“He placed his big hand on mine. Yes, seems I keep coming up with reasons to stay.” 

“Glad to hear that.” 

We  ordered  drinks.  Candy  whispered,  “Sorry  to  shock  you,  honey.  Bill  told  me  what happened to you and that you two were coming here.” 

“He did?” I glared at him as he talked across us to Clarence. “How could he?” 

She  put  her  hand  on  my  silky  thigh  and  caressed  it,  pressing  her  fingers  between  my thighs,  trying  to  invite  me  to  give  her  a  feel.  I  didn’t.  “Don’t  be  angry,  sweetie.  But  he  had questions for me. I’m studying to be a gynecologist, and he wanted to see if I knew whether you could possibly get pregnant without a uterus. Of course you can’t.” 

“You’re studying to be a doctor?” 

She giggled. “Yes, almost done too. Oh honey, don’t look so shocked. I know I look and act like a bimbo, but why shouldn’t I, with a body, face, and voice like mine? I don’t need to be professional outside of my career. That would be so plain Jane.” 

Our drinks arrived. Clarence toasted. “To Bill and Christine. May they both have a long and happy life together.” 

“Awww...how sweet,” Candy chirped. 

We all clinked and sipped. Candy and I continued our conversation. Knowing now that

she  was  smarter  than  I  thought,  I  began  to  give  her  a  little  respect.  Turns  out  she  was  very knowledgeable about her area of expertise, and she was even somewhat similar to me in that she couldn’t get pregnant and never had periods. That was why she went into gynecology. 

Bill  stood  and  moved  next  to  Clarence  to  make  it  easier  for  them  to  talk.  It  no  longer bothered me that Bill had told Candy, and it actually, it was good he had. 

“So, precious,” Candy said, “you have the best of both worlds. I love pretty girls and I love men and you have the best of both. Did you have a girlfriend before your little enchanted house feminization?” She leaned into me, her eyes flitting from one eye to the next. “You’re so pretty. Were you a pretty boy?” 

“Thanks. No, not this good looking. And I never did have a girlfriend.” 

“So did you ever make love to one?” 

I tilted my head down and looked up at her sheepishly. “No, unfortunately.” 

I let her hand slide between my legs. She wrapped her fingers around my hard shaft and squeezed  it  gently  as  she  looked  into  my  eyes.  “So  have  you  made  love  to  anyone  yet, honeybun?” 

“No.” 

“Hmm, my, I think I’d love if you did that with me. I’d love to be your first.” 

My  face  flushed.  I  sipped  my  drink  and  looked  at  Bill  and  Clarence,  laughing  and talking. I leaned into Candy’s ear and whispered, “That would be  wonderful.” I placed my hand on  her  stockinged  leg  and  caressed  it.  We  slid  tighter  together  on  the  seat,  pressing  our  thighs against one another and cuddling more. 

Menus came and we all talked about what to get. Bill ordered a bottle of wine to savor while  we  decided  and  chatted  some  more.  Candy  turned  out  to  be  remarkably  intelligent  and interesting despite her initial bimbo impression and preferred presentation, and regardless of her stealing Bill’s juice from me the other night. I was falling in love with her as much as I was with Bill. There I was, someone who had never had a girlfriend as a guy, and now I had a girlfriend and a boyfriend as a....an....inter-sexed person. 

Bill moved back next to me, and we enjoyed a wonderful meal together. During the meal he  said,  “I  apologize  for  giving  up  your  secret,  but  it  was  fitting  to  ask  Candy.  She  is  very knowledgeable. If you hadn’t noticed yet, she’s not just a bimbo though she plays that part well.” 

He laughed. 

“No,  I  like  her  a  lot.  She’s  a  wonderful  woman.  Wonderful.”  I  hugged  his  arm  and looked into his eyes. “I’m glad you told her. Does Clarence know too?” 

Bill  looked  at  Clarence  talking  to  Candy.  “As  close  as  they’ve  become,  I’d  say  he probably  does.  He  wouldn’t  have  a  problem  with  it  even  if  it  were  a  surprise.  He’s  a psychiatrist.” 

“No kidding. Wow. I didn’t know engineers had such worldly friends, Bill. I never did.” 

I laughed. “I thought you just hung out with other engineers like me.” 

“They get pretty boring. Present company excepted of course.” 

We  enjoyed  our  meal;  Bill  caressed  me  beneath  the  table  throughout,  and  I  thought  of what we’d shared before we left for dinner and anticipated it later. 

When Bill called for the check, Clarence asked the waiter to bring it to him so he could pay. Candy said, “C’mon, let’s go fix our lipstick, sweetheart. Us girls should always look our best for our boys.” She giggled, took my hand, and dragged me to the girls’ room with her. 

We both peed and then met in front of the mirror. Candy sprayed perfume on herself, as did I, and she looked around the bathroom. She went to the door and locked it, then came back

and hopped onto the counter, spreading her legs. “Please? Dip into some candy for just for a little while?” 

I moved between her legs. She lifted my dress and wrapped her stockinged legs around my hips. She grabbed my shaft in her tiny hands, guiding me through her crotchless panties into her wet hotness. She squeezed and released me over and over inside of her. I wrapped my arms around her neck and sniffed it, her perfume fresh upon it. “Mmm, you smell luscious, and that feels so good.” 

Her  fingers  entered  me  while  I  thrusted  lightly  into  her.  “Oh,  god,  Candy,  that’s  it—

spread me while you squeeze me in you.” 

She used all her fingers, and they pressed on my g-spot as she shoved her hand in and out. Her other hand on my hip made me thrust harder and faster as she moaned in my ear. We got in time together and set a feverish, rough pace. My body had ripples of electric currents running though it as I had one rolling finish from her hand after another. She squeezed me tight inside her as I slammed myself as deep and far as I could. 

“Oh  god,  Christine,  you  fill  me  so  much,  it’s  so  thick  and  long.”  She  shuddered  and tensed  on  it  and  leaked  fluids  down  my  shaft  while  I  leaked  onto  her  hand  as  I  had  another. 

“Shove your hand hard and deep, Candy. Don’t worry about making me sore...it feels so good,” I begged. 

“You  will be sore, honey.” Her breath was choppy. 

“I don’t care.” I gave her neck a hickey. 

She whimpered then whispered, “Come for me, beloved. Inside me. When I come again, pump it all deep into me. I want it to  leak onto my thighs later to remind me how good it was. 

I’m almost there, Christine.” 

She  shoved  her  hand  in  and  out  of  me  while  I  banged  her  against  the  mirror,  her  legs flailing behind me. I grasped her bottom and plunged it as hard and deep as I could. I shuddered and filled her with my pent-up passion, she trembled and clenched me tight to her, all her fingers deep inside me. 

We  held  each  other,  kissing  each  other’s  faces,  caressing  each  other’s  hair  until  our breathing  settled  down.  Her  hand  came  out  of  me,  and  I  slid  out  of  her.  We  both  wiped  the excess off our legs with wet paper towels. We fixed our hair and makeup again. 

Candy kissed me lightly on the lips. “That was heavenly. We need to do that again.” 

“It was. I’m not sure what to do now, though. I mean... I was in love with Bill, and now I’m in love with you too.” 

“So? That’s a good thing isn’t it?” 

“Not if Bill doesn’t want to share. Not to mention Clarence.” 

“Don’t worry, sweetie, it’ll be fine.” 

She led us out, leading me by the hand back to our table. The boys were leaning back, sipping espresso and waiting for us. Clarence said, “My, did you girls take a bath in there?” 

Candy put a bimbo hand up to him. “Now stop. We had girl talk to do. No boys allowed. 

It’s a girl’s uh, what’s that fifty-cent word? Yeah, it’s a girl’s derogative.” 

We  all  laughed.  The  guys  stood  and  we  left  the  restaurant,  saying  our  goodbyes  while waiting for the valet to get our cars. 

Bill and I got in. I fixed my dress around me, and he took my hand and held it on the console. “So? Now the fun part. I finally get to make love to my best friend ever. The one I want to marry.” 

“Marry? Like exclusive to each other?” 

“Well, you know, married. So we never part. Together forever.” 

“So if we were married, what would happen if we fell in love with another person too?” 

“What would happen? Hmm, I guess that would depend on our attitudes and agreements with each other. Will you marry me?” 

I took  a  deep breath.  What  could I  tell  him  now? What  about  Candy and  what  we  just did? “Maybe we should just go slowly, Bill. I mean, it’s been one hell of an evening already, and marriage is a big deal.” 

“It  is  a  big  deal.  Okay,  I  see  you’re  hesitant,  so  we  can  talk  about  it  later.  Let’s  just follow  our  plan  for  tonight.  I’ve  gotten  so  horny  watching  you  two  hot  girls  cuddling  and caressing each other while Clarence and I talked, I can’t wait. I might not last long, but it’ll be incredible  to  be  inside  you  like  we  were  earlier.  Even  if  for  a  few  minutes  so  we  can  be connected and share it so intimately and I can fill you with my release.” 

I  looked  at  his  pants,  his  huge  tool  displaying  its  readiness  beneath  them.  I  couldn’t imagine  him  pounding  into  me  with  that  after  the  way  Candice  jammed  her  hand  in  me.  I recrossed my legs. It was sore, as was my limp shaft. 

I squeezed his hand. “Maybe we should save it for tomorrow, honey.” 

He shot a glare at me, his face showing his confusion and frustration. “What?” 

“Yeah, I think that’ll make it more special.” 

He shook his head. “I don’t get it. Did you shoot your seed with Candy already? After complaining about me giving her my juice? After we planned this all day? Did you? What was really  going  on  in  the  bathroom  that  took  you  so  long?  What  were  you  communicating  to  her with? I don’t think it was your voice.” 

I looked at him sheepishly. I couldn’t lie to him. I had to tell him. “I... I, uh, I came in Candy, and she had her whole hand inside me. It felt  so good. I’m sorry, I couldn’t help myself. 

Talking with her wasn’t like talking with a bimbo at all. She’s brilliant. Bill, I think I love her, too, and I don’t know what to do.” I put my head in my hands and sobbed. 
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Bill said nothing the rest of the night. I could tell he was disturbed with what I had done. 

We  still  slept  in  the  same  bed,  neither  of  us  resting  peacefully.  We  tossed  and  turned  what seemed all night. In the morning, Bill was still tossing and turning. I slid out of bed, showered, put on some jeans, flip-flops, and a bra and tee shirt, and went downstairs. 

I made a pot of coffee and sat on the patio, drinking a big mug. Bill came out with a mug and  shuffled  his  way  toward  me,  his  hair  tousled,  wearing  a  pair  of  loose  shorts.  He  seated himself next to me, looking at the ground. 

“I’m so sorry, Bill. I never wanted to hurt you like this.” 

“I know. It’s okay. I love you. I should want what you want. I’m just being an idiot.” He looked up at me. “Forgive me?” 

“Forgive you? You have done nothing to forgive.” 

He put his mug on the ground and leaned toward me, taking my mug and putting it next to his. He grasped my hands and looked deep into my eyes. I could see his soul inside him as he said, “I love you. I still want to marry you. I’d be happy if you still loved Candy. Clarence is a great friend of mine, and he said he was going to propose to her today. She’s getting married, if she says yes.” 

“So she’ll be taken. Thanks for letting me know. But that isn’t how I’d want this to go.” 

“And  it  shouldn’t  be.  Getting  married  is  a  commitment  to  the  other  to  honor,  cherish, and try to make the life of your spouse as wonderful as possible. It doesn’t mean a thing if your spouse loves other people too. Why does the world insist on monogamy? It’s an outdated belief system  set  up  when  it  was  necessary  to  survive  in  the  world.  We  can  all  live  independently  of each other now. Women don’t need men to thrive. Couples don’t need to have children, the Earth is overpopulated already—all just senseless old paradigms in today’s world.” 

He picked up his mug and sipped, waiting for me. I watched him. Where was he going with this? It sounded interesting. “Go on.” 

“Clarence  told  me  he’s  moving  back  for  good  if  they  get  married,  and  he’s  buying  a house here. He suggested we join them, living together when we graduate. He happens to be a little older than us, more established and wealthier right now, and he said he’d be happy to help us out and possibly to be with us always. So, what I’m saying is, you can have your cake and eat it too. We can get married, and we can all live together as a family. None of us can have any kids

—what other family would there be? Would you be willing to do that?” 

I nodded tentatively. It was so much to take in. His eyes showed his love and concern. 

“I mean, will you marry me, Christine?” He smiled. “I love you. I was a fool to feel hurt last night. I wasted a night’s sleep for both of us. I used emotion instead of logic...a mortal sin for an engineer.” 

He knelt on one knee and took my hand. He took a ring from his pocket bearing a huge diamond. I looked at his hand holding mine, ready to slide it onto my wedding finger. “Will you marry me?” He looked into my eyes nervously. “Uh, this one’s just a placeholder—it’s fake.” 

I  laughed.  I  leaned  down  and  kissed  him  on  the  lips.  “Oh  yes,  my  knight  in  shining armor. You’ve rescued me, beloved.” 

He stood and lifted me from the chair, wrapping his arms around me and swinging me in a circle. “I love you, buddy! You won’t regret this a bit!” He plunked me in my chair. “I have to tell Clarence. He’ll be so excited for us.” 

Bill took his phone from his pocket and called him while looking at me. “Hey, man…

Yeah, it’s me. Did you? She said yes? Congratulations, man. That’s awesome. I have good news

too. Christine is marrying me...Yeah! I know!... Really? This weekend? Hang on.” He held the phone to the side and covered it. They’re getting married this weekend and have a JP all set up. 

He said we could do a dual wedding with them.” 

I leapt up onto Bill and wrapped my arms and legs around him, hooting and hollering. 

He laughed and put the phone back to his ear. “Hear that? You know your answer... Great!... Got it. What do we need to do? You sure? K, man. Later. Enjoy!” 

Bill played a wedding march on his phone, and we danced around the patio. I felt like a million bucks and not the least bit tired. 

I dragged Bill inside and made us a big breakfast while he watched, and we talked about next  weekend.  He  wanted  it  to  be  really  special  for  us,  and  so  did  I.  He  wanted  to  take  me shopping for a wedding outfit. This Saturday, we’d be married in the garden at the restaurant we were at last night. They had rooms on the estate there, as well, and we set up a reservation, but when Bill told Clarence, he insisted we share the bridal suite with them. He said it was so big we could stay apart in it—or be together. We both agreed that would be incredible. 

I cleaned up the kitchen while Bill showered and then went to see what to wear when I went shopping. I couldn’t very well wear flip-flops to try on wedding dresses. As I made my way through  the  light-colored  dresses,  I  came  across  one  I  hadn’t  noticed  before.  It  was  pristine white, lacy, short, with a slight, down-to-the-knee trail, and it had a veil clipped to it. In a bag were a white garter belt, stockings, and heels. I tried it all on. 

Bill came in and gasped. “Oh yeah. Now you look like a bride, all right. Wow.” 

“Thanks. I just happened to find this here. I don’t remember seeing it before. Odd.” 

“Thank you, enchanted house.” 

“Well, I guess we don’t need to shop.” 

He wrapped his arms around me. “Guess not. Guess we can relax and enjoy each other for a few days.” He kissed my forehead. 

“Wanna go to the park? I’ll make a picnic basket.” 

“Wanna make love?” 

“Honey, I’m so sore yet. Not today, I don’t think. Sorry.” 

“Okay,  honey.  No  problem.  We  are  getting  married,  and  there’ll  be  plenty  of  time  for that. A picnic sound good?” 

“Let me put my jeans back on, and we can go.” 

We did things like we used to do together, except we got to cuddle and hold hands. I did appease Bill, at least somewhat, by  using my mouth and hands on him and collecting my reward eventually. It worked to drive my libido higher and higher. I had decided to save myself for the wedding day to maximize the pleasure of that day, and halfway through the week Bill joined me in abstinence. Edging was okay, but there was no finishing for either of us. It was hell, though, to suck him and not be able to reap the reward. 

It was a wonderful week, and then Saturday morning came. Bill gave me a bath with a loofah  then  pumiced  my  feet  and  hands.  I  was  smooth  as  silk  everywhere  by  the  time  he  was done catering to me. When he was done with me, I gave him a full-body massage on the patio with baby oil and shaved his whole body smooth. 

When we were showered and dressed, we sat and had a drink on the patio before we left for our wedding. A warm fuzzy feeling filled my being... Tonight  my husband and best friend would be making love to me. 
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Somehow  the  place  where  I  thought  I  had  made  such  a  big  mistake  with  Candy  in  the ladies’  room  last  weekend  was  now  the  place  of  my  wedding.  The  valet  took  our  car,  and  we were led to a patio that was set up for our small wedding. A flower-laden trellis arched over the area in which we’d be married. 

Clarence  came  over  and  gave  me  a  big  hug  while  Bill  and  Candy  hugged,  then  we switched  places  and  hugged  some  more.  Candy  was  her  usual  bimbo-pretty  as  a  bride,  and Clarence and Bill were handsome-as-hell grooms in their tuxedos. 

We  sipped  champagne  with  our  JP,  who  looked  like  Elton  John  and  wore  a  sequined black coat over a cummerbund and white ruffled shirt with a bowtie. “This is an incredible place for a wedding,” he said as he toasted us. “A great way to start a new chapter of life.” He went on and  on  about  different  weddings  he’d  done,  and  we  couldn’t  help  but  laugh  at  his  colorful descriptions and comedic antics. 

The  wedding  went  off  without  a  hitch,  and  the  five  of  us  opened  another  bottle  of champagne,  enjoying  our  entertaining  JP  until  he  looked  at  his  watch  and  ran  off  to  another wedding. 

I  sipped  champagne  in  the  bright  sunlight,  my  legs  crossed  and  heel  bouncing  in  my sheer  white  virginal  stockings,  my  husband  sitting  next  to  me  as  he,  Candy,  and  Clarence chatted. I didn’t hear their conversation as I gazed off into the gardens, just feeling the moment. I was  married  to  a  man,  and  here  were  friends  we  would  live  with.  I  throbbed  under  my  dress, wondering  if  I  should  have  inserted  myself  into  me,  but  then  I  thought  it  would  be  best  left longing for Bill to maximize my pleasure later. 

Bill’s hand rubbed my leg. “Earth to Christine.” 

“Huh?” 

“You okay, honey?” 

“Absolutely, positively fabulous. Just enjoying the moment and appreciating life.” 

He smiled and kissed my lips. “Good. That’s exactly what I want for you.” 

“And you. Forever.” 

Clarence looked at his watch and said, “Dinner will be set up for us by the falls; we’ll need to get there soon. It’s over there across the garden on the other side, on a ledge next to the falls. They say it’s a little loud, but nice. We have it all night.” He stood and reached for Candy’s hand. Ready, dear?” 

“Ready.” 

We made our way down the path and up to the falls, Bill and Clarence carrying Candy and me across a section of flat-topped rocks in a stream. It was like a bedtime fable. 

Dinner  was  fabulous  and  leisurely,  though  we  had  little  opportunity  for  indulging  in much touching and caressing other than limited above-board types, since we were visible to the diners on the other side in the garden patio. Our butler stood by, and people served us food. Not the most intimate of settings but beautiful and romantic. 

We dinned and drank till our hearts were content. After cigars and espresso, Clarence put his hand out to me. “Is our very special princess ready to go to the wedding suite?” 

I glanced at Bill chatting with Candy and then back to Clarence. “I guess. Is everybody else ready?” 

Clarence said, “Hey, Bill, are we ready for Christine’s wedding night?” 

Bill stopped talking as he held Candy’s hand and smiled broadly. He looked at me as he said, “Are we ever! Candy says she’s ready—are you, Clarence?” 

“Most  ready, husband of Christine.” 

Bill stood and offered a hand to Candy. Clarence took mine, and we started on the path to our private wedding lair. Clarence wrapped his arm around my shoulder. “Your husband, as usual with him, wanted to make this night special for you. Candy wanted to contribute, as well, so she’s offered herself to you too.” 

I watched as Bill walked before us with his arm around Candy. “Really? Uh, how nice of you and Candy... and Bill.” 

I wrapped my arm around Clarence’s waist as I walked in my fetish heels, enjoying the sensations of my gartered stockings tugging on the garter belt and slipping on my legs as my hips swayed.  With  each  step,  my  breasts  tugged  as  they  bounced  with  each  footfall  and  made  my nipples  rub  the  silky  inside  of  the  top.  My  rigid  shaft  beneath  the  dress  swished  side  to  side, rubbing  the  tip  delightfully  against  the  satin  lining  of  the  mini-dress.  I  was  walking  as  if  in  a dream to my wedding night. 

I watched Candy’s fine bimbo-bum swish to and fro in her short white lace dress while she held fast to Bill’s arm, navigating in her tiny white fetish heels in very tiny, very vulnerable-looking steps. I throbbed under my dress, knowing now that I’d soon be dipping into her with my ardent shaft while Bill penetrated my being with his. 

We  climbed  the  steps  into  the  lair.  A  huge  circular  bed  was  made  up  with  red  satin sheets; a mirror framed in fresh roses was affixed above. Incense burned in large censers around the room, the breeze streaming the sweet smoke and making waves in the sheer white curtains. 

Smooth classical music played softly. 

Bill went to the bottle of champagne, shot the cork outside, then poured us all a glass. 

“To Christine's wedding night. May we make it memorable and special.” 

We clinked and drank. Candy wrapped her arms around my neck and began to kiss me deeply.  She  then  slid  one  hand  beneath  my  dress  and  grabbed  my  shaft  from  between  my crotchless, ruffled white panties. She led me to the bed and slid onto it as I followed her onto the red  satin.  Our  legs  slid  in  our  sheer  white  stockings  as  she  guided  me  toward  her  waiting wetness. 

She  pressed  the  head  in,  and  I  pushed  it  deeper,  gasping  at  the  warm  wet  sensation  as Candy moaned a tiny bimbo moan. 

She tugged my top under my breasts and sucked and nibbled the nipple of one and then the other, sending little electric shocks through my breasts. I slid her top under her breasts and fondled them as I thrust slowly and irresistibly in and back. I saw Bill from the corner of my eye as he stood, stripped down to his sheer black bikini, his rod out as he stroked it and watched. 

I lifted myself to gaze into Candy’s eyes, and she stroked my hair with her hand, looking into my eyes lovingly. I held her legs pinned back, her high heels dangling above her head, her toes pointed as I thrust into her. 

“Oh Christine, you  are wonderful,” she whispered. Bill disappeared from my view. 

Candy placed her hands on my butt cheeks, tugged them apart and paced my thrusts, her nails digging into my flesh. She shuddered and clenched onto my shaft. Her legs went rigid; she whimpered then said, “Oh god I’m...” She gasped and shuddered “Don’t stop, princess.” 

I felt two huge hands on my hips as a silky hard shaft pressed between my spread butt cheeks. I lifted my hips to aid its entry into my wet and begging hole. I felt another hand against my  bottom  as  it  guided  it  in.  Slowly  it  pressed  and  stretched  me—deeper  and  deeper  it  dug.  I gasped. Bill said from behind me, “Is it okay, honey?” 

“God yes, you’re so huge tonight– please, don’t stop. Don’t stop until long after you fill

my greedy orifice with your reward.” 

The  hands  on  my  hips  held  me  fast  and  the  huge  shaft  continued  its  progress  until  his flesh touched my butt-cheeks. Then, he began to retreat, then impale once more. I was so well lubed by my arousal that he readily picked up speed and fury. 

I gasped, looking into Candy’s eyes, my head being tossed from the pummeling, and I whimpered  while  my  shaft  pummeled  her  just  as  roughly,  her  head  jiggling  with  each  thrust.  I cried out, “Oh god... this is heaven. Use me...use me like a cheap whore.” 

A  ripple  of  pleasure  ran  through  my  body,  making  me  twitch  and  shudder  from  the pounding. I whimpered as my body spasmed from the internally driven sensations, all the while Candy,  tightly  on  my  shaft  as  she  shuddered  beneath  me,  was  sending  further  stimulation through my body. 

I  was  sandwiched  between  them,  my  head  on  Candy’s  shoulder  looking  to  the  side.  I closed my eyes. I felt a hand on my head. A moist and salty velvet tip pressed against my lips, which I greedily consumed. I ran my tongue around it, and it thrusted itself into my face over and over again, and the hands squeezed my head tight. 

I heard Bill’s voice. “Is all well, Christine?” I nodded and mumbled around the succulent shaft in my mouth. 

Candy shuddered beneath me again, and she cried out, “Oh god, let me have it, let’s all fill Christine now, and Christine, please fill me. Let it go, our special girl.” 

I  was  helpless  to  set  a  pace  or  rhythm  with  the  huge  hands  holding  my  hips  and  the swollen rod impaling me and driving up into my stomach. The hands holding my head squeezed tight as the rod humped my face like an adolescent. All at once, I felt my hips gripped tightly, and  I  was  thrust  into  hard  and  deep,  and  it  stayed  there  while  it  pulsed  inside  me,  pumping  its generous fluids into me. 

Candy shuddered and whimpered little chirps under me as I spent myself into her, and the one in my mouth flooded me with sweet and salty juices. I greedily attempted to swallow. It slipped free from my face, and I opened my eyes to see Bill holding it as he squirted gobs across my hair and face. 

My eyes went wide as I thought about what was happening and as another gob landed on my  forehead.  Clarence  had  just  filled  my  womanly  pleasure  center  while  my  husband  watched me make love to another man’s wife while her husband made love to me and filled me with the luscious bounty of his pleasure. 

I was stunned by the wonder of the unselfish gifts they had given me. Bill had given me up to Clarence, and Clarence had given Candy up to me. The ultimate wedding gift came from the three. 

I  gazed  lovingly  at  Bill  as  he  sat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  stroking  my  hair.  “You’re  so lovely. Was it good? I asked Clarence if he’d do that for you. Candy wanted you already.” 

I reached out my hand to him and brought him close. I kissed his lips. “I love you, Bill. 

But it was you who were supposed to be inside me, my loving husband. I’m sorry you missed it again.” 

Candy stroked my hair, her breath hot on me. Clarence kissed my neck. 

Bill said, “We have plenty of time, Chris. I just wanted this to be really special and prove to myself I could give up my possessiveness to try to make you as happy as possible. I love you, honey.” 

Candy placed a hand on my cheek. “And I love you, Chris.” 

Clarence  bent  down  and  turned  my  head  to  kiss  my  cheek  and  said,  “I  love  you,  too, 

Christine.” 

I lay there spent as I shrunk inside Candy and Clarence shrunk inside me, with Bill lying on the bed stretched out next to us, rubbing my back. Off my hair, down my cheek to my lip, slid Bill’s passionate finish, which I licked off my lips. 
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My life after the night to remember was no less amazing. Our lives were a never-ending pleasure as we lived as four lovers and friends in our supportive family. 

Clarence  moved  back  near  us  and  bought  a  house  nicer  than  the  one  we  had  been renting.  I  had  just  finished  cleaning  out  my  things,  taking  my  favorite  clothes  with  me  as sentimental keepsakes from my enchanted closet, and I put the last bag into my car. I sat on the railing of the porch sipping a lemonade, my legs crossed in my high heels, my mini-dress barely covering my thigh. It only seemed right to set the stage as the previous occupant had. I waited and sipped. 

A cute college boy was walking by, carrying a cat. He stopped and bent down to sniff a rose. When he looked up, I waved to him. He smiled. 

I motioned to him with my hand. “Come rent it. It’s vacant.” 

I  imagined  what  he  would  look  like  when  the  transformation  occurred.  He’d  be gorgeous. 

He shook his head. “I could never afford it. Plus, I have a cat.” 

“The cat is fine, and you can afford it. It’s a great deal. Come see how it feels and have some  lemonade,  then  I’ll  tell  you  what  it  costs.  Please?  You’ll  love  how  the  house  makes  you feel. It literally changed my life. But now I have to leave it and move on.” 

He walked up the driveway and up the stairs, all the time petting his cat. He reached a hand out to me. “It’s so beautiful. My name is Jamie.” 

Hi, Jamie. Nice to meet you. “I shook his hand, then kissed his sweet cheek. “Come in.” 

His eyes flitted over my body, obviously liking how I looked. I held the door for him. 

He stood inside, took a deep breath and said, “Oh my.” 

“Something wrong?” 

“No, but you said to come in and feel it. It feels lovely...uh, I mean, really nice. I never would have thought I could feel a house.” 

“It’s very special. Just like you’ll be when you live here. Do you have a girlfriend? Or boyfriend?” 

“Me?  No.  Just  a  roommate.  He’s  a  really  nice  guy.  Don’t  get  the  wrong  idea.  I’m  not gay, and neither is he. We’re just buddies.” 

“Perfect. If you split the rent, it will cost you next to nothing, and you’ll be a whole new person after.” 

He looked around. “Can I take a tour?” 

“Sure. I do have some things to tell you about the house first, though. In all fairness, that is, because it’s enchanted.” 

He made a smirk and laughed. “Okay, yeah, right.” 

“Let me get you a lemonade to sip on while I take you around.” 

Well,  long  story  short,  you  guessed  it.  He  rented  the  house.  Wouldn’t  you  love  to  rent the house? I was sure glad I did. Keep your eyes open, and maybe someday you’ll find that the dreams you never knew you had will all come true. Good luck, princess. 

If you enjoyed this book, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it, or blog it out. Thanks! 

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to: Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/

Don’t forget our website, which has more links to things you might like, as well as other places to get our works. 

http://www.ShapeShifterBook.com
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