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I labelled rooms on the boxes and marked where to put my minimal furniture—everything the movers needed to do their jobs. The previous owners sold the Victorian fully furnished with time period furnishings and so I brought little more to it other than furniture I still needed. I sat on the back porch swing in the shade, sipping an iced tea and looked out on the backyard of my first home purchase while the movers did their thing. My new home felt like the moment I entered it—wonderful. It gave me such feelings of peace and joy I could swear I almost tingled from it.

There was a landscaped yard with plenty of shade and privacy. A wall of Lilac’s cast their scent on the breeze, emphasizing a calm and peacefulness to the scene. It was an old neighborhood, and the house was a refurbished old Victorian in perfect shape, but a little over the top with detailing, accents, and colors, giving it a very feminine appearance; probably the reason I could get such a great price on it. Most people wouldn't accept it or work to make it conservative.

There was one other item that was odd that made buyers less likely to buy and that was a beautiful brick paved path that led from this yard through an arched arbor, covered with sweet smelling honeysuckle, leading into the neighbor’s yard. The agent said the neighbor was a nice single woman who’s lived there a very long time and the last owners of this house became good friends with her. The path had been there since they built the houses and it’s thought it was relatives that originally lived next door, but no one knows.

I had a smoke and was watching the birds and squirrels while the moving crew worked. From under the arbor walked a smiling woman in pleated shorts, and an open, tied-at-the-waist blouse revealing a tank top and luscious cleavage. Her high heel mules clicked on the brick path toward me. She called out in a sing-song voice, “Hiiiiiiigh neighbor! I’m your neighbor, Yvette!” She stepped onto the porch with a foil covered plate. “I made you a banana bread to welcome you.” She held it out in front of her.

“Thanks!” I stood, took the plate from her, and placed it on the table on the porch. “That’s so kind of you! Can I get you an iced tea? I’ll get a knife and some napkins. I don’t have any butter yet.”

“Iced tea sounds great. Thanks. It will be good without butter. You’ll love it.”

I put my hand out to her. “I’m Sandy. Nice to meet you, Yvette.”

“Thanks. Likewise.”

“I’ll be right back.” Inside, I grasped a bottle of unsweetened jasmine tea from the cooler, then dug a knife out of the box of kitchen things. I ripped a few paper towels off a roll.

She sat on one side of the swing. I handed her the tea, cut us each a nice thick piece of the bread, and seated myself alongside.

“Thank you!” chimed a honey-like voice. Her image was stunning.

Slightly older than me, maybe in her later twenties, early thirties, and she had a beautiful, petite, and shapely body. The foot of her crossed leg bounced, her mule dangling from her toes with pretty painted toenails. She was a hottie... a cougar. How lucky was a nerd like me? I might even have a sex life if I played this well.

She watched as I tasted my first bite. I rolled my eyes and nodded my head. “Mmm! fantastic! So moist and not too sweet... and I love the walnuts too. You’re an excellent baker, Yvette.”

“Thanks Sandra. Glad you like it. Glad you bought the house. I’ve been lucky with all of my neighbors. They all turned into such wonderful girls.”

I laughed. “It’s Sandy not Sandra. Turned into wonderful girls? They weren’t girls before?”

She laughed. “You know what I mean. They became wonderful neighbors. We had a lot of fun together. Shame they had to leave, but that’s life and their lives were moving forward so well, I was happy for them. We’ll stay in touch from time to time. You’ll meet them someday, I’m sure.” Her eyes flitted across my face.

“Two girls. That explains the feminine appearance of the house.”

“That wasn’t from them. It’s always been that way. Seems it’s the nature of the house. People tried changing it, but the paint or wallpaper would eventually peel off and it would be back to how it was in no time. Don’t bother trying to change the house. It’s very stubborn.”

“Really. Amazing.” I looked around. The porch ceiling was light pink and the detailing in pink and white. Lace-like scroll work framed the porch. “Well, I guess I can get used to it. It doesn’t really bother me. I just thought I’d tone it down a bit. It is pretty and not gaudy, just really feminine.”

“People don’t buy this house unless they’re supposed to. You were supposed to, evidently. It’s your fate.”

“Hmm, interesting. Almost sounds magical.”

“Magical.” Her eyes flitted around my face as she chewed her bread delicately, then sipped her tea. “You’re very cute, like they were. I mean, nice looking... as a man.” She looked me up and down.

I was glad she saw me as nice and cute. Usually women just think I’m a short, thin, nerdy kind of guy.

Her eyes roamed my arms and legs. “You don’t have much body hair. That’s nice too. Hairy men can be gross, but sometimes they’re all there is for us girls.”

Hmm, did she mean us girls like I was one too, or like her gender? I nodded, had another bite of the bread. She slid her hand on my bare leg and ran it up to the edge of my cutoff-jeans shorts. “See? You’re nice and smooth. Such soft skin.” Her eyes locked onto my eyes. “And those pretty blue eyes. I love how bright they are and you have such long lashes and fine eyebrows. You’re a natural beauty.”

“Uh... thanks, I guess. I never heard anyone tell a guy he was a natural beauty and pretty. It feels strange to hear.”

“It won’t be strange for long. Trust me.”

“So... Yvette. What do you do for a living? It is a weekday and you’re here in the middle of the afternoon.”

“I took it off. I can take time off whenever I want. How about you? I really don’t have to work anymore, so I don’t work often. Just to pass the time checking on my investments when I’m bored. My investments generate plenty of cash flow.”

“Same. Well, except for the cash flow from investments. Working on that. I’m a software developer for phone applications. Flex time, unlimited vacation and so on.”

“How nice. Well, you saved a ton on this house so you’ll get there quicker. I can advise you on investments if you’d like to.” She leaned back, put her arm on the back of the swing, and set us in motion. “It’s beautiful here. You’ll love it. Can I invite you over for dinner tonight? After we get you settled in, of course.” She looked over her shoulder to see the movers. “They’ll finish soon and I can help you unbox your kitchen and whatever else you’d like. I bought some nice steaks I can throw on the grill, and do you like oysters?”

“Love them.”

“Perfect. Martinis and oysters, then some steaks. Sound good?”

“Sounds great.”

“Then we can relax in the hot tub after and enjoy the stars.” She slid her hand across my bare thigh sensually as she gazed lovingly into my eyes. I was falling in love. What more could I ask for, having a neighbor like her?

“Yvette, you're too kind. Let me at least pay for the meal.”

“Nonsense. You’ll make it up to me in different ways.” She grinned mischievously, then laughed, stood and took my hand. “Let’s get you settled, my pretty.”
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My pretty. Sandra, us girls... Hmm. Weird. But I didn’t question it anymore. Who was I to stop her from referring to me that way? She was too good to mess with it. She helped me get the kitchen, bathrooms, the pink-rose-wallpapered master bedroom in order, brought me scented soaps from her house and put them by the sinks and she even gave me pink satin sheets and a white lace bedspread as a housewarming gift. Crazy!

“Okay, sweetie. Seems your house is functionally in order. Like it?”

“Thanks so much for everything you did for me. They all fit really well.”

“No problem. Now after dinner, we’ll dunk ourselves in the hot tub and enjoy the stars. Don’t worry about a bathing suit or shorts because that’ll just drag soap into the hot tub and I’ll have to dump the water out if it does. Shave what’s left of your body hair too, so it doesn’t get into the filters or float around. Don’t use any skin cream or lotions either. They make scum in the tub.” She ran a finger over my arm. “Shave this fuzz and your legs and chest and all, too. Hate body hair in the filters.” She smiled at me and ran a hand through my hair. “Such pretty hair, too. I’ll put it in a ponytail for you when we’re ready so it doesn’t get in the tub. I’m hungry. Are you Sandra?”

“Starving. Your banana bread was lunch and breakfast. Uh, please, call me Sandy. Sandra sounds so formal.”

“Okay, Sandy. Just clean yourself up while I shuck the oysters, season the meat, and change into something nicer for dinner. Come over when you’re ready and make yourself at home if I’m not ready yet, okay?”

“Sounds fantastic. Thanks so much, Yvette. You’re incredible.”

She rolled her eyes and gave me a peck on the cheek. “No, dear, you’re going to be the incredible one. I think you’ll be the best of all of them. See ya!” She turned and clattered out the door, the screen door slamming behind her.

I was going to be incredible. That’s fantastic. She was already telling me I’d be her best lover yet. So what if she called me pretty? Everyone has their quirks and if I attracted a gorgeous, rich, helpful woman like her, why not? I’d take her in a second.
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I couldn’t stop thinking about how weird this all was as I used pink, flower-shaped, sweet smelling soap to wash my hair and shave my body. Shaving between my legs, felt best of all.

The air on my skin felt wonderful after all the hair was gone. Running my palm over my legs was like on satin. I should have done this a long time ago, and if anyone noticed, I could always say I did it to keep the hot tub clean.

As I stood in front of the mirror and dried my hair, I bobbed in the air from my excitement about the evening with my hot neighbor. Then I noticed something strange. When I didn’t look directly into my eyes, I saw a very sexy woman wearing my long hair. That never happened before! When there were only three studs in my ear, I thought I had seen long dangling earrings. Maybe it was just how feminine the whole place was, making me imagine being feminine.

Next, I dressed in some clean jeans, boots, and a white, button-down-collar, oxford cloth shirt. I put to use the cologne left behind in the master bath. It wasn’t a girlishly feminine scent, but it didn’t smell masculine at all. It was a wonderful scent, though, and its effect was a vibrant and lively caress of sorts.

A last check of myself in the gilded full-length mirror that was left behind gave me a shiver. I seemed to have wider hips and when I peered at them closer; they weren’t. I even seemed to have bigger pecks making my blouse, I mean, my shirt, stick out a little. Strange.

I crossed the porch and down the steps, then followed the walk under the fragrant honeysuckle and into Yvette’s yard. It was a mirror image of my yard and the house and porch were identical. Even down to the feminine appearance, but with a different color scheme. I opened the screen door. “Hello! Yvette I’m here!”

“I’ll be right down, sweetie. The fridge has a pitcher of martinis and the glasses on the counter. Help yourself and I’ll see you on the patio in a minute.”

I poured a frosty martini onto skewered olives in the martini glass and walked onto the patio. I sat on the wicker loveseat in the shade next to the fragrant Lilac bushes. It was heavenly there, peaceful. Lighting a cigarette, I relaxed, sipping my drink and sucking in the ambiance.

“Hey there, cutie-pie!” She carried a bowl of crushed ice with shucked oysters, lemons, and sauces, and placed it on the coffee table in front of me. “Help yourself. I’ll be right back.”

In white patent, strappy, super-high-heeled stilettos, she clattered back inside. Her hips swayed seductively in her white chiffon minidress, the sun glistening off her suntan-stockinged legs, the lace tops of the thigh-highs barely visible as she ascended the stairs. I throbbed in my pants involuntarily—she was so damn sexy.

She came back out, her firm breasts jiggling in her halter top dress, a light impression in the fabric from her nipples. Her bright-blonde short hair, spiked and sprayed, made her makeup and eyeshadow pop around her radiant smile while she carried her martini glass, an ashtray, and the pitcher of martinis.

She plopped herself next to me and placed all of it on the table and poured her martini. She gave me a peck on the cheek. “You’re too cute.” She sniffed at me. “Mmm, your aroma is even as pretty as you.”

“Thanks... I guess. You look stunning. I’m comparatively underdressed.”

“Don’t. You’re fine for now. You’ll be dressing as nicely for dinners soon. Don’t worry.”

I sipped my drink, not sure what to say. Why did she think I’d be dressing ‘as nicely’ for dinner? Maybe she meant dressier. Like a suit and tie.

I crushed out my smoke in the ashtray. “Mind if I have another smoke? It seems I need another. I have this feeling of nervous anticipation somehow, but I’m not sure why? Like a little kid at Christmas.”

“Go right ahead, princess. Smoke doesn’t bother me a bit. That’s why I brought the ashtray. You’re just sensing the good things that are coming. Relax and enjoy, young lady.”

I wanted to say something about ‘princess’, and ‘young lady’, but I let it pass and lit a cigarette. She crossed her legs and bounced a high-heeled foot as she seductively took down an oyster. Unconsciously, I mimicked her, crossed my legs and bounced my boot.

Holding the cigarette daintily with my wrist bent as I gazed around the yard, I noticed it when I raised it for another drag and corrected it momentarily, but it wasn’t comfortable and returned to the way it was. I struggled to fix it and noticed my legs and my foot bouncing like hers. I tried to correct it all as my heart raced. Yvette giggled and slid closer, then pressed her thigh against mine, and slid her hand seductively on my leg. “You seem tense. Relax. It’s beautiful, isn’t it? Like you.”

I had to speak out. “Thanks. Just so you know. I am a guy, Yvette.”

“Well, kind of. I mean, observe yourself right now. Your posture...it’s just like mine. You’re even bouncing your foot with your toes pointed and see how you’re holding your cigarette? Don’t worry, princess, it won’t be long before you realize what you are. It’s a good thing. Really.” She placed her fingers on my chin and turned my face to her. She planted a luscious kiss on my lips. “Mmm, lovely lips.” She sipped her drink.

I had to keep my mouth shut and go along with her. So what if she thinks I’m pretty and girlish? It’s better than not having a woman like her. I put my cigarette out, took an oyster, my pinky held out, and slid it into my mouth. I pressed it against the roof of my mouth and let the flavors rush across my tongue and down my throat. “Mmm, north-west coast. Love cold-water west-coast oysters.”

“Me too. So much more flavor than the fatty southeastern ones.” She leaned back, put her arm on the back of the love seat, and played with my hair idly while she sipped her drink. “Your hair has so much natural curl and highlighting from the sun. It’s so pretty and lustrous.”

“Thanks.” I was nervous from all the feminine references to me and not being able to control my feminine posturing and movements. I sipped my drink while I gazed at her. She was gorgeous, but I had the impression she wished I was a girl. Was she a woman that feminizes men or something? That was a scary thought. I remembered my wide hip illusion in the mirror. “Uh... You’re not one of those women that turns men into feminized men, are you?”

She laughed, reached to the coffee table and poured us another martini, then sat back, handing me mine. “If I did, would you be a feminized man or would you then be a woman... just with something special under her dress?” She winked and smiled at me, then sipped her drink.

She stared at me and waited for a reply. My heart pounded. My hands were sweating. She touched my leg playfully. “Well, Sandra? I mean, would you call yourself a girl or a woman, or would you say you were a feminized man?”

“Uh...so do you that to men?”

“No princess. I didn’t mean it that way. I want to know what you’d say you were when you transformed? You know...you’d look like a woman, not a man. You already have the voice of a woman pretty much. No one would know what you had under your skirt if it happened. Would you call yourself a feminized man? Hi, I’m Sandy and I’m a feminized man.”

“Uh… Yvette. Please... You’re making me so very uncomfortable.” Damn! That came out so whiney sounding. I flicked my hair back and nervously spun a few strands in my fingers, my eyes flitting from her fave to her breasts.

She placed the back of her hand against my cheek and leaned in to me. “Oh, sweetie. Don’t be nervous. A feminized man is nothing you could be. You’ll be lovely and you’ll call yourself a girl or a woman. You’re almost all girl already.”

I bit my lip. Sipped my martini, my head down and eyes up looking at her. My legs crossed and my toes pointed in my sneaker as I bounced a foot. I put my drink down and watched myself light another cigarette, my pinky held out. I could swear my fingernails had grown longer. My lips were plump and full on the filter. My face was tight and I swear I could see my cheekbones in my peripheral vision. I held the cigarette away with a bent wrist and blew the smoke away. I let out a little whimper. “Oh… my… god.”

Yvette caressed my leg, took my hand, and squeezed it. “Relax. It won’t be long now and then you’ll be totally in your skin and wonderful.”
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We finished the oysters and drank three martinis. By then, I was pretty relaxed and gave up questioning all my new tics, mannerisms, and Yvette’s feminine references to me. Besides, Yvette totally distracted me from these things as she cooked at the grill. I was in heaven watching her while the breeze flitted the hem of her dress about her shapely legs and occasionally rose to reveal her sheer white panties on her most perfect, ample cheeked, apple shaped bottom. I throbbed in my jeans as I bounced a foot and sipped the last of my martini. This promised to be one hell of a night.

We ate on the patio. It seemed everything had a heightened quality to it. The steak was delectable and my wine drove me forward as I sipped a perfect blackberry, spice and licorice scented red Bordeaux. The experience was magnified by watching my gorgeous neighbor while she enjoyed her steak daintily. I automatically seemed to mimic every delicately feminine gesture and move of hers. When I tried to stop myself, it was too difficult, so I gave up. Oh well, so what!? It was heaven.

The scented breeze blew lilac and honeysuckle as it caressed my cheeks. Even the sensation of the steak as it passed my lips was sensual and caressing somehow. The colors of the sky, landscaping, house, Yvette’s eyes, all were vivid. It was as if I now had a new set of reborn senses.

I placed my fork and knife next to the bone of the finished steak. Yvette reached her hand over to mine and squeezed it. “I think my dream girl loved the steak, didn’t she? You ate it like you were a starving prisoner.”

“It was fabulous. Somehow, everything seems better, more intense, nicer, prettier… tastes and smells more vivid. Colors radiant.”

“Yes, that’s part of the feminine energy. It’s filling you and making you more. You’ll be more of what you always were. Much more. It brings out the true you in depths unheard of.”

“Feminine energy?”

She sipped her wine, leaned back in her seat, smiled a flat smile. “Yes, feminine energy. You’ve been denying it all your life because of your one male appendage. Now it’s agreed to lead you to your true self—Give you your true power.”

“Are you some kind of witch? I mean, I perceive all of this. Femininity is infusing me.” I looked at my fingernails. “My nails are even growing longer.”

“Yes, we’ll have to shape them later. Don’t worry, they won’t get too long.”

“You didn’t answer me, Yvette. Are you some kind of witch?”

She took a smoke from my pack of cigarettes and lit one. She blew the smoke out and gave me a blank stare. “I’ve wondered that for ages. I don’t think it’s me that does this to those that live at your house, but I can’t be sure. My thoughts are it’s the house and somehow, it chose me to be the neighbor of those who are ready to grow into their best form and power... and as far as I can tell.... immortal new life. As you will, they shed their old self and were reborn into a new self.”

“Immortal? I’m going to be immortal?”

She nodded. “Pretty sure. Unless you get tossed into a chipper or something gross like that.”

“I don’t believe it. It can’t be true. You must have just given me some kind of drug. From a mushroom or toad venom, something hallucinatory.”

She blew smoke out and looked at the cigarette. “I was so happy when I found I could smoke forever and not die. It’s such a lovely brain drug.” She puffed it, French-inhaled it, then blew it out, making smoke rings. “But no, I didn’t give you any drugs. You wouldn’t be able to hold this conversation now if I did. Your cognition is too sharp. Right, princess?”

“Uh.... I guess.” I finished my wine and leaned back, making my shirt stretch tightly to my chest. Looking down, it had bumps beneath it. I unbuttoned a couple of buttons and looked… at my cleavage. My heart raced as I placed both of my hands on my breasts and squeezed them. My nipples were hard under the fabric. I rolled them in my long-nailed fingers. A titillating sensation ran through me. “Oh my god, Yvette. What’s happening!?”

Standing, she came around the table. She squatted behind me, reached her hands around me, and began caressing my breasts. She breathed into my ear. “Nothing that’s not supposed to happen. It’s who you are inside and, from what I see, it’s lovely. Your subconscious had an image of a Barbie Doll or something for your new self to become. Have some more wine and then we can enjoy the stars.” She poured me another glass and returned to her seat.

I sipped it as I held one breast while it continued to grow. “So if not drugs, or witchcraft, then what?” I wriggled in my seat, my bottom getting thicker and wider, my pants stretching tighter around my hips.

“It’s just what people have inside of them, released. Our subconscious thoughts, intentions, feelings.... oh god yes... feelings are so powerful. All of them create our reality. Heartfelt feelings about things, subconscious longings, they bring to us objective changes in our world. Haven’t you ever thought of someone and then have them call you?”

“Well, of course. That’s called coincidence.”

“Is it? How about finding the ideal job? I’ll bet there were a series of occurrences that if even one of them hadn’t happened, you would not have found that ideal job.”

I looked up at the coloring sky. “It was pretty weird how I found this job.”

“Some people are better at it than others because they aren’t afraid to listen to the universe speaking to them in synchronistic events, meetings, things we read. Not to mention how much they feel about what they seek. The feelings and emotions are very powerful. I’ll bet they compelled you to do what you’ve been doing in your job and now in your newly acquired motions, mannerisms, posturing, feelings. Driven in a way you knew was true to your soul. Your gut feelings.”

I nodded. “So I did this to myself?”

“You found this house. I bet it made you feel special. Peaceful, relaxed, at home.”

“You’re right. Very much so. It’s so much so it makes me tingle.”

“That’s the house speaking to you. All the other occupants felt the same. Now it’s rewarding you with your innermost dreams, heartfelt desires to become who you are.”

“Interesting explanation, but still unbelievable.”

“As you said earlier. Magical right? Trust me. I’m your neighbor for more than one reason. I’ve been doing this for a long time now and yet I still can only speculate on the manner in which it works.” Her eyes were bright with joy. “And looking at how you’re changing now, you had a very special image of who you were to become. Ravishing. Your lips, eyes, cheekbones, wait until you see your fresh face, girl.”

I touched my face. I saw the curve of my cheekbones as I gazed down and then ran a finger over my now luscious lips. “Oh, my... well. So you’ve been doing this for a long time?”

She nodded. “Yes, I built my house first. I was driven to, and the universe provided the resources. Then I built your house.”

“But...this house is...” I looked around. “You must be immortal. You really built it?”

“Well, I had it built in 1857. You can check the records. I’ve changed my name and will need to again soon, but...yes. I’m...hmm.” She gazed up and to the right. 186 years old.” She laughed. “Welcome to the club, girl.”

We sat and sipped as I absorbed what she said. I had a smoke trying to make sense of what was happening to me, and the only thing that made sense was what she said. I was transforming into my genuine desire and was probably immortal.

“Wow. So you’ve done this more than once with your neighbors. And you’ve been through so much. How do you stay so up to date and youthful in your views?”

She laughed. “It just happens. I guess my girls keep me up to date, too. Girls like you.”

“You don’t need a man?”

“Why bother. Man or woman. I can use anyone I want and I don’t have to deal with them dying on me. You’ll see. You’ll just use them like I do.”

I rolled my eyes and covered my mouth. “I doubt that!”

“Don’t.”

I scoffed. “I have to use the ladies’ room and I need to get out of these pants soon. They’re getting tight and my sneakers are sloppy like they’re ready to fall off my feet. If this is a dream or I’m simply going insane, I can’t seem to wake from it and I don’t think I have much choice.” I sipped the wine. “I think I’ve accepted my fate. What choice do I have? As freaky and disturbing as it is, t is lovely. Like you.”
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I left for the bathroom to pee. Yes, it was still down there, thank god. It seemed larger, even being limp. In the mirror, it amazed me seeing the beautiful girl looking back at me; a caricature with my luscious pouty lips, high cheekbones, almond, sky-blue eyes, tiny turned-up nose, and cute little ears. I couldn’t get my jeans fastened around my hips and exited holding the belt-loops. I had tied my shirt under my breasts and stood on the porch. “Yvette. I can’t zip my jeans.”

She laughed and clicked her way up from the patio. She took me by the arm and led me down the stairs to the hot tub, which had the cover off and espresso and towels at each end. “Take whichever end you want. Strip and hop in. Let me fix your hair first so it doesn’t get in the water.” She combed my hair out and put it in two high pigtails with scrunchies. “There. That should do.”

She clicked her way inside, and I stripped and climbed under the incredibly caressing, gurgling water. Yvette came out wearing a towel under her arms and slid out of her heels with her back to me as she dropped the towel and slid under the bubbling water. She beamed at me. “It’s wonderful, isn’t it?”

“Splendid.” The water flicked at my nipples, my breasts almost buoyant, and my last male vestige was hard as a rock being tossed back and forth from the currents. I took a deep breath, leaned back, and relaxed. I let the water send ripples of sensation throughout my body. “Mmm. I never enjoyed a hot tub this much. I’ve been in them before, but it never was this good. It’s as if the water’s even more sensual.”

She laughed and sipped her espresso. “Just wait. Everything is better. Like I said. You’re more of you now. Reach down and check between your legs and tell me what you notice.”

I did. It now took two hands to cover it. My hands were smaller and fingers shorter, but still...it was much thicker and larger and the feelings in it...much more intense. I looked at her and my wide eyes and dropped jaw gave it away.

She laughed. “See? More... better... more profound. Now don’t make a mess in the tub, okay princess? Although that would be much more pleasurable and enveloping as well. But hold off, okay?”

I forced myself to let go of it beneath the water. Her firm breasts seemed to float at the surface of the water as it flicked her nipples. She sipped her espresso with one hand and massaged her breast and nipple with the other. “Life is good, isn’t it? Nice being immortal and able to do this forever.”

“Mmm.” I sipped and looked up at the stars. A meteor flashed through the sky. The sensations of my new body took over my mind. A little whimper of joy came from me as I closed my eyes.
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Her skin was silken, imbued with the aroma of flowers and fresh air. I made love to her, my breasts against hers, and our bodies locked in an embrace while kissing. I was thrusting into her depths, filling her with pleasure, and the sensations she gave me were unbelievable. It seemed to last an eternity and then...in a rush of body clenching bliss; I released copious amounts of passion deep inside of her tight, warm, silken haven. Trying to catch my breath as I threw off the sheet and rolled onto my back, the sunshine warmed my naked body.

“You sure had a pleasant dream, Sandy. Was I in it?”

I burst my eyes open and slid up on my elbows. Yvette sat in an easy chair in the corner, sipping a coffee, bouncing a crossed leg, wearing high heels, dressed in a pink denim miniskirt and white tank top, while she smiled at my now softening shaft throbbing still before me.

“Dream? It was so real. I’m sure I made love to you, but you’re all dressed.”

“Well, I didn’t want to walk naked from my house across the backyard like I did with you last night. Even though it’s private, it doesn’t seem right in full daylight to be visiting a neighbor naked. I sat here enjoying watching you make love to your pillow.”

I glanced at it by my side. Wet spots showed she was right. “What happened last night? Last thing I remember was enjoying the hot tub.”

“Yup. You fell asleep in the hot tub and I had to get you out and into bed. I dragged your sloppy bitch ass home and put you to bed.” She laughed.

“I’m so sorry.”

“I expected it. With all the drinks and the hot tub and going through your transformation, it takes a toll on your energy. Happens every time. I was ready for it. You stumbled along with me, so I didn’t need to drag you in a cart and drag you up the stairs like the last two I had to, one at a time.”

“Wow.” I sat up and looked over my body. It was incredible, and I had the best, most gorgeous looking, now deflating, rod any guy could ask for. I stared at it.

“It is exceptional. No short shorts or tight jeans for you, girl. Unless you learn to tuck it well. You must have always wanted one of those.”

I nodded. “Yup. Watching romances made me wonder how good the sex must be for the woman when a guy can make a woman feel like they do in the movies. I’d wish I could do that for a woman and have a good-sized one, yet I’d want to know how good she felt from him. My imagination even attempted to perceive how good her heaving breasts must be to her.”

“See? The power of intention. Now you can do both experiences. And look at those breasts and body your subconscious created. Now you can please a woman, or man, with that hunk of meat and also know how she feels from a man enticed by her, pleasing her with his hunk of meat in you.”

“Uh... I never thought about being the woman. I never imagined a man making love to me, or especially me making love to a man.

“Yes, you had to subconsciously, because you just said so when you wondered how good it must be for her… feeling being her… and… being him. Maybe you didn’t imagine making love to a man, but you sure did the rest. Now you’re what you imagined..”

I nodded. “Hmm. Kinda makes sense now. I guess I’m reaping the seeds I sowed, huh?”

“Yes, my lovely lady. You are. Now we need to get clothes for you, feed that hungry body that created all those new cells, buy a wardrobe and get your nails and hair done. How’s that sound?”

“Strangely wonderful, actually.”

She clicked into the bathroom and grabbed a large towel. She handed it to me. “Wrap that over your breasts and under your arms and let’s go to my house. We’ll see what fits that you can wear to the mall. I have breakfast ready, too.”

“Can I shower first? Not my hair. Just rinse off.”

“Sure.”

I showered and came out wrapped in my towel. She took my hand and led me across the yards and into her house. We climbed the stairs and into her large walk-in closet, where she took a paper tape measure and measured me. “34... hmm... 34DD... 20... 34. I’m 34C, 23, 34. Let me find something.” She dug around and flung things for me to try on. A stretchy white denim skirt and a stretchy blouse fit well. “You’ll need to go braless for now, so wear this denim vest to hide those headlight-nipples. I’ll get some panties. Go find a pair of my shoes. I’m a five and a half and you seem close.”

Seated on the hassock in the closet, I put on a pair of high wedge heels on my now tiny feet. I teetered as I stood and caught my balance, then walked out nervously. “Is this okay? It seems so strange.”

“It’s fine.” She tossed me panties. “These are really tight panties and if you lift it against your belly when they’re on, they’ll hold it there and it won’t show under that flared skirt.”

I sat on her bed and slid them up, tucking it in. I looked in the mirror. “Works. Thanks.”

“Let’s eat. We have a lot to do today.”

While I ate a big breakfast of eggs, steak, and potatoes, Yvette shaped my fingernails for me. “They’ll think you’re weird if they aren’t at least shaped nicely. They’re so nice and thick. Long too.”

“I know. I keep poking myself with them and have trouble buttoning things.”

“You’ll get used to them. All girls do. Men love them on women.”

“I know.” I laughed. “Part of my subconscious intentions, I guess, huh?”

She nodded and gave me a peck on the lips. “Such the girly girl.”
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The mall was heaven for me. I usually hated shopping, but today I was like a kid in a candy store. Everything was fabulous. I had some trouble with some tops because of the size of my breasts, but with a minimizer bra, most things fit well, and yet it perfectly suited other tops to go braless for a sluttier look. We had to buy everything, head to toe; jewelry, makeup, perfume, shoes, boots underwear, and lingerie. We made a few trips to the car to keep from having to drag so much around.

The salon was wonderful, and I now had matching gel finger and toenails and I found a style for my hair in a book. They added some extra curl and highlighted it. It now framed my face and I could shake it and fluff it and it didn’t matter. It looked perfectly adorable, as well as sexy, framing my face. I was becoming the girl of my dreams.

Every time I tried on anything and saw myself in the mirror, I’d immediately have a response. We walked hand in hand to the next store. “Yvette? It seems so weird I get aroused looking at myself. Is that normal?”

She chortled. “Why not? Why shouldn’t a person have an attraction to themselves? It means you like how you look. And why shouldn’t you? You are drop dead gorgeous, girl!” She tugged my arm and stopped us walking, then gave me a big kiss on my lips. “Mmm. I can’t wait to make love to you.”

I throbbed under my skirt, her hand in mine as we swung our arms and strolled along. My breasts tugged on my chest, my tiny stride in my high wedges made my hips sway and I throbbed in my silky panties, the breeze caressing my legs. I imagined making love to Yvette, being inside her, filling her with my new, very alive, last male appendage, as she called it.

We finished shopping and dragged all my new things up to my room. “I bet you're glad now I made you stop putting your clothes away yesterday. Now we can just take the boxes to Goodwill.” She kicked one of them. “I should have had the movers leave them downstairs, but that would have been hard to explain yesterday.”

“Right. I’ll take them to the garage right now.” As I carried the first box down, I read my label and realized what was really in it. It wasn’t just some clothing. I had a tinge of reluctance and almost was sentimental. This was the old me and I was throwing it away, never to return. I focused on my task, holding back my emotions.

Yvette was putting things in order and organizing what needed washing when I reentered. I picked up the next box. “Two more.” In my high wedge heels, I navigated the stairs again, breasts tugging and jiggling with each step, fully knowing the girl I now was, and my sentimentality over the man I was not began to take me over. Back up, I grabbed the last box and fended off my feelings. I stared at the boxes of my old self stacked in the garage, now waiting to go to Goodwill, and I climbed back upstairs. I fell onto my bed, crying.

Yvette laid down next to me, stroked my hair, and kissed my cheeks. “I know. It happens sometimes. It’s like you’ve died, but you have to remember you’re in heaven now.” My wonderful neighbor peppered my cheeks with kisses. She massaged my breasts, caressed my leg, wiped my eyes. “Don’t cry sweetie. Don’t cry.”

I caught my breath and stilled it from the gasping. “I know. Sorry.” She stood. “I’ll throw your washables on a quick wash so you’ll be able to dress for dinner soon, then I’ll make us iced teas and meet you on the patio and we can take a break while it runs. Then, after I’ll help you dress for dinner, I’ll take you out to a classy restaurant. We’ve earned it today. Sound good?”

I stood and gave her a hug, crushing our breasts together, relaxing once again and becoming aroused by her. “Yes. Thank you so much for helping me. The house chose you well. You’re an angel.” I gave her a peck on the lips and took the wash pile from her. “I’ll do this and you can make iced tea.”

She smiled and rubbed her hand on the front of my skirt, fondling my rigidity in my panties and increasing its hardness. “Okay, my dolly.” She rubbed her palm firmly against it and squeezed my butt hard. “My oh so lovely dolly.” She slapped my ass hard through my skirt and walked out.
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I loaded the washer, not being able to think about anything except sticking it in Yvette. She was certainly making me want it more and more and even said she wanted to make love to me. My one last male piece wanted nothing more than to bring my gorgeous neighbor to heaven through its immersion deep within her.

I set my phone timer to throw the clothes in the dryer when they were done, then put a fresh pack of smokes in my new purse along with my new pink lighter. I slung it on my shoulder and went into the kitchen where Yvette was pouring the hot tea over ice in glasses.

She flashed a broad smile at me. “Perfect timing.” She handed one to me and took my hand. We strolled onto the porch and sat on the loveseat.

I drank down half of it. “Mmm, I’m parched.”

“Me too. Thought you’d like this better than an adult beverage.”

“Good choice.”

“There’s more tea steeping in the pot too.”

“K. Thanks.” I opened my purse, took out a smoke and lit it. “Mmm... Nice not to have to worry about smoking killing me anymore.”

“Isn’t it? We don’t even get colds or flus, or STDs even. That makes it really nice. There’s nothing quite like some good unprotected sex, right?”

“I wouldn’t know.”

“You will. Tonight.”

I throbbed, bounced a crossed leg, and gave her a peck. “So... can’t you get pregnant?”

She laughed. “You can’t.”

“I know I can’t, but what about you?”

She shook her head and looked away. “Oh, look at that squirrel. He’s on the darn feeder again.” She ran to the railing and clapped her hands. The squirrel left.

“So you can’t get pregnant?” I asked.

“Nope. So we can do whatever we want with anyone we want to. So get used to that idea. It’ll serve you well. You’ll enjoy yourself more if you can get used to that idea.”

I shrugged my shoulders. “Yvette, I’ve never had a girl before like that. You’ll be my first.”

“Uh...I guess that’s okay, but...well...you are a girl now and you should think about being with guys, too.”

I shrugged and sipped. “Eh... not interested. Can’t imagine being stuffed by one.”

She took a deep breath. “Give me one of your smokes.” She looked at her watch. “Time for the dryer.”

My phone alarm rang. “Yup.” I put my purse next to her. “They’re in there.” I ran off to the laundry room.

When I returned she was standing at the railing leaning against the upright, a hip out, legs crossed, looking gorgeous in her pink denim mini. I wrapped my arms around her from behind and kissed her neck.

She reached back and turned to kiss my lips gently. “Mmm. No guys, huh? That’s nonsensical. You have one. What’s wrong with it? Wouldn’t you like to play with someone else's?”

“Not really.”

“You will. You’ll see. It’s part of who you are now. Girls are receivers, first and foremost. Right?”

“Well, I guess... but... I’m not—”

She put her finger on my lips. “Don’t you dare say you’re not a girl! You can still have a real girl if you want to, but you need to change your attitude, young lady.”

She shook her head, scoffed, and smirked, flicked her cigarette off her fingers into the vines. She checked her watch. “I’m gonna shower and get ready. You should too and use the attachment to clean out your bottom like I told you to do in the morning when I showed you the attachment yesterday. It’s time for you to be a nice, clean useable girl. I don’t have time to help you dress right now. Your clothes will be dry. Pick out underwear and put on one of those classy dresses and wear some nice stockings and jewelry. Where we’re going is classy. When I’m done, I’ll come back and help you with makeup if you need it. I think you’ll be fine, though, from what I’ve seen with the other girls. See ya.” She left in a huff.
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I brought our glasses in, took the things out of the dryer and up to my bedroom. Yvette was obviously upset I wasn’t into what she wanted me to be. Maybe she was right, and I needed to open my mind to it. She should know. She’s been through these transformations with others. As I put away my panties and bras, I told myself I’d do my best to be open to it. I looked, talked, sounded, and moved like a girl. I needed to learn to act like a girl… in all ways. Heck, we were just going to dinner tonight and I wouldn’t have to worry about it, anyway. Plus, she wanted to make love to me. Everything would be fine.

I took a quick shower, reluctantly performing the cleaning she told me about that wasn’t as bad as I’d expected it to be and I actually felt refreshingly clean and fresh after.

I was thinking I’d shave any stubble anywhere, but it was as if I stopped growing body hair. My skin was as smooth as when I had shaved yesterday. I didn’t do my hair because it was just done and styled beautifully.

The sharp beads of water on my breasts and rigid rod were distracting and the sensations enticing. I told myself I should wash them all with some scented soap and before I knew it, I almost brought myself to a body shaking climax. Knowing how I used to be, I didn’t want to ruin my libido by ripping one off, so I forced myself out of the shower, my body tingling all over.

I dried off and sprayed myself with the scent on the counter, and it again gave me its vibrant and alive sensation. Leaning into the mirror and deep into my eyes, I tried to find myself. I was in there, but in a much nicer package. I smiled. Hmm, how about a little makeup? I opened the makeup kit Yvette had already filled with my makeup and began.

Everything was simple and logical and seemed natural as I applied eyeliner, mascara, eyeshadow, contouring, blush and twenty-four-hour lipstick. Checking myself in the mirror, I was now even sexier than before and I throbbed in the air while I licked my lips, imagining how good they would look and feel around my shaft. I was even sexier than Yvette was.

My nipples were hard as I wagged my hips, naked, rod flailing in the cool air before me, into the bedroom and selected a black lace bra and panty set. I sat and put the bra on, then adjusted my cleavage.

I opened a pair of sheer, suntan, lace-top thigh-high stockings and slipped a black lace garter belt around my hips. Gliding the gossamer stockings up my legs gave me a shiver from the luscious sensation, then I fastened them to the belt. The panties slid deliciously over my hardness and I and tucked it against my belly.

In the closet, I picked a black chiffon minidress with a V-neck top and slid it on. I zipped the back up and adjusted my cleavage. Hmm looking at the dress, I realized I could skip the bra. The fabric was so nice and smooth too, it would feel wonderful on my nipples. I lowered the dress, took the bra off and put the dress back up and adjusted my cleavage. The fabric caressed my breasts and showed a hint of my hard nipples. Perfect.

Settled on the chair in the corner, I slid on black patent, strappy, 12 cm heel stilettos on and fastened the ankle strap, admiring my newly gelled toenails peaking from under the stockings.

I stood and in delightfully tiny minced steps made my way into the bedroom and put dangling earrings in all three holes in each ear, then loaded on my necklace, bracelets, rings, and ankle bracelet. I took in my form in the gilded full-length mirror. Talk about stunning. I sprayed some of the new perfume under my dress, on my legs, and over me. I picked out a matching purse and put my things in it along with the perfume.

“Hey there! You’re all ready? Your makeup looks fabulous.” Yvette came over, hugged my arm, and looked into the mirror with me. “What a couple we make. You are so useable! I can’t wait.”

Both of us smiling in the mirror, I took us in. It seemed she was past what pissed her off before. “Uh. Thanks. Same to you.”

“Let’s go to dinner. I’m famished.” She tugged my hand, and we clattered our way out to the car.

Yvette drove, and I could luxuriate in all the sensations and enjoy the passing scenery. My silky stockinged leg slid deliciously across the other one as one hand uncontrollably glided on my stockinged thigh and I puffed a cigarette, blowing it out the window. The breeze fluttered my curls about my face and neck delightfully. I was throbbing against my belly, while being the embodiment of femininity and sensuality. I gazed out the window. “This is heavenly, Yvette.”

“See? I knew you’d fall in love with the new you. All the girls did. It is quite a contrast to the old self, isn’t it?” She ran her hand over my thigh and squeezed it. “Mmm, such a lovely lady you make.”

“Thanks. Yes, quite the contrast. It’s hard to believe the house is only giving me what I always wanted. Who’d have thought this was what I really wanted? Amazing.”

“Quite the gift, for sure.” She stopped at a light and looked over at me. She glanced down at my lap. “We have a few more minutes to drive yet. Why not release your pent up man part and stroke it for me while I drive? Please? I want to see you play with one. It’ll be good practice for you for later.”

“Yvette! I will not be doing that later.”

“Well, do it now then. Just imagine it’s your hand and someone else’s thing. Now do it like a big girl or we’re going home.”

I scoffed to make a show, even though I wanted nothing more than to make my arousal even more intense by doing that, and lifted the hem of my dress, pulled my panties aside, and began stroking it. It seemed more full of sensation and the increased size of it made it ever more exquisite. I smiled at her as I stroked it, my long-nailed fingers wrapped around it almost all the way. “Better?”

“Good. Now imagine what’s in your hand is someone else’s and know how you’ll enthrall and captivate them by how wonderful it is to you right now. Know the incredible gift you’ll give them.”

I rolled my eyes and looked at it, unable to not imagine what she had told me to. With my other hand, I ran my thumb across the oozing tip over and over. It made me shudder delightfully.

“See? He loves that. Keep going, but don’t let him finish. Keep him on the edge. It’s your job to control him. Roll his silky globes in your hand.”

I stared at it as I worked it as if it were someone else’s, except I knew how good I was in captivating and controlling him, since it was mine and I was making myself wild. Imagining making someone so enthralled became terribly exciting. Too exciting for my views on who I was. Yet, it titillated me immensely to picture myself doing that to a man. My breathing quickened. I whimpered.

“That’s it. Drive them crazy, girl. It’s who you are.”

“Huh, uh... oh my god.” It oozed.

She slapped my thigh hard. “Stop now! Let it go! Look outside, Sandra.”

I did, and it jerked in the air and let a little stream ooze out and it settled back down. I looked back at it, then looked at Yvette, my head down, eyes up. “Sorry.”

She smiled. “That’s okay. You held him off. Now tuck him away and save him for later. We’re almost there.”

I tucked it away, adjusted the hem of my dress, and caught my breath. I sprayed some perfume on my legs and wrists. The scent relaxed me and filled me with feminine energy.

I watched my pretty, painted-nailed fingers caress my leg while my heart rate dropped. We pulled into the restaurant by the valet.

Yvette shut the car off, and I handed Yvette her purse.

“Thanks. Now let’s get you well fed and lubricated so you can perform like the girl you are tonight and I can make love to you.”
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We exited the car and walked in to the maitre’d. Yvette knew him well and did the talking, introducing me as well. All I could think of was how persistent she was about me servicing men. It was driving me crazy. Yet, she said she’d make love to me tonight. I guess I was supposed to do it all. A grin crossed my face as I seated myself in our booth facing the fireplace.

Yvette slid the hem of her mini-dress beneath her as she sat. “What’s the grin for, Sandra?”

I tugged down my dress hem and smiled at her. “Just laughing to myself. This is comical to me. I mean. This transformation and now the expectations you have of me. It’s so unusual, I had to laugh.”

We placed our drink order, and Yvette sipped her water. “Yeah. It can be comical, I guess. Life is pretty funny when you think about it. Just know, we have an eternity to laugh about it.”

“Do you ever regret being immortal? I mean, outliving friends, family, maybe getting bored with life, maybe not liking how things change?”

She gazed off up and to the right and put her pretty finger on her chin. “Hmm.”

Our drinks arrived. She lifted her pink martini to mine, and we clinked, then sipped. “Nope. No regrets. Yes, things can be frustrating. Kinda like getting updates on your phone when you just figured out how to work it all from the last update. But that’s life. We’re always trying to adjust to changes. Just like you are now. But just like the phone, once you get used to it, usually, it’s better than the old phone. People are hard to lose, but I never know them long enough to have them die, because I’d look the same as I did when I met them. That wouldn’t work, so it doesn’t happen.”

“What about the other girls that have gone through the house? Don’t you still see them? Aren’t they lasting immortal friends?”

“Of course. But it seems everyone is so busy in their own lives. We don’t touch base much. Everyone has so much they want to do and see and experience, it’s hard. Not that I try much myself. I mean, when one owner leaves, another shows up and I’m too busy again.”

“Do you think you can retire from it?”

She sipped pensively. “Hmm, not sure. I imagine I could. If I intended it, I’m sure it would come. I guess subconsciously I don’t want to retire. What would I do?”

I reached my hand to hers and squeezed it. “Maybe someone could travel the world with you and share their immortal life with you forever. Maybe you’d want to do that with me?”

She blinked rapidly. Was she holding back tears? Her face was emotionless. Was she wanting to say no way or was she never offered such a thing? She downed her martini and raised the glass to the waiter standing by the wall.
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She picked up the menu. “Ready to order an appetizer? You need your nutrition. Oysters? Cherry stone clams? Escargot?” She smiled a flat lipped smile at me, her eyes bright and clear. She slid closer to me and glided her hand sensually on my stockinged thigh beneath the table. “So pretty.” Her eyes flitted across my face.

I throbbed under my dress. “Mmm, your hand is so nice on me. I’m infused with my own prettiness, too. Like your prettiness fills me, so does mine.” I slid my hand on her stockinged thigh. “Mmm. So silky, so sensual.” I gave her a peck on the lips. Our drinks arrived. We clinked gently, my long nails glinted as I held the stem of the martini. “To us,” I said.

“To us.” She winked.

Dinner was fabulous, with each course more exciting than the first. We ended with espressos and absinthe drips on the side. I was in heaven. Yvette was warm and loving toward me. I knew I’d breed her soon.

She watched the cold water drip over the sugar cube and into the glasses of absinthe. “Like to go dancing for a while? It’s still early and we don’t have to work tomorrow, right? Do you?”

I shook my head, holding my espresso delicately with a pinky out. “Nope. Not planning on working for a while right now. I need to stabilize as my new self.”

“Good idea. So dancing?”

“Sure. It should be a challenge in heels.” I laughed.

“Actually, it’s fun. It makes you move much nicer. Very sexy.”

Yvette paid the bill. We pranced off in minced steps to the ladies’ room and freshened up, then walked down the street to the nightclub, arm in arm. The breeze delightfully fluttered my dress against my thighs. As we approached, the thump of the club got louder and she dragged me up the incline to the entrance. The greeter smiled and called out Yvette’s name as she hurried us by him, throwing him a kiss.

Lights, fake smoke, strobes here and there all turned the place into a thumping, crazy, orgy-like atmosphere, with clientele dancing illicitly on the dance floor and on raised platforms. Yvette dragged me to the bar, our heels clicking away in little steps. The bartender saw her coming and flashed a smile as he leaned on the bar toward us to yell between people seated at it. “Yvette! What will you have, my darling?”

“Two shots of tequila, por favor, Raymond.” He dashed off. Yvette leaned into my ear. “He’s superb in bed. You should try him sometime. Very attentive.”

He handed the shots through the people to us. We did the lime and salt thing. I already had a buzz. I was sure Yvette did too. Reaching between the people, she placed the empty glasses on the bar and yelled, “Thanks, Raymond!” She dragged us to the dance floor, and we began dancing.

She was gorgeous to watch as her shapely legs flexed and stretched and the hem of her dress showed the tops of her stockings from time to time. I fell into a natural rhythm that again made me know how feminine and sexy a girl I was. I never had felt so confident and in-my-skin, so to speak.

We danced as if we were having foreplay and I throbbed repeatedly beneath my dress, getting more and more aroused with each moment, imagining Yvette on her back and me entering her tight, wet womanhood. My breasts tugged deliciously on my chest as my hard nipples rubbed the dress fabric erotically. I was oozing in my panties, thinking of how good it would be.

“Hi! My name’s Bob. I’m a friend of Yvette.” He turned to Yvette as he danced with us. “Hi, sweetie. New neighbor?”

She nodded and smiled. “Oh yes. Very new. Sandra.”

“Sandra. Lovely.” Bob turned his attention to me and another man arrived and began dancing with Yvette. I lost track of them in the crowd. When the song ended, Bob smiled at me, wrapped my hand in his and tugged. “C’mon.” He led me to a table in the corner, away from the loud music. He held a seat for me. I slid my dress under me and sat, crossing my legs. He sat, and I leaned over to him. “I lost Yvette. I don’t want to lose her.”

“Don’t worry, she’ll be back. She’s just getting reacquainted with Samuel. He’s one of her favorites. I’m sure you’ll get to know him too. All of Yvette’s neighbors do. Just like me.” A waitress came by and we ordered drinks. I hung my purse on the chair and fluffed my hair.

“You’re the most pretty and sexy neighbor yet. What’s your name again?”

“Sandra. I mean, Sandy is fine.”

“Sandra. I like that better than Sandy, anyway. Fits how pretty you are.”

“Thanks... but you can call me Sandy.”

He nodded and slid his seat closer to mine so our legs touched beneath the table. Our drinks arrived. He toasted. “To Sandra, becoming everything she’s ever wanted to be in life.”

I clinked my gin and tonic and sipped the heavily poured drink. Even though I was nervous as hell, I had enough to drink that it almost didn’t matter to me now. I looked Bob over as he bobbed his head to the music and tapped his finger on the table, sipping his bourbon. He was a tall, handsome, clean shaven, nice seeming guy. I remembered Yvette telling me what to do in the car and imagined what it might be like to do that for Bob. A shiver slid down my back and I almost spilled my drink.

His hand landed on my shoulders. “You okay? Looked like you had a shiver.” He took his coat off, wrapped it around my shoulders, and pulled me close to him. “Better?”

I nodded and nervously sipped my drink. His hand landed on my leg and rubbed my stockinged thigh, squeezing it. “You don’t feel cold, but nice and warm and silky. You’re as soft and silky as you are pretty, and I’ll bet smart, too.” His powerful arm around me was comforting somehow, and I loved his reassuring compliments. “Thank you so much. I appreciate you would say that.”

“It’s all true. What do you do for a living?”

“Not much anymore. I work from home and don’t need to work often.”

“Huh. Like the rest of Yvette’s neighbors and Yvette, too. Smart girls, for sure.” He gazed into my eyes and his hand went further up my leg. I couldn’t let him find out. I crossed my legs tightly and bounced a foot. His fingers tried to press between them. He needed to be distracted from me.

I slid my hand over to his lap and found a sizable pickle in his pants. I squeezed it and rubbed it, gazing into his eyes. He smiled and sipped his bourbon, letting his hand leave my legs. He leaned into my ear, his breath warm on it. I sniffed his very nice cologne.

He looked into my eyes. “Mmm, you smell wonderful and your hand is so tiny and soft.”

“Thank you. You’re nice and warm and firm and big and that’s enticing. Yet another compliment you’re giving me.” I actually was getting excited, making him so aroused. I never had that effect on people before. It was a powerful emotional rush and gave me confidence and the desire to continue.

I looked around the club as I sipped my drink with my other hand and kept rubbing Bob. It was dark in our corner and there was no sign of Yvette. There was a tablecloth draped over the table that ended down by our ankles, almost. It tempted me. Should I? It would seem a very gay thing to me to do it. But I was a girl, Yvette said. And I certainly looked, sounded, and acted like one. That was just one more normal thing for a girl to do, right? I remembered the car and how well I know I could titillate him. I wanted to draw it from him so badly, but couldn’t bring myself to do it.

His hands slid under the table. He pushed my hand aside, unzipped and unbuckled his pants, took it all out, then took my hand and wrapped my fingers around his thick, warm, silky meat. My heart raced. He leaned in, hugging me close to him, and breathed in my ear. “Oh god, Sandra. Your hand is so wonderful—so tiny and soft and warm. Is this okay? I don’t mean to be too forward, but you started rubbing me and...”

“Not forward at all. I was just thinking of asking you to do that. It’s very nice, honey. It’s so alluring. Am I doing it okay? Does  this feel nice?”

“Perfect.”

“How about this, Bobby?”

“Oh yeah.”

“And this?” I laughed.

“Fantas...huh...uh...god yes.”

I laughed again and continued playing with him. He sipped his bourbon, gazing lovingly into my eyes while I stroked and squeezed and tugged and twisted him in my grip. I gazed around. No one was the wiser.

I was uncontrollably throbbing between my crossed legs. If I wasn’t careful, I’d make a mess before he did. Oh, no! What if he  makes a mess? I looked at the stack of cocktail napkins in the holder on the table. I guess that was an option. It would look pretty weird, though if I needed to use them for myself.

Bob rubbed my shoulders and breathed in my perfume. “So gorgeous. So sexy. Mmm....love it. So glad I met you.”

In a breathy voice I breathed in his ear. “Me too.” Rubbing the ooze on his tip with my thumb made him shudder. I did that on and off to him, loving how he reacted to me. I reached my other hand beneath the table and tugged on his silky globes, then rolled them in my palm.

“Oh god, Sandra. You’re incredibly skilled at this. You might have to stop soon. I’m getting really close.”

I slowed down a little, wanting to make it last for him, but I wanted to give him the full amount of pleasure; to grasp him pulsing in my hand and know that I made him do that because I was the object of his desire. I needed to have that compliment. The ultimate reassurance I was a highly desirable and sexy girl. I wanted him to spew for me.

I kissed him deeply on the lips. Our tongues danced, and he tasted strong, like his bourbon and manly arm enfolding me, making me cradled and secure. He wasn’t scruffy on my cheek and his large hand held my head so gently. I broke the kiss and gazed into his eyes. He looked around the club, then slid his hand into my top and wrapped his coat around us.

His large, chilly hand kneaded my breast and his thumb and forefinger rolled my hard nipple in them, sending ripples of pleasure through me. I was oozing into my panties by then, my legs crossed tightly over it as it throbbed between them.

I looked around the club and no one was the wiser. His hand on my breast made me want more. I breathed in his ear, “Oh, Bob. That’s so incredibly nice. Please… use your mouth on it.” I lifted the coat, wrapping it over us and covering his head as he pulled my top down and filled his warm, wet mouth. He flicked my nipple and sucked and ran his tongue in circles. Bliss radiated from it through my chest and overflowed my heart with joy.

We did our private dance there, and I made it last as long as I could take it, relishing the connection I had to him with my hand, loving him suckling my breasts, and knowing how much pleasure I was giving him. I stroked and rubbed and tugged and rolled and twisted and stroked.

He popped up for air and moaned next to me, then he kissed my neck, running his tongue in circles on it. He breathed into my neck, “Oh god, Sandra. I’m so close.” He went back under the coat and took my breast once more, sending me to heaven.

I grabbed a bunch of cocktail napkins from the holder and brought them under the table. I wrapped the tip in the bundle of napkins and lifted the edge of the coat, saying, “Go ahead, big boy. Show me how exciting I am.” He hugged me tight, sucked more of my breast into his mouth and gently bit my rigid nipple while I stroked and tugged and rolled him.

His shaft became rigid as a rock and then it pulsed in my grip. He squeezed me tight to him and sucked my breast while his glorious shaft pulsed and shot through the napkins and its warm, voluminous expenditure flooded my stockinged leg. I threw the useless napkins down and wrapped my fingers around it, stroking it again and feeling it continue pulsing and spewing onto my stockings.

The thrill it gave me made me want all the more to let mine go as well. I struggled but managed to hold it back to only allow it to ooze between my thighs. I couldn’t reveal myself.

He took a deep breath, put my top back in place and came out from the coat and looked around. He tucked himself away in his pants. “Wow. Thank you, Sandra. That was heavenly. Maybe I can return the favor sometime.”

“Uh... glad you enjoyed it. I did too. Your mouth was so incredible on me and you were so exciting, so responsive. I loved experiencing your passion for me letting go and shooting through my hand.”

“Then let me return the favor. We can do it right here if you like.”

“Uh, that isn’t possible.”

He scoffed and smirked. “I know you don’t have your period. You girls don’t get them.”

I scrunched my face at him. “What!?”

“You know. Girls like you. Girls like Yvette’s neighbors. They’re always girls like you. Girls with something special under their dress.”

“You knew?”

“Of course I knew.”

I shook my head and laughed. Oh well. Even though I didn’t need to keep him from my secret, I was happy I indulged in him. It was highly enlightening and rewarding. I looked around the club. “Wish I knew that upfront. Oh well. Wonder where Yvette is? I hope she hasn’t left.”

“She didn’t. She just wanted to give you time for your first lesson.”

“Really? This was a lesson?”

“Yup. My job for the new neighbors. You girls are always so stuck up when you get here and need to be introduced to what you truly enjoy. Yvette has had us help for a while. She told us when the others left that another would arrive and they’d need the same treatment and you’d be here tonight. By the way, you did very well. You fell into it quickly, and I could tell you were truly enjoying it, not just distracting me from your secret. Be proud. You got an A plus!”

“Hmm, thanks. I guess I found my calling.” I laughed. “Who’d a thunk? So who is us? There are more trainers?”

“You could call us that, I guess. Just Yvette’s acquaintances that she thinks could help.”

Yvette came over, hanging on the arm of a big, handsome black man. “Hi there you two. Bob, you know Cal. Cal, this is Sandra I told you about.”

Call held out his big hand, and I shook it while he flashed a smile, then bent down and kissed the back of my hand. “My honor, Sandra.”

He stood up to his full height of at least six foot three. He held the chair for Yvette, then seated himself next to me. They sipped their drinks, then Yvette observed Bob and me. “So, how have you two been getting along? Bob? Have you enjoyed Sandra’s company?” Yvette watched my expression. I wiped Bob’s wetness off my stockings with the lining of my dress and recrossed my legs.

Bob put his arm around me. “Sandra’s talents are exceptional. She’s passed her first lesson with flying colors.”

“You never told me about lessons, Yvette.”

“I didn’t need to, did I?”

“I was afraid Bob would find out my secret, and I was kind of forced into learning the first lesson. So now that I passed, can we just go home and be together like you said you wanted us to? I mean, I learned my lesson, and it was definitely something I’d love to do again.”

“That’s excellent. But Sandra. Before we do anything like you’re thinking, you need to accomplish more lessons.” She stood, and we all walked out. Bob and Cal gave her a kiss and Bob leaned into her and said something to her. Cal called out to me, “See you soon, doll.”

Yvette and I picked up her car from the valet and headed home. I sat in the car still full of unsatisfied libido but knowing I’d eventually have it satisfied with Yvette soon. “So one more accomplishment and you’re ready for me?”

“Yes, my love. One more accomplishment, which will leave you in awe of how good it can be to for you. Relax now. Be yourself, feel your blissful energy coursing through that doll-like body of yours.” She reached her hand over and slid it under my dress, pulling my panties to the side, taking out my whole electrified package. “Now enjoy that while I drive.” She placed my hand on it.

I lit a cigarette, cracked the window and blew the drag out. I grasped my pole and stroked it slowly with a dry part of the silky lining of my dress, and enjoyed the cool night air and the passing lights. When I finished my smoke, I couldn’t resist pulling my top down and using my free hand to massage my breasts and roll my nipples.

Yvette glanced at me and smiled. “That a girl. Stay on the edge and indulge in all that you’ve become.”

Back at her house, breasts still out to feel the night air on them, I ran in to use the bathroom and when I came out to the living room, Yvette had her top under her breasts and she sat on her couch playing with them. “It looked so good when you did it in the car. I hope you don’t mind.”

“Not one bit. You look very hot like that.” I seated myself next to her and we both began playing with each others breast and in walked Cal, who sat next to me. He wasted no time unbuckling and unzipping to reveal a chocolate delight the size of a horse’s. He smiled invitingly at me and stroked it.

Yvette threw a pillow on the floor in the middle of the room. “Okay Sandra. For this, your place is on the floor.” I knelt on the pillow as Cal stripped off his shoes, pants, underwear, and socks. He lowered his glistening, hairless body down, placed his head back against the couch, black eyes intense, then stretched his long hard legs out around me, his leaping, motivated flagpole a couple of feet ahead of me was yelling at me to please it. (Or was that my brain yelling at me?)

I moved onto all fours and leaned my head down to move my mouth near it. It bobbed in the air before me, long and thick, a glistening drop of white emerging from the thick, dark head. Cal placed his gigantic hands gently on my head and move me toward it. He pressed me down and the tip pressed my lips. I licked the droplet and opened my mouth, guarding my teeth with my lips, and let him hold my head and bob it on it as it stretched my jaws open.

I gazed upward into his face. My jaw opened almost as far as it could as I ran my tongue feverishly around his thick shaft and he responded to me with a rewarding, deep, guttural groan. “That’s it, girl. You’re made for this, sweetheart.” His enormous hands played in my hair. “Love your soft, silky curls. Such a pretty face, too. You look so damn hot with me going in and out. Stuffing it in your face is like heaven and you’re such a living doll.”

With such an effect on him, I couldn’t help being passionate about it. I rested on my elbows with my knees on the pillow and my bottom in the air so I could use my hands to tug and roll his tennis balls and stroke the uncovered portion of his flagpole. I was throbbing in my panties when I sensed them pulled to the side and something pressing against my hole. Something that gave me a lovely sensation. Bob must have arrived. I couldn’t look back with Cal holding my head, but it didn’t matter one bit at that point. I didn’t have to see Bob to feel his wonderful probe.

Hands gripped my hips and pressure applied to the probing flesh and it stretched me and stretched me until I gasped and mumbled around Cal as it entered. Slowly it thrusted deeper in abbreviated strokes until it made it all the way in and cool flesh pressed against my bottom. It began long thrusts and the sensations it drove through my body gave it a tingling and rolling wave of pleasure from my toes to my breasts. It even seemed to come from Cal in my mouth as well.

I closed my eyes and just immersed myself in the enveloping sensations. My breasts swung free beneath me, the cool air on my hard nipples. One hand left my hip and played with a breast while I was now being rammed intensely. The hand left my breast and flew to my hair tangling itself in it, pulling it tightly, making me look up into Cal’s eyes. I whimpered with pleasure around his shaft and gorged on it, wanting his release so badly after tasting his persistent oozing.

The ramming from behind became a steady insertion to the bottom, a slap of skin on it, then nearly a complete withdrawal, then repeated. My breasts, nipples hard and sensitive, swung heavy from my chest in rhythm with the thrusts.

Cal groaned and rolled his head on his shoulders. He squeezed my head tight, looking into my eyes. Both hands grasped my hips and that shaft dove into me deep and hard and seemed it would meet Cal’s, which was almost in my throat at times.

They both swelled and began pulsing inside of me, blasting gobs across my tongue, making me swallow greedily, and gushing into my insides filling me with the joy of proudly achieving a womanly goal.

All that time, my shaft was flailing in the cool air beneath me as it shot copious amounts of ropes onto the pillow on the floor. When they were done injecting me with their passionate releases, the one in my bottom retreated and Cal let my head go. I collapsed spread eagle onto the pillow and was still gushing onto it and humping it furiously. My body stopped clenching and shuddering. I tasted Cals release in my mouth and smiled. I caught my breath.

Cal slid away from me and got dressed, then sat on the couch. Yvette lifted my head by my hair and grabbed my arm to lift me gently to the couch. “Are you okay, Sandra?”

I slumped on the couch and crossed my legs. She wiped a drip off my chin as she fixed my hair with her fingers. “Seems you’re very good at this girl thing. Now your lessons are complete. Congratulations, princess.”

She hugged my arm and kissed my lips gently. “How was it for you?”

“It was wonderful. I’m glad I know now.” I looked around. “Where did Bob go?”

“He told me when he left the club that he had an early flight and couldn’t come over.”

My eyes burst wide open. “What? Then who else was here?”

“No one. Just you, me and Cal.”

“I’m uh... I’m confused.”

“You did what you needed to do with Cal and you wanted us to make love, so I made love to you, my lovely lady.”

I looked her up and down. “Did you use a strap on? I was sure I felt it pulsing inside of me.”

“No strap on honey. I’m a girl like you. Hope that’s not a disappointment. Next time you can be on top if you’d like.” She lifted my top and covered my breasts. She fixed my hair some more. If you want women without something special, you can have them too, of course. But I think you should try me first. I think I’ve found a girl I can spend a long time with, if you’re interested. A very long time. What do you say, neighbor? Get married and move in with me? Then you can sell your house and we can have some new neighbors to teach.”

“Hmm. You for eternity. Money back from the house. New neighbors to teach and guide. Sounds interesting, to say the least.”

Cal kissed my cheek. “See you later, ladies. Thank you for the use of your wonderful assets, Sandra.” He left.

Yvette shook her head. “Isn’t he hot?”

“Very.” I wrapped my leg over Yvette’s and slid my hand under her dress. I wrapped my fingers around her softening shaft and stroked it. “Think I can get you in the mood for my turn on top?”

“Now?”

“Not if you don’t want to.”

“Oh... I do. I want your gorgeous woman-splitting shaft deep inside of me, connecting us together while looking into your eyes and you telling me you love me when you finally get another one off. It could take a while to end, given what we both just did. A lovely while.”

Yvette wrapped her arm around my neck and kissed me deeply. Her hand slid under my dress as we both readied each other so I could breed my wife-to-be like she bred me.

I broke the kiss, and I sniffed her hair. “I love you, neighbor. It’s sad we won’t be able to call each other that.”

“Yes. But now we can call each other wife. I always wanted a wife.”

“Me too.”


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 books, both fiction and non-fiction, go to:

Amazon:

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