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The Girls Next Door



The first thing I noticed when I pulled my car into the cracked driveway was how quiet the street was. The little triplex looked almost too quaint, like something pulled out of a neighborhood brochure. My new home was the middle unit, wedged between two others with mirrored windows and small porches. I killed the engine, sat for a moment in the heat, and told myself this was a fresh start. No roommates, no noisy upstairs neighbors, just me and whatever this new chapter was supposed to be.

I had barely hauled the first box out of my trunk before a door creaked open to my right. A woman stepped out, balancing a Tupperware container against her hip. She was petite but curvy, with honey-blonde hair braided over one shoulder and a soft smile that hit me square in the chest. She wore a pale sundress with a little bow tied at the waist, looking cute as a button.

“Hi!” she called, crossing her porch. “You must be the new neighbor.”

I nodded, fumbling with the box in my arms. “Yeah, Kyle. Just moved in today.”

She closed the short distance between us, eyes bright, and held out the container. “I’m Claire. I baked muffins this morning. Figured you might not have much food yet.”

I set down my box, more interested in getting to know the cute neighbor than bringing it inside. The scent of blueberries and sugar drifted up the second I took the muffins from her. I almost forgot to answer. “That’s… really nice of you. Thanks.”

Her gaze lingered on me, head tilted like she was taking in more than my name. “Let me know if you need help unpacking. I don’t mind lending a hand.” She brushed a strand of hair behind her ear, the move almost shy, but her eyes held mine.

I’d always thought of myself as invisible in crowds, the kind of guy women overlooked in favor of taller, broader men. Having someone like her beam that kind of attention at me felt impossible. I tried to swallow down the nervous flutter in my chest.

Before I could say anything else, a low laugh carried from the other side of the triplex.

“Well, well,” came a voice, rich and teasing. “Claire’s already trying to feed the poor guy.”

I turned to see another woman leaning against the doorframe of the opposite unit. She was tall and lean, her dark hair falling in waves around her sharp cheekbones. She wore cut-off shorts and a tank top that clung to her curves, one hand resting on her hip, the other holding a cigarette she didn’t seem in any hurry to smoke.

Where Claire radiated warmth, Raven oozed confidence. Her eyes swept over me in a way that made my stomach tighten.

“I’m Raven,” she said, lips curving into a smirk. “Looks like we’re going to be neighbors.”

I mumbled a hello, suddenly very aware of the sweat on my back and the fact that I was standing between two women who could have stepped off opposite ends of a fantasy.

Raven’s gaze flicked to Claire, then back to me. “Careful with her muffins. She may look sweet, but I wouldn’t put it past her to poison someone. It’s always the ones you least expect.”

“The only person I’d poison is you, Raven.” Claire gave her an exasperated look, though her smile didn’t fade. “Ignore her. She likes to act tough, but she’s harmless.”

Raven laughed again, low and throaty. “If you want someone to show you a real good time, come to me. Not Claire with her tea parties.”

Heat rose to my face, though whether it was embarrassment or excitement, I couldn’t tell. My throat felt dry, and I gripped the muffin container like a lifeline.

Claire crossed her arms, rolling her eyes. “Don’t listen to her. If you’d like, Kyle, you can come by for tea one afternoon. It’s a nice way to settle in.” Her voice softened, coaxing, as if she knew I needed an anchor in the whirlwind of moving.

Raven arched a brow, clearly amused, and blew out a puff of smoke into the air though she hadn’t actually lit her cigarette. “See? Tea already. Riveting. You two can chat like old ladies.”

The two of them looked at each other, the kind of look that said they’d played this game before. I wondered how long they’d lived here together and how many other people had lived between them. Claire sighed, Raven smirked, and I was caught right in the middle.

I set the muffins on top of my box and picked up both in my arms, trying to hide the grin tugging at my lips. “Tea sounds good,” I said, glancing back at Claire.

Her face lit up like I’d handed her a gift. “Great. I’ll let you get settled first. Welcome, Kyle.” She touched my arm lightly before retreating back to her porch.

Raven gave a little wave, eyes lingering on me in a way that made my pulse race. “See you around, neighbor.”

When the doors closed behind them, I was left in the middle of the driveway, heart thudding like I’d stumbled into some kind of dream.

I didn’t know what to think. Claire’s sweetness, Raven’s sharp edge—it was like being pulled in two directions at once. All I knew was that I hadn’t even unpacked my bed yet, and somehow, both of my neighbors had already managed to crawl under my skin.
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Claire’s porch was small, just enough room for a wicker loveseat, a little side table, and a pair of planters brimming with flowers that looked like they belonged in a magazine. She’d set out two mismatched mugs of tea, steam curling into the warm air, and waved me over like we’d been neighbors for years instead of a day.

I sat down across from her, trying to act casual even though every nerve in my body was buzzing. Claire had traded her sundress for a soft cardigan and shorts, the kind that left her legs bare and glowing in the afternoon light. My eyes kept straying to the curve of her thighs, the way the neckline of her top dipped just enough to show a hint of cleavage when she leaned forward. I kept reminding myself not to stare, but it was impossible. I had never spent one-on-one time with a woman who looked like her, let alone had her attention focused squarely on me.

She wrapped her hands around her mug and smiled. “So, what do you do for work, Kyle?”

I cleared my throat, buying time with a sip of tea. “I’m in IT support. Kind of the guy who swoops in when someone’s computer crashes or a system goes down.”

Her eyes widened with something like admiration. “That sounds important. I’d panic if my computer broke—I do a lot of freelance editing from home. I guess that makes us both homebodies.”

I laughed, though it came out a little self-conscious. “I tend to be the punching bag at work. Most people just panic and yell at me, so it’s nice to hear someone actually say it sounds important.”

“Well, it is important,” she said, her voice firm but warm. “You help people keep their lives running. Don’t downplay that. Ignore what others are saying to you.”

Her words hit me harder than I expected. I wasn’t used to being praised, especially not by someone as stunning as her. I felt my ears burning and set my mug down so I wouldn’t fumble it. “It does get stressful, though. Always on call, weird hours, and I can’t remember the last time I slept through the night without waking up three times to check emails.”

Claire’s expression softened. She reached over, her fingers brushing my wrist like it was the most natural thing in the world. The touch sent a jolt through me, as if she’d pressed a secret button under my skin.

“You poor thing,” she murmured. “You look like you carry the weight of the world on your shoulders.” She hesitated for a moment, then tilted her head, that braid sliding forward over her shoulder. “Can I give you something that might help?”

I blinked at her, confused. “Like what?”

She stood and disappeared inside for a moment, returning with a small amber bottle. She set it on the table between us, the capsules inside catching the light. “These are herbal supplements I take when I’m stressed. All natural. They help me relax at night and I sleep like a baby. I swear by them.”

I picked up the bottle, turning it over in my hands. The label looked harmless enough, some fancy logo with leaves curling around the letters. Still, the idea of a neighbor handing me pills on the second day we’d met was a little surreal.

Claire must have seen the hesitation in my face because she leaned closer, her hand sliding over mine to steady the bottle. “I’m not trying to push anything on you,” she said softly. “Just… if you’re really having trouble sleeping, they could help. You don’t have to take them. But I hate seeing you so tense already.”

Her thumb brushed over my knuckles, so tender and soft, and my breath caught in my throat. That tiny gesture unraveled every argument I’d been trying to form.

I smiled awkwardly, heart pounding. I wanted to be polite. I didn’t have to take them just because she gave them to me. I could take them home for now and let them sit in the back of my medicine cabinet.

I slipped the bottle into my pocket, feeling like I’d just been handed something far more intimate than a stress remedy. My skin still tingled where she’d touched me.

We talked for a while longer about nothing—favorite takeout places, little details about the neighborhood and who were the nosiest neighbors. I laughed more than I usually did, and every time her eyes sparkled at something I said, I felt a little lighter, a little more like I belonged here.

By the time I left her porch, the bottle of capsules weighed heavy in my pocket, but so did the memory of her fingers on my wrist and her voice telling me she admired what I did. I hadn’t even unpacked half my boxes, but somehow, Claire had already made me restless and excited all at once.
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The next afternoon I came back from running errands with grocery bags cutting into my hands, and Raven was already waiting. She leaned against the post of her porch like she’d been there for hours, her long legs crossed at the ankle, phone in one hand, a brown paper shopping bag in the other.

“Hey, neighbor,” she called, her smirk already tugging at the corner of her lips. “Perfect timing. I was just about to knock.”

I set the bags down on my step and tried not to look like I was staring. She had on ripped jeans that hugged her hips and a black crop top that rode up whenever she shifted her weight. Her hair fell loose and messy around her shoulders, the kind of look that didn’t seem contrived. Instead, it made her a natural beauty.

“What’s up?” I asked, trying to sound casual.

She held the bag out. “Cleaning out my closet. Figured you might know a girl who’d wear this stuff.”

I took it, confused by how light it felt. Inside, I caught glimpses of fabric—skirts, blouses, even a glimpse of lace that had my ears burning. “Uh, thanks?” I laughed, shifting it in my hands. “That’s… random.”

“Not random,” she said, brushing past me to glance inside my half-unpacked living room. “I hate wasting good clothes. Thought maybe you had a sister, a friend, whatever. If not, donate them. No big deal.”

I was confused. Certainly, Raven knew some other women. Why was she passing them along to me? But I didn’t want to argue. I didn’t want to give Raven a reason to avoid me.

She didn’t sound embarrassed in the slightest. If anything, she looked amused at how awkward I felt just holding the bag.

“Have you had your special tea time with Claire yet?” she asked suddenly, eyes sharp on mine.

I hesitated. “Yeah, yesterday. She invited me over.”

Raven snorted softly, shaking her head. “Figures. She loves playing hostess. She’s probably already planning out which muffins she’s gonna bake for you next.”

I gave a helpless shrug, not wanting to fan the flames of whatever rivalry this was. “She was nice. That’s all.”

Raven hummed like she didn’t believe me, then gave me a smile that was almost predatory. “Let me show you what a real good time looks like. Want to pour me a drink? Since I brought you a gift and everything.”

A gift? Did she mean the bag of girl clothes I was now tasked with disposing of? Raven was hot, but she was a little strange and I was still struggling to figure her out.

But something in her tone made it hard to say no to inviting her in for drinks, so I went with it. “Sure. Come in.”

She followed me inside, her eyes flicking over the half-open boxes, the bare walls, the mess of cords trailing out from my desk setup. I grabbed a beer from the fridge and handed it to her.

Her long fingers brushed mine on purpose when she accepted the can. Then she settled onto my couch, legs spread just enough to draw my eyes before she tilted her head at me.

“So, what do you do for work?”

I paused, wondering why her and Claire had asked me the same question. I shook off the suspicion. It was a perfectly standard question to ask and was probably just a coincidence.

“I work in IT.”

“ Do you like it?”

I shrugged. “Not really, but it pays the bills.”

“Mm.” She sipped her beer, then leaned back, eyes roaming over me without shame. “You don’t look like some nerd hunched over a keyboard. In fact you seem kind of...well, nevermind.”

I laughed nervously, heat creeping into my face. “What?”

“Well, you seem kind of girly.”

My heart sank. Girls weren’t attracted to girly men. And I’d never thought of myself that way before.

Her gaze lingered, sharp and knowing. “Relax. I meant it as a compliment. You’re the type that takes care of people, aren’t you? The kind of guy who is a real sweetheart.”

I swallowed hard, caught between flattery and confusion. “I… don’t know. Maybe?”

“But you’re definitely straight. Not flamboyant or anything like that.”

My cheeks burned. I wasn’t sure where this conversation was going.

She smirked. “Don’t get shy now. I saw you checking me out on the porch.”

My chest went tight. “Sorry. I didn’t mean—”

“Don’t apologize.” She leaned forward, her top dipping low enough that my eyes darted down before I could stop myself. “I don’t mind. Hell, I like it. It’s cute.”

The word cute coming from her lips made me feel ten years younger, but also so wound up I didn’t know where to put my hands. She was clearly flirting, or at least I thought she was. But I didn’t know if she wanted to simply tease me or if she wanted me to make some kind of move. I wanted to touch her, but I was frozen.

Before I could say anything else, her phone buzzed. She glanced at the screen, sighed, and stood, all fluid grace and teasing hips. “I’ve got to run. But…” She paused at the door, looking back over her shoulder. “We’ll continue this later. Don’t think you can hide from me.”

And then she was gone, leaving me standing in the middle of my living room with the bag of clothes still sitting by the door and my pulse hammering like I’d just run a race.

I barely made it to my bedroom before giving in, groceries be damned. I dropped onto the mattress, shoved a hand down the front of my jeans, and let the images crash over me—Claire with her soft sweetness and muffins, Raven with her sharp tongue and bare midriff. I imagined both of them leaning over me, their hands on my chest, their lips at my ear. My body jerked with each stroke, every nerve straining tighter until release took me hard, the sound of my own breathing filling the room.

When it was over, I lay there, flushed and sweaty, staring at the ceiling. I couldn’t believe this was only my third day here. And somehow, both of my neighbors had already tangled themselves in my head so completely I didn’t know what to do with myself.
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That night I couldn’t shut my brain off.

I lay in bed staring at the ceiling fan, its blades circling lazily in the darkness. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw Claire’s soft smile, the way she’d touched my wrist like it was something precious. Then Raven would crash in, all sharp edges and confidence, her smirk daring me to admit how badly I wanted her.

The more I tried not to think about them, the harder it got. My body hummed with restless energy, my chest tight, my cock half-hard just from the memory of their voices. I shifted under the sheets, groaning, frustrated at how impossible it felt to relax.

My hand brushed against the nightstand, and I remembered the little amber bottle Claire had pressed into my palm. All natural, she’d said. Helps me sleep like a baby.

I held it in the glow of the bedside lamp, turning it over. Part of me felt stupid for even considering it—taking pills from a neighbor I barely knew. But I was desperate. One night of real rest didn’t sound like too much to ask.

“Fine,” I muttered to myself, shaking a capsule into my hand. “Just one.”

I swallowed it down with a sip of water and slid back under the covers. For a while, nothing changed. My thoughts still raced, tangled with images of Claire in her sundress, Raven in her crop top, both of them looking at me like I was caught in the middle of something I didn’t understand.

But then the edges of my mind started to soften, like fog rolling in. My eyelids grew heavy, and before I knew it, sleep dragged me under.

That’s when the dreams came.

I was back in my living room, boxes scattered everywhere, only this time Claire and Raven were both there. Claire leaned over me with a tray of muffins, only when she bent forward her sundress slipped off her shoulders, revealing bare skin underneath. Raven circled behind me, her breath hot against my ear as her fingers skimmed my chest.

They moved in sync, one soft, one demanding—Claire kissing the corner of my mouth, Raven’s hand sliding lower, teasing. I couldn’t tell where one ended and the other began. Heat surged through me as they whispered things I couldn’t quite catch, my body caught between them, needing both, needing more.

The dream twisted hotter, their laughter low and hungry, my body arching toward every touch. It was overwhelming, dizzying, and yet it felt inevitable, like I’d been meant to fall into their hands from the very first moment I met them.

I woke with a gasp, sweat cooling on my skin, my sheets twisted around me. My cock strained hard against my boxers, the pulse in my chest loud enough to hurt.

The clock read 3:14 a.m., and all I could do was lie there, staring into the dark, replaying every detail. If the supplement was supposed to calm me down, it had only left me more tangled in them than ever.
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The supplement started working. A few weeks slipped by before I even realized I’d fallen into a rhythm. Every night I took one of Claire’s supplements with a glass of water, and every morning I woke up feeling rested in a way I hadn’t in years. It was addictive in its own way—the calm, the easy sleep, the sense that I could breathe again without carrying the weight of a thousand little worries.

But there was something else too. Something I couldn’t explain as easily. My skin looked clearer in the mirror, softer somehow, and the rough edge I’d always hated about my jawline seemed less harsh. I told myself it was just the sleep. Stress had been eating me alive, and now that I was actually resting, my body was recovering. Simple as that. At least, that’s what I tried to believe.

It was a warm afternoon when I ran into Raven again. I’d been taking the trash out, minding my own business, when she came sauntering across the shared driveway in denim cutoffs and a faded tank top that clung to her curves. Her hair was piled on top of her head in a messy bun, and she still managed to look like she belonged on a magazine cover.

I still hadn’t done anything with the bag of clothes she’d given me.

“Well, look at you,” she drawled, eyes sweeping over me in a way that made my chest tighten. “Your skin’s practically glowing. What’s your secret?”

I laughed awkwardly, shifting the trash bag in my hand. “Guess I’ve been sleeping better lately.”

She stepped closer, close enough that I could smell the faint trace of vanilla lotion on her skin. Her fingers reached out, grazing my forearm like she was checking the texture for herself. “Mmm. Smooth,” she teased. “Almost softer than mine.”

Heat shot up the back of my neck. “You’re exaggerating.”

Her grin widened. “Not even a little.”

The air between us buzzed with something unfamiliar, and for a second, I thought she was going to lean in even closer. My pulse kicked hard in my chest, caught somewhere between nerves and anticipation.

That was when Claire’s front door opened.

She stepped out holding a watering can, her sundress fluttering around her knees. Her eyes landed on Raven’s hand still resting against my arm, and something flickered in her expression. Raven noticed it too, because she pulled back slowly, her smirk never faltering.

“Well,” Raven said smoothly, glancing between the two of us, “I think Claire might be jealous that I was touching you.” She leaned close enough to drop her voice, though loud enough that Claire could still hear. “I heard she’s got a little crush on you.”

My mouth went dry. “You heard from who?”

Raven tapped her temple with one long finger. “A little birdie.”

And just like that, she winked, turned on her heel, and disappeared into her unit, leaving me standing there like an idiot.

Claire gave me a quick wave, cheeks pink, before hurrying back inside herself. The slam of her door left the whole driveway feeling strangely quiet, like the world had shifted in some subtle way I couldn’t quite pin down.

I stood there for a long moment, staring at the spot where Raven had touched me, my skin still tingling. My thoughts spun in circles, tangled between Claire’s soft sweetness, Raven’s bold teasing, and the way they seemed to orbit around me in ways I didn’t fully understand.

All I knew was that I’d never had women like this paying attention to me before, and the thrill of it was impossible to ignore. Even if it left me more unsettled than ever.
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The bag Raven had dropped off sat in the corner of my bedroom for weeks, untouched. I told myself I’d donate it like she suggested, but every time I caught sight of it, something in me tightened. Tonight, when the house was quiet and the only light came from the little lamp by my bed, I finally gave in.

I crouched down, pulled out the bag, and opened it. The faint scent of perfume rose up, a mix of powdery sweetness and something muskier I couldn’t place. Inside were folds of fabric. Skirts, silky blouses, even a scrap of lace that looked like it had no business in a donation pile. Seriously, who donates panties?

I ran my fingers over the clothes slowly, almost tenderly. The fabrics felt impossibly soft, nothing like the rough T-shirts and jeans stacked in my own drawers. I tried to picture Raven wearing them, or Claire. Both of them flashed in my mind so vividly it made my chest ache.

Pulling out a blouse, pale pink and sheer, I stood in front of the mirror. I didn’t put it on, just pressed it against my chest. I didn’t know why, it wasn’t like I was going to wear it. Still, the curiosity nagged me. What would it look like against my softer skin?

The reflection staring back at me made my stomach twist. For weeks I’d been noticing changes I couldn’t explain. The two faint mounds on my chest that had started as puffiness were swelling more now, enough to catch the fabric when I held it against me. My nipples looked darker, felt more sensitive than they ever had before. Sometimes a shirt brushing across them was enough to make me shiver.

I shifted my weight, caught sight of my hips. They weren’t slim anymore. Fat had begun to gather there, softening my outline, giving me curves that hadn’t been there before. My ass, too—I couldn’t deny how round it looked, fuller, as if my body was deliberately sculpting itself into something else. Something feminine.

And my eyes. I leaned closer to the mirror, startled all over again. They looked bigger somehow, the brown brighter, almost shining. The overall effect was subtle but impossible to miss.

I pressed the blouse tighter against my chest, imagining for just a second what it would feel like if I really filled it out. The thought made me flush hot all over. Shame and excitement tangled together in my gut, and I dropped the blouse back into the bag like it had burned me.

But I couldn’t stop.

My hand landed on something lacy, and when I pulled it free, my breath caught. A pair of panties. They were black, delicate, with a tiny satin bow at the waistband. They looked too small for me, but I couldn’t put them back. My hands were shaking as I stepped out of my boxers, then slid the panties up my thighs.

The fabric clung tighter than I expected, stretching over me, and for a moment I thought I’d rip them. But then they settled into place, snug against my skin. I stared at myself in the mirror, my cock straining against the thin lace, the bow resting just below my navel, and I almost couldn’t breathe.

God, I shouldn’t have liked it. I shouldn’t have felt the rush that spread through me, hot and dizzying, but I did. My hands trembled as I traced the waistband, then slipped lower, cupping myself through the fabric. The sensation was different, sharper somehow, and my knees went weak.

I sank down on the edge of the bed, unable to stop touching myself. My palm slid over the smooth front of the panties, then beneath them, curling around my cock. The lace stretched tight, dragging across my shaft with every stroke, and the friction made me gasp.

I pictured Claire’s gentle smile, the way her fingers had lingered on my wrist, her voice soft when she’d told me she admired me. Then Raven’s smirk crashed in, her hips shifting in those cutoff shorts, her voice low as she told me I was the kind of man who took care of women. The two of them tangled together in my mind—Claire’s sweetness, Raven’s boldness—until I didn’t know whose name I wanted to moan more.

I stroked faster, the panties sliding down just enough to bare me to the cool air, but I couldn’t stop imagining the bow against my skin, the lace hugging my hips like it belonged there. My body arched, my breath came in ragged bursts, and my nipples tingled as if they were begging for attention.

“Fuck,” I groaned, jerking harder, caught between shame and the most unbearable pleasure I’d ever felt. My thighs tightened, hips lifting, the lace biting into my skin just enough to make it better. The orgasm tore through me, sudden and blinding. My cock pulsed, spilling hot against my hand and the front of the panties, soaking them in a way that should have horrified me but only made the release feel more raw, more real.

I collapsed back onto the bed, chest heaving, staring up at the ceiling. The room smelled faintly of sex and perfume, the bag of clothes still spilling onto the floor.

I should have felt disgusted. I should have pulled the panties off, shoved everything back in the bag, locked it away where I couldn’t touch it again.

But all I could think about was how much I wanted more.

I should’ve stopped after the panties. I told myself I would. But the bag sat open on the floor, spilling fabric across the carpet, taunting me with all the possibilities I hadn’t yet dared to touch.

One piece in particular caught my eye. A dress, silky and pale blue, the kind of thing that would hug every curve. I picked it up, letting the material spill over my hands. It was soft, almost weightless, and the more I stared at it, the harder it became to resist.

My heart pounded as I pulled the dress over my head. The fabric slid down my body like it belonged there, settling around my hips, grazing the tops of my thighs. In the mirror, I barely recognized myself. The dress clung to the subtle swells of my chest, the way my nipples pressed against the thin fabric. It skimmed over the curve of my hips and hugged the new fullness of my ass.

I turned from side to side, stomach twisting with a mix of shame and exhilaration. I looked ridiculous. And yet, for the first time in my life, I also looked… right.

A sudden knock at the front door jolted me so hard I nearly fell over.

“Shit,” I whispered, clutching the hem of the dress.

Another knock, lighter this time. Then a familiar voice. “Kyle? It’s Claire.”

Panic shot through me. My heart hammered against my ribs, the blood rushing in my ears. I didn’t move. If I stayed perfectly still, maybe she’d think I wasn’t home and leave.

But the silence stretched, and then I heard the soft creak of footsteps on the porch. I froze as a shadow passed across the window.

“Kyle?” she called again, and I knew she’d seen me.

I couldn’t breathe. My face burned hot, shame crashing over me in a suffocating wave. Any second now she’d laugh, or worse, she’d pity me.

The door clicked open. I’d forgotten to lock it.

Claire stepped inside, closing it gently behind her. Her eyes found me immediately, standing in the middle of the bedroom in that borrowed dress, trembling like a criminal caught in the act.

For a long, terrible second, neither of us spoke.

Then she smiled. Soft. Kind. Not mocking. Not cruel. She crossed the room, her sundress whispering against her legs, and stopped right in front of me.

“Hey,” she said gently, like I was a frightened animal she didn’t want to spook. “You look beautiful.”

My throat closed. “Claire, I—I wasn’t—this isn’t—”

“Shh.” She reached up, brushing the hair back from my damp forehead. Her fingers threaded through, stroking lightly, and I shivered at the tenderness of it. “It’s okay. Really. Let me help you.”

I stood frozen as she stepped behind me, tugging the straps of the dress into place. “These were twisted,” she murmured, fixing them carefully, her fingertips grazing my skin and leaving goosebumps in their wake.

Then she circled me slowly, her eyes never leaving mine in the mirror. “Relax your shoulders. There you go. Stand tall. You don’t have to hide.”

Her voice was low, coaxing, each word wrapping around me until my shame loosened its grip. I let out a shaky breath, shifting the way she directed, and the reflection staring back at me felt less like a mistake and more like… something I could accept.

Claire’s hand slid down my arm, her touch warm and steady. “See?” she whispered. “You’re stunning.”

My chest ached. No one had ever said that to me before, not like this, not with such absolute certainty. The kindness in her eyes was almost too much to bear.

“I don’t understand,” I said, my voice raw. “Why aren’t you—why aren’t you laughing?”

She smiled again, soft and secretive. “Because there’s nothing funny about this. You deserve to feel good in your own skin.”

Her words sank deep, deeper than I wanted to admit. I nodded, barely, and she rewarded me with a squeeze of my hand.

For a moment, the room went quiet except for the sound of our breathing. I was aware of every point where her body was close to mine, of the warmth radiating from her skin, of the way her braid brushed against her shoulder as she leaned in.

Then, so delicately I almost thought I imagined it, she pressed her lips to my cheek.

But she didn’t pull away. Her mouth lingered, warm and soft against my skin, and I could feel the faintest flutter of her breath. She turned her head just enough that her lips grazed the corner of mine, teasing, testing.

My breath hitched. I didn’t dare move, terrified of breaking the spell, but when I didn’t flinch, she tilted closer, letting her lips brush mine fully this time. The kiss was unhurried, almost tender, yet charged with something that made every nerve in my body spark.

Her hand rose to cradle my jaw, guiding me deeper, her tongue flicking lightly against my lower lip. I parted for her without thinking, heat flooding through me as our mouths met in a slow, sensual slide that left me trembling.

When she finally drew back, her lips still hovered close, her forehead resting lightly against mine. “See?” she whispered, voice husky. “Beautiful.”

And then she gave my hand one last squeeze, turned, and slipped out as quietly as she’d come.

The door clicked shut, leaving me alone again in the silence of my bedroom, my lips swollen and tingling from the kiss.

I still didn’t understand why she’d come over in the first place. She never did say.

I stood there in the dress, breathless, my skin still tingling where she’d touched me, my lips burning with the memory of her kiss.

For the first time since I’d moved in, I wasn’t sure if I was terrified of what was happening to me… or if I wanted to chase it as far as it could go.
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My body thrummed with a heat I couldn’t shake. She hadn’t just seen me in a dress. She’d kissed me, guided me, made me feel beautiful in a way I couldn’t stop replaying in my head.

I peeled the dress off slowly, almost reluctantly, as if part of me thought she might walk back in if I kept it on. The fabric slipped down my body, catching against the small swells on my chest before pooling at my feet. I stepped out of the panties, practically ruined with my cum.

My nipples were hard, sensitive, reacting to even the brush of cotton when I pulled on my T-shirt. My hips looked wrong in my jeans, the denim biting into new curves that hadn’t been there a month ago. Even my ass filled out the seat in a way that made me pause in front of the mirror, cheeks burning.

I told myself I had to stop. To lock the bag of clothes away, to never swallow another one of Claire’s pills. But when I closed my eyes, I could still feel her lips on mine, soft and lingering, like a promise.

I was still caught in that haze later that evening when Raven found me outside.

I’d stepped onto the driveway to grab a package from the stoop when her door swung open. She leaned against the frame, watching me with that unreadable smirk, her hair falling loose around her shoulders. She wore a tank top that bared her midriff and shorts cut high on her thighs, and she moved toward me with the easy confidence of someone who knew exactly what effect she had.

“Well, don’t you look different,” she said, circling me slowly like a predator. Her eyes swept over me, lingering on my chest, then sliding down to my hips. “Much more feminine than the last time I saw you. Don’t you agree?”

My mouth went dry. “What are you talking about?” Why did I feel like I was some sort of prey caught in a trap?

She stepped closer, close enough that the heat of her skin reached me. Her hand skimmed my arm, her nails grazing lightly. “You’re so much softer,” she murmured. “Your face… smoother. And these—” Her eyes dropped to my chest, where my shirt stretched faintly over the swelling beneath. “Fuller.”

I backed a step, but she followed, her grin widening. “Don’t be shy. It’s a good look on you.”

“Raven…” My voice cracked, unsteady. “This isn’t funny.”

She tilted her head, lips curling. “Does it look like I’m joking?”

Before I could answer, she grabbed my shirt and yanked me closer, crashing her mouth onto mine. The kiss was nothing like Claire’s. Claire had been soft, careful, coaxing. Raven was hungry. Her lips moved against mine with raw insistence, her tongue pushing past my lips before I had the sense to resist.

I gasped into her mouth, stunned by the force of it, but she only pressed harder, pinning me back against the siding of the building. My shoulder blades hit wood, her body flush against mine, all heat and need. One of her hands fisted the front of my shirt, the other sliding boldly under the hem to skim my stomach. Her palm was hot and sure, fingers grazing the edge of the softness gathering on my hips.

“See?” she whispered against my mouth, breath hot, “your body wants this.”

Her teeth caught my lower lip and tugged before she dove back in, tongue tangling with mine. My whole body shuddered, caught between panic and raw desire. My nipples tingled just from the friction of her chest pressing into mine, and when her hand crept higher, brushing dangerously close, I almost cried out.

When she finally pulled back, I was dazed, breathing hard. Her eyes glittered with satisfaction. “Mmm. You taste sweet. I can see why Claire likes you. How are her herbs treating you?”

The words hit me like a slap. My stomach dropped, the pieces clicking together in a rush. The herbs. The supplements. Claire’s kindness. Raven’s teasing. They weren’t rivals. They were in on this. Together.

My voice shook. “You… you’re both—”

Raven cut me off with another kiss, rougher this time, devouring.

A shiver tore through me. Betrayal twisted with arousal in my gut, leaving me dizzy, scared, and impossibly turned on. I wanted to push her away. I wanted to drag her closer. I wanted to demand answers, and I wanted to surrender to the way her mouth claimed me like I already belonged to her.

Her fingers slid higher under my shirt, grazing the small swells on my chest. My breath broke into a ragged moan, shame and pleasure colliding as her thumb brushed over a nipple, the sensitive peak hardening instantly. She chuckled against my mouth, hungry and satisfied at once.

“You’re already changing,” she said, voice low, lips dragging across my jaw before sealing over mine again. “And it looks so fucking good on you.”

Her kisses grew rougher, needier, her hips pressing hard into mine until I could feel the full weight of her body grinding against me. My cock strained, trapped awkwardly in my jeans, desperate for release. She angled her thigh between my legs and rocked, deliberate, pulling a guttural sound out of me I couldn’t stop.

“There it is,” she breathed, mouth hot against my ear. Her hand trailed lower this time, slipping beneath the waistband of my jeans, fingertips grazing the top of my boxers. “You’d let me, wouldn’t you? You’d let me take it all the way right here.”

I sucked in a breath, dizzy, torn between yanking her hand away and arching into her touch. My hips betrayed me first, jerking forward, begging without words.

She laughed softly, wickedly pleased, and pressed her lips to mine again—rough, devouring—before pulling back just enough to leave me aching for more. Her hand slid out of my jeans, trailing across my hip with a final, taunting squeeze.

“We’re just getting started, sweetheart,” she whispered, her voice dripping with promise.

Then she released me, stepping back with that lazy sway of her hips, smirk sharp as ever.

“Sleep tight, Kyle.”

And then she was gone, slipping back into her unit, leaving me breathless against the wall, my lips swollen, my cock throbbing, my skin still buzzing where she’d touched me.
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By the time I worked up the courage to knock on Claire’s door, my pulse was thrumming so hard I thought I’d be sick. My lips were still swollen from Raven’s kiss, my shirt stretched awkwardly from where she’d fisted it, and the memory of her hand sliding under my waistband haunted me every time I took a breath.

I wanted answers. Needed them.

Claire answered almost immediately, wearing one of her soft floral dresses, her braid loose this time, strands of hair framing her face. She smiled like nothing was wrong, like I hadn’t been kissed half-senseless by our neighbor a few minutes ago, and her before that.

“Kyle,” she said warmly. “Come in.”

I stepped inside, the scent of baked bread and lavender hitting me, grounding me just enough to keep standing. My voice came out rough. “Claire… I need to ask you something.”

Her expression softened, but she didn’t look surprised. She guided me toward the couch with a hand on my arm, her touch light, and I sank down before I could lose my nerve.

“It’s about Raven,” I blurted, then shook my head. “No. It’s about you both. What’s going on?”

Claire sat beside me, folding her legs gracefully. She didn’t deny it. Instead, she tilted her head, studying me the way she always did. Like she could see through me. “You already know, don’t you?”

My throat tightened. “I know you’re not enemies. I know you’ve been… working together. But why? What are you doing to me?”

For a long moment, she was silent. Then she reached out, cupping my cheek with her palm. “Kyle, Raven and I are friends. More than friends, actually. Lovers. We’ve been for years.”

The words hit me like a strike to the chest. I blinked at her, stunned. “So all that fighting, the teasing—”

“Was for you,” she said softly. “To keep you guessing. To keep you off balance. It’s easier to guide someone when they’re distracted.”

I swallowed hard, my stomach flipping. “Guide me where?”

She smiled gently, her thumb stroking my jaw. “Toward yourself. Toward who you really are.” Her hand slipped lower, brushing down my chest until it cupped one of the small mounds that had been growing there. Her fingers pressed lightly over the sensitive bud of my nipple. “You’ve felt the changes, haven’t you? Your body is softer. Your heart, too. You’re blossoming into what you were always meant to be.”

A tremor shot through me, half fear, half unbearable heat. “You… you did this on purpose.”

Her eyes held mine, unflinching. “Yes. You’re not the first, Kyle. Raven and I have helped others before. Men who were meant to be women. Men who just needed a little nudge to find what they’d been denying their whole lives.”

My head spun. “You’re insane.”

Claire only smiled, leaning closer, her hand now sliding around to squeeze my ass, her fingers sinking into the new softness there. “Insane… or right?”

A knock at the door made me jolt. Claire rose without hesitation, smoothing her skirt as she went. She opened it, and Raven stepped in, her smirk ready on her lips.

“I came to give you an update,” Raven started, but then her eyes landed on me—sitting there, breathless, still trembling from Claire’s touch. Her smirk sharpened into something bolder. “Ah. Looks like you already found out he knows.”

Claire nodded then glanced back at me, her expression tender. “He deserves honesty.”

Raven closed the door behind her, crossing the room like she owned it. She stopped right in front of me, tilting my chin up with her finger. “Well, sweetheart. How’s it feel to know you’re our new girl?”

I jerked back, heat flushing through me. “I’m not—”

But before I could finish, Claire sat on my other side, taking my hand in hers. “We don’t want to hurt you,” she murmured. “We want you with us. You’ve already felt it. The softness, the calm. Doesn’t it feel right?”

Raven leaned down, her lips grazing my ear. “You’re becoming ours, Kyle. Our third girlfriend. Imagine it—two women who know exactly what you need, touching you, loving you, making you into everything you’ve been too scared to admit you wanted to be.”

My body betrayed me. My chest heaved, nipples aching from the brush of Claire’s fingers earlier, my cock straining against my jeans just from the husky heat of Raven’s words.

“You can’t fight this forever,” Claire whispered, her lips brushing my temple. “You don’t have to.”

I shook my head weakly, desperate to hold onto some part of myself. “I can’t—this isn’t—”

Raven silenced me with a hard kiss, rough and possessive, her tongue demanding. Claire’s hand slid back to my chest, cupping me fully this time, squeezing my swelling mound as if it were already a breast. My moan broke into the kiss, helpless.

When Raven pulled back, she grinned, satisfied. “You taste like surrender already.”

Claire’s lips touched my jaw, trailing kisses down to my neck. “Just say it, Kyle. Say you can’t fight us anymore.”

Their hands were everywhere—Raven’s on my thigh, sliding higher, Claire’s squeezing my ass like it belonged to her. Heat flooded me, dizzying, impossible to deny. My protests crumbled into ragged breaths, into the sounds of want I couldn’t swallow down.

Finally, my voice cracked out in a whisper, raw and broken. “I can’t fight you anymore.”

Both women smiled, triumphant, their eyes glittering with promise. And for the first time, I didn’t feel like I’d lost. I felt like I was exactly where they wanted me to be.

“Run the water,” Claire said gently. Raven stood and entered the bathroom. “Warm, not too hot.”

Claire followed, pulling me along. My pulse raced. “What… what’s going on?”

Raven leaned against the sink, arms folded beneath her breasts, smirk curling her lips. “You’re tense. We’re going to fix that. Start by cleaning you up.”

The tub filled, steam curling into the air, carrying the scent of melons from whatever Claire had poured in. My stomach knotted tighter with every passing second.

Claire turned, her braid slipping forward over one shoulder. “Take off your clothes, Kyle. You won’t need them for this.”

My mouth went dry. “Here?”

“Yes,” Raven said, pushing off the sink, closing the distance until she was right in front of me. She tugged at the hem of my shirt with quick fingers. “Here. Now.”

I couldn’t move. Not until Claire stepped behind me, her hands soft on my sides. “It’s okay. Let us.”

Between them, I didn’t stand a chance. Raven pulled my shirt over my head, tossing it aside, while Claire unfastened my jeans and slid them down. When my boxers followed, I stood bare between them, my body trembling.

Their hands roamed me slowly. Claire cupped the swelling mounds of my chest, her thumbs grazing over my hard nipples. Raven squeezed my hips, her nails digging lightly into the soft new flesh that had taken root there. Every touch sent sparks through me, my cock straining hard, aching for release.

I groaned, helpless, but Raven only laughed low in her throat. “Not yet. We’re not letting you come. Not until you’re ready.”

I shuddered, trapped between them, their hands coaxing every nerve alive without ever giving me what I wanted most.

Then Claire whispered against my ear, her breath warm. “We’re going to shave you, Kyle. Smooth you down. Make you soft all over.”

The words jolted through me, shocking and erotic all at once. My cock twitched, precum slicking the tip, and both women felt it. Raven’s laugh turned husky. “Oh, she likes that. Our girl’s full of surprises.”

I froze. Our girl. The phrase hit harder than their hands, but before I could answer, Claire tilted my chin up, kissed my cheek softly, and then turned toward Raven.

What happened next left me breathless.

They kissed. At first slow, exploratory, their lips brushing, parting. Then deeper, hungrier, Raven’s hand sliding into Claire’s braid to pull her close, Claire’s soft moan vibrating into her mouth. I couldn’t look away as their bodies pressed together, kissing and slowly removing each other’s clothes.

Piece by piece, they undressed each other. They stood naked in front of me, and the sight nearly undid me.

Claire’s body was lush, soft curves and creamy skin, her breasts full with dusky nipples that tightened as Raven’s fingers traced them. Raven was leaner, all long lines and toned muscle, her breasts smaller but perky, her hips sharp and enticing. Both of them were wet between their thighs, the scent of their arousal mingling with the lavender steam in the room.

My cock jerked, desperate, as they kissed again, their hands sliding over each other, moans low and breathy. Then, as if remembering me, they turned in unison.

“Get in,” Raven ordered, her smirk sharp as ever.

I stepped into the tub, the warm water lapping at my thighs as I stayed standing. Claire joined me on one side, Raven on the other, their naked bodies glistening in the steam. Each held a razor, the metal gleaming under the bathroom light.

“Hold still,” Claire murmured. “We’ll take care of you.”

And they did.

They started at my chest, sliding the razors gently over my skin, stripping away every trace of hair. Claire’s breasts brushed my arm as she leaned close, her focus soft and intimate, while Raven’s hand gripped my hip to steady me as she shaved lower. Their fingers smoothed shaving cream across my thighs, across my belly, until I was trembling with the sensation.

Each stroke was deliberate, teasing, the glide of the razor followed by the caress of their palms. My cock throbbed, so close to spilling that I had to grit my teeth to hold back.

“You’re doing so well,” Claire whispered, kissing my shoulder between strokes. “Such a good girl for us.”

The words nearly shattered me. My hips jerked, desperate for friction, but Raven’s hand pressed flat against my stomach, holding me still.

“Not yet,” she purred, her lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Good girls wait for their reward.”

By the time they finished, my skin was bare and smooth, tingling everywhere they’d touched. I was panting, sweat mixing with the steam, every muscle tight with the effort of holding back.

They kissed again, razors set aside, their naked bodies pressed to mine from both sides. Their breasts grazed my chest, their hands sliding down my arms, and I thought I’d explode just from being caught between them.

But Claire only smiled, her lips brushing mine for the briefest tease. “Soon,” she whispered.

Raven’s grin was sharper. “We’ll make it worth the wait.”

When the bathwater finally drained, the air was still thick with steam. Droplets slid down Raven’s bare skin in glistening trails, and Claire was the first to move. She reached for a towel and stepped closer, eyes never leaving Raven’s body as she began to blot the water away.

She didn’t rush. Every stroke was unhurried, deliberate, like she wasn’t just drying Raven but savoring her. The towel traced over her shoulders, down the curve of her spine, lingering at the swell of her breasts before slipping lower, caressing the toned length of her thighs. Raven smirked at me over Claire’s shoulder, her eyes heavy-lidded, but she tilted her chin back and let Claire continue. It looked less like a chore and more like worship, as though Claire couldn’t resist touching her lover even with a barrier of cotton between them.

By the time Raven was done, Claire’s own cheeks were flushed. And then they turned to me.

I froze, but Claire only gave me that soft, coaxing smile that always seemed to unravel my defenses. Raven stepped closer too, taking a second towel, and between the two of them I had nowhere to run.

My skin was already buzzing, bare and newly smooth, every nerve standing on edge after their razors had stripped me. Their hands worked in tandem, Raven bold, Claire gentle. Claire dabbed carefully at my chest, her touch lingering at the small mounds swelling there, while Raven swept the towel lower, dragging the fabric along my thighs, letting her palm linger between them far longer than necessary.

Every pass left me shivering, my cock stiffening again despite myself. By the time they finished, I was straining, flushed and aching, but neither of them acknowledged it.

Instead, they slipped into silk robes. Claire chose pale pink that clung softly to her curves, the sash tied neatly at her waist. Raven slid into deep black, the robe falling open enough to tease glimpses of her breasts with every movement. Together they were opposites—light and dark, soft and sultry—but standing side by side they looked like they belonged, two halves of the same desire.

Without a word, they each took one of my hands and guided me out of the bathroom. I followed them into Claire’s bedroom, my feet unsteady, my body humming with anticipation.

Her room glowed in warm lamplight, the bed neatly made with soft blankets, the air faintly sweet with her perfume. But what stole my attention was the pile of lingerie spread across the foot of the bed. Lace panties, a garter belt, sheer stockings, and a strapless dress so tight it looked painted on.

Claire picked up the panties, delicate and pale against her hands. She turned to me with that same patient smile. “For you.”

Heat surged into my cheeks. “I… I can’t—”

Raven cut me off, pressing them into my palm, her eyes gleaming. “You can. And you will.”

The lace felt sinful in my hand, impossibly delicate. My breath hitched as I stepped into them, pulling the fabric up over freshly shaved skin. The sensation was overwhelming. Every inch of lace clung to me, snug and whisper-soft, making my cock twitch inside its thin prison. The waistband hugged my hips, framing the new curves I couldn’t deny anymore. Wrong and right collided in my chest, shame and heat tangling until I couldn’t tell one from the other.

The garter belt followed, the straps snug against my thighs, then the stockings, sheer and smooth, sliding up my legs like a lover’s caress. Claire brought the dress last, pale and strapless, and guided it down over me before zipping it tight from behind. The fabric squeezed every softened line of my body, pushing my chest together just enough that the mounds looked fuller, squeezing my ass until it jutted round and high.

Raven circled me slowly, eyes devouring every inch. She let out a low whistle, lips curving into a grin. “Look at you. Our pretty little slut.”

I flushed hot, shame sparking in my chest—but the words throbbed through me like a pulse, and the truth was I liked them. I liked the sting, the way they made my cock twitch harder against the lace. I couldn’t admit it out loud, but my silence was answer enough.

Claire smoothed her hands down my sides, her touch warm and lingering. “So beautiful,” she whispered, her breath brushing my ear.

But they weren’t finished. Raven produced a blond wig, curls tumbling down as she slid it over my head and adjusted it until the hair framed my face. Claire followed with makeup, steady hands painting color onto my lips, shading my eyes, brushing blush across my cheeks until my reflection blurred into something I barely recognized.

I braced for horror when I looked in the mirror. But it didn’t come. Instead, something strange unfurled in me. The reflection wasn’t foreign. It was alive. The body I saw wasn’t a costume. It was vibrant, startlingly right, like some hidden part of me had been waiting for this all along.

For the first time in years, the weight of stress slid from my shoulders. I felt lighter. Real.

“Good girl,” Claire whispered from behind me, her lips brushing the shell of my ear.

Raven crouched at my feet, setting down a pair of black heels so glossy they gleamed under the lamplight. “Try them.”

I slipped my feet into the shoes, wobbling as I stood. The first steps were awkward, my legs unsteady, but their hands steadied me, guiding me with patience and laughter. Soon I found a rhythm, each step forcing my hips to sway, my ass to bounce with new confidence. My thighs tightened with every motion, my calves flexing, and both women grinned at the sight.

“Now,” Raven purred, voice thick with heat, “bend over the bed. Let’s see those legs in action.”

My pulse roared in my ears. I turned and did as she asked, bracing myself on the mattress and lowering my body. The heels tipped my ass higher, arching my back, my thighs flexing taut beneath the stockings. My muscles trembled, exposed and on display, every nerve alight with shame and arousal.

Behind me, I heard Claire’s soft intake of breath, Raven’s husky chuckle.

“Perfect,” Raven whispered. “Our girl is ready.”

Claire smoothed her hand down my back, her touch soothing as I straightened again. Her eyes shone with something tender, Raven’s with something feral, and together they were overwhelming.

“Stand up,” Claire murmured. “Now the real fun begins.”

And in that moment, standing in lace and silk and heels, a wig framing my face, painted lips still tingling, I felt like I was theirs completely.

Claire’s voice was still warm in my ear when Raven loosened the sash at her waist. The black silk robe slid down her shoulders, puddling at her feet to reveal every line of her body—taut muscle, lean curves, dusky nipples already tight with arousal.

Claire followed, slipping her pale pink robe off more slowly, almost shy, though her body was every bit as breathtaking. Full breasts, soft hips, thighs that begged to be touched. She blushed under my gaze, but then Raven reached for her, and their bodies melted together.

I stood frozen as they began to kiss, deep and hungry, their mouths opening, tongues sliding against each other. Claire moaned softly, Raven answering with a growl low in her throat. Their hands roamed—Claire’s cupping Raven’s ass, Raven’s squeezing one of Claire’s breasts until her nipple peaked harder. The sound of them, the sight of them, made my cock throb so painfully in its lace cage that I thought I might spill just from watching.

Then, together, they turned to me.

They each reached out and took one of my hands, their fingers lacing with mine as they pulled me into the heat between their bodies. Raven guided my hand down her stomach until it rested between her thighs, slick heat already coating my fingertips. Claire did the same, pressing my other hand against her, her folds swollen, her body wet and open for me.

They kissed again, moaning into each other’s mouths as I slipped first one finger, then another inside both of them. They were hot and tight, clenching around me in rhythm, their hips grinding into my hands while their tongues tangled above.

I couldn’t breathe. I couldn’t think. My whole world narrowed to their wet heat, their lips, their moans vibrating against my mouth when they finally pulled me in too.

Raven kissed me first, rough and devouring, her tongue forcing its way past my lips. Claire joined a second later, softer but no less needy, until I was caught between them, three mouths crashing together, tongues tasting, teeth grazing. Their moans filled me, made me feel like I was dissolving into them.

Raven’s hand moved lower, sliding under the hem of my dress. She found me straining, hard and slick with need, the lace panties soaked through. Her palm wrapped around me and squeezed.

“God,” she breathed against my lips, stroking me through the fabric, slow at first, then firmer. “You’re so fucking hard. Bet you’re dying to come for us.”

The friction made me gasp, hips jerking into her grip. Claire kissed my neck, her hand covering mine where it stroked her pussy, urging me deeper inside her. “Not yet,” she whispered, biting my ear gently. “Not until we say.”

I groaned, half-plea, half-surrender. My cock pulsed under Raven’s hand, so close it hurt, but they both held me there, balanced on the edge, denying me the release I craved.

Between their thighs, around my fingers, their bodies were dripping, wetness coating my hand, their hips rocking against me like they were already lost in the rhythm. Their tongues tasted mine again, moaning into my mouth while Raven’s hand kept stroking me through the dress, dragging me higher, higher—

But never letting me cum. Not yet.

Claire finally broke the kiss, her lips swollen and glistening, a thin string of moisture connecting us before it fell away. Her breathing was ragged, her voice husky when she whispered to Raven, “Go to the top drawer.”

Raven’s mouth curved into a knowing grin. She didn’t need to ask what Claire meant. With a predator’s ease, she strode to the dresser, pulling it open like she’d done it countless times before. My breath caught when she lifted something heavy and black from inside. The harness was thick leather, polished and worn with use, the straps dangling until she began to fit them around her waist. The dildo jutting from the center was impossibly large, the smooth surface gleaming under the lamplight. In her other hand she held a bottle of lube, shaking it once so the contents sloshed audibly.

My stomach dropped. My cock twitched so hard it hurt, straining against the lace panties beneath my dress.

I swallowed, my throat tight, my voice cracking as it slipped out. “That’s… for Claire, right?”

Claire only shook her head. She climbed onto the bed slowly, deliberately, spreading her thighs wide until the pale skin of her inner legs caught the light. She was already glistening, slick and swollen with need. Her eyes locked on mine—dark, steady, unwavering. “No, Kyle. It’s for you.”

I froze. The room tilted, my body torn between dread and a hunger so sharp it was almost pain. “I—Claire, I don’t—”

She crooked a finger at me, the tiniest beckon, but it felt like a command I couldn’t refuse. “You can,” she said softly, her tone the same coaxing warmth she’d used the first time she pressed panties into my hands. “Bend over the bed for me. I’ll make it easier for you. You can lick my pussy while Raven plays with you.”

The words lit every nerve in me on fire. Terrified and aroused, shame and longing tangled so tightly together I could barely breathe. My knees threatened to give way.

I nodded, trembling, and did as I was told. I bent over the edge of the bed, palms spread wide across the sheets, chest pressed into the mattress. Claire shifted beneath me, sliding into place until her thighs bracketed my head, the soft weight of them warm against my ears. The scent of her arousal filled my lungs, intoxicating, dizzying.

“Good girl,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. “Taste me.”

I opened my mouth and pressed my tongue to her folds. She was hot, wet, and dripping for me. Her taste was sharp and sweet, overwhelming, flooding my senses as she moaned and rocked her hips against my face. Her fingers threaded into my hair, tugging, guiding me as I licked deeper, hungrier, desperate to please her.

Behind me, Raven’s presence loomed, her shadow heavy and electric. I heard her slow exhale, then felt her fingers at the hem of my dress, pushing it up until the fabric bunched around my waist. Cool air rushed over my newly shaved skin, making me shiver. She tugged my panties roughly to the side, baring me completely.

The slick sound of the lube bottle opening filled the room, obscene and thrilling. My heart slammed against my ribs.

Her fingers were the first thing I felt—cool and slippery, stroking over the tight ring of muscle at my entrance. She circled lazily, pressing just enough to make me gasp into Claire’s pussy. My cock jerked against the bed, leaking through the lace, every nerve stretched to a breaking point.

Then I felt it—the blunt tip of the strap-on nudging against me, coated in lube, unyielding but steady.

I whimpered into Claire’s slick folds, muffling the sound as I licked her harder, torn between fear and desperate want. My tongue faltered for a moment until her fingers tangled roughly in my hair, tugging me back into her heat.

“Don’t stop, Kyle,” she moaned above me, her hips rolling. “Be a good girl for us.”

The words sank into me like a brand, hotter than the toy pressing against me, hotter than the shame curling in my gut. I obeyed, burying my mouth deeper into Claire, even as Raven pushed harder behind me, slowly prying me open with every relentless inch.

I obeyed, licking faster, my tongue tracing every slick fold of Claire’s pussy just as Raven began to push. The blunt head of the strap pressed insistently against me, and then it slid inside, slow and merciless, stretching me open inch by inch. My body shook with the effort of taking her, every muscle taut, every nerve on fire. When she finally bottomed out, filling me so deep I thought I’d break, my cry tore from my throat and was muffled against Claire’s thighs.

Raven groaned behind me, her breath hot and heavy against my back. I felt the faint hum of the vibrator inside the toy, buzzing through my core, setting my nerves alight. She rocked her hips deliberately, testing, adjusting the angle until she found the spot that made me gasp into Claire’s clit. Claire moaned at the vibration of my voice against her, grinding down harder, tangling her fingers deep in my hair to keep me buried in her heat.

They were both gasping now, both moving, both taking from me in perfect rhythm. I was trapped in the middle, smothered by pleasure, drowning in them.

Raven’s thrusts grew bolder, harder, the strap sliding in and out with wet, obscene sounds, each stroke grinding against that secret spot inside me that made my cock pulse helplessly. She gripped my hips like handles, dragging me back onto her as she slammed forward, the impact making my entire body jolt.

Claire’s moans grew louder above me, her thighs tightening around my head like she never wanted me to stop. I licked and sucked greedily at her clit, my tongue slipping lower to taste the flood of her arousal as it ran down my chin. She was soaking me, writhing, whimpering, bucking into my mouth as I devoured her.

The three of us moved together, a rhythm born of heat and hunger, of need too sharp to contain. Raven’s hips smacked against my ass with every thrust, Claire’s cries filled the room, and my body trembled violently, caught between their pleasure and my own. My cock rubbed against the sheets with every motion, the friction maddening, my precum soaking through the lace until the fabric clung to me.

“You feel that?” Raven growled, her voice jagged with lust. Her hand cracked against my ass, the sharp sting blending with the sweet ache of being filled. “You were made for this. For us.”

Her words went straight to the base of my spine, shooting sparks up my back. My cock jerked hard, another spurt of slick leaking out against the sheets.

Claire gasped, her nails digging into my scalp, her hips bucking against my mouth. “Yes, Kyle. Yes. Don’t stop, don’t you dare stop.”

I couldn’t have stopped if I wanted to. I was gone. Lost. Theirs completely.

Raven’s thrusts turned savage, her pace relentless, the strap vibrating harder, rubbing against every raw, sensitive nerve inside me until I screamed into Claire’s pussy. She clamped down around my tongue, her body convulsing as she came with a sharp cry, grinding her release into my mouth until I was drenched in her taste.

Raven’s moans turned guttural behind me, her hips jerking as the harness pulsed against her clit, pleasuring her as she fucked me through my limits. She slammed into me one last time, deep and grinding, and the world broke apart.

The second Claire came undone, I shattered with her.

My orgasm ripped through me like a storm, violent and overwhelming. My cock spasmed, spilling hot against the sheets, wave after wave pouring out of me as Raven drove me through it. My body convulsed helplessly, my throat releasing broken groans into Claire’s slick folds as my vision blurred.

Raven slowed her thrusts but didn’t stop, rolling her hips in deep, deliberate circles that stretched out the bliss until I was shaking, limp, wrecked. Claire slid out from beneath me gently, pulling me into her arms, her lips kissing mine with a sweetness that undid me all over again. Raven pressed herself against my back, sweaty and flushed, her breasts pressing into me as her arms circled my waist, holding me steady.

The three of us stayed tangled together, gasping for breath, our bodies trembling, our skin slick with sweat and sex.

I was nothing but a storm of emotions—terror, awe, lust—but above it all was something undeniable. An awakening.

I didn’t know if I would ever be the same after this.

And deep down, aching and spent in their arms, I hoped I wouldn’t.
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The room smelled of sweat and sex, the sheets damp beneath us. My body still trembled in little aftershocks, my cock soft and spent, my chest rising and falling too fast.

Claire lay curled against my front, her skin soft and warm, her braid half undone and sticking to her flushed neck. She smiled at me lazily, her lips pink and swollen from kissing. Raven draped herself over my back, her arm slung tight around my waist, the harness abandoned on the floor. Her skin was slick, her breath hot against my ear as she laughed softly.

“You look wrecked,” Raven murmured, her voice low and satisfied. “Like we fucked the brains right out of you.”

I groaned, burying my face against Claire’s hair. “You did.”

Claire giggled, brushing her fingers over my cheek. “And you were so good for us. Such a good girl.” She kissed me gently, slow and sweet, before pulling back just far enough to whisper, “You taste like me.”

I blushed, heat creeping up my chest. Raven snorted, tightening her arm around me. “Of course she does. She nearly drowned in you.”

Claire’s eyes sparkled. “And you nearly split her in two.”

Raven grinned wolfishly over my shoulder. “She liked it.” Her hand slid down my hip, squeezing the curve of it with deliberate emphasis. “Didn’t you, Kyle? Or should we call you Kylie?”

My throat tightened, but I nodded, voice hoarse. “Yeah. I… I liked it.”

Raven’s smirk softened into something warmer. She kissed my temple, surprising me with the tenderness in it. “Good. Because that was just the beginning.”

Claire nuzzled closer, her palm resting over my chest. “Don’t scare her,” she chided playfully, though her eyes glowed with the same promise. “We’ll go at her pace. Won’t we?”

Raven rolled her eyes but kissed my shoulder in concession. “Fine. Slow. For now.”

I let out a shaky laugh, feeling caught between their banter, between their bodies, between everything they’d done to me. I should’ve felt used, overwhelmed, humiliated. Instead, wrapped in their warmth, I felt… safe. Alive. Wanted.

Claire kissed the corner of my mouth again, her lips brushing mine like a secret. “Get some rest. We’ll take care of you.”

Raven’s hand began to unzip my dress, peeling it off. “And tomorrow, we’ll play some more.” Claire helped remove my wig and heels until I was only in my lingerie and makeup that was probably smudged from our wild night. They both brought the sheets up over my body, and for the first time, I truly settled in how feminine it all felt.

I closed my eyes, sinking into their embrace, into the soft sheets and softer bodies holding me on both sides. My heart raced, but for the first time in longer than I could remember, it wasn’t from stress. It was from the thrill of what was still to come.
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The next morning, sunlight was the first thing I felt. Soft, warm, creeping through the curtains in golden streaks that painted the sheets and my bare skin. My body ached in ways it never had before, but instead of heaviness, there was a strange lightness in me. Like I’d been stripped down, rebuilt, and left open to the world.

Claire lay on one side of me, curled against my chest, her braid completely unraveled now. Strands of her hair tickled my collarbone as she breathed slow and even, her lips parted in sleep. Raven was on my other side, her leg hooked over mine, her arm draped possessively around my waist. She wasn’t fully asleep—her breathing was too alert, her grip too tight. She liked holding me in place, even when the night was over.

I stared at the ceiling for a long time, trying to understand how I’d gotten here. A few weeks ago, I was just the new guy in the middle unit, stressed out, exhausted, trying to pretend I had it all together. Now I was shaved bare, sore from Raven’s strap, lips still swollen from Claire’s kisses, and lying between two women who had torn me apart and put me back together all in one night.

I should’ve felt lost. I should’ve been terrified of what it meant. Instead, my chest loosened with every breath. I hadn’t slept this deeply in years, and I couldn’t remember the last time I’d woken up without that tight knot of dread sitting under my ribs.

Claire stirred first, blinking sleepily up at me. Her voice was raspy with morning. “You’re awake already.”

“Couldn’t sleep,” I admitted softly. “Too much in my head.”

Her hand traced lazy circles on my chest. “Good thoughts?”

I gave a half laugh. “Confusing thoughts. But… not bad ones.”

She smiled and nestled closer. “Good.”

Raven let out a low hum from behind me, her lips brushing my shoulder. “You’re overthinking. Just stop fighting it.” Her voice was rough, sleep-stained, but confident as ever.

I turned my head toward her. “Easy for you to say. You two knew what you wanted from the start.”

Her smirk was crooked, fond. “And you think we chose wrong?” Her hand slid across my stomach, giving me a squeeze. “You fit between us better than anyone ever has.”

Heat flushed my cheeks, but I didn’t look away. “I don’t feel like myself anymore.”

Claire tilted her face up to mine, eyes soft. “Maybe that was never you. Maybe you’re finally becoming yourself.”

The words sank deep, and for the first time I didn’t flinch from them. I didn’t have an answer, but I didn’t need one. Lying there, held by both of them, I felt more alive, more real, than I had in years.

I exhaled slowly, my body relaxing back into the sheets. “Whatever this is,” I whispered, “I don’t want it to end.”

Claire kissed my chest, a small, gentle press of lips. Raven’s arm tightened around me, pulling me back against her.

“Good,” Raven murmured, her tone a promise. “Because I won’t let it.”

And with that, I let my eyes close again, the weight of them warm on either side of me, the morning sun spilling over us like a blessing. For once, the world felt right.
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