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GRACE’S DOLL

CLOVER COX


SERIES INFORMATION

The Mitten State University series follows four friends and their acquaintances as they navigate their senior year and find love. Each story can be read as a standalone, but they’re better when read together since the series includes many recurring characters and locations. Please visit my Amazon page to find other books from the Mitten State University series.

Book 2, Grace’s Doll, follows Grace from Book 1 in the series as she finds a cute nerd of her own on campus to feminize and love. A guy to call her boyfriend. Grace is tired of all the jocks. She wants someone more agreeable. Will she be so lucky?


To my readers, always


CHAPTER ONE

Steven

I’ve been watching her from afar. Grace. She has flowing brown hair. She always wears heels and has her hair styled to perfection. Her scent floods the classroom when she walks through the door. Nobody at Mitten State University looks as professional as her, and I know she doesn’t even notice me.

Why would a beautiful woman like Grace Fitts want a dweeb like me?

I don’t know why Grace is in my finance class, but seeing her is a treat. Every time we are within a few feet of each other, I feel like I can’t breathe. She is as intelligent as she is beautiful. Grace raises her hand to answer questions before anyone.

I hide away in the shadows at the back of the class. My grades are fine, but I don’t have the confidence she does. Her demeanor is intoxicating. I find myself thinking about it when I study at night. How she walks everywhere with her shoulders held high.

Grace is majestic. She’s the woman of my dreams, but I will never have the courage to approach her. She looks like a million dollars. I would be on the bargain rack.

I already know the semester will end with Grace never learning my name while I spend years thinking about her. It has been a long time since I’ve had a crush as intense as the one I developed on Grace during our first day of class.

She came into class that day dressed to impress and accurately answered every question the professor asked. Everyone had to pick their jaws up from the floor, but Grace left as though nothing had happened. She floated out of the door like a lost butterfly entering a home.

I want Grace, but she’ll never have me.

***

Grace

Jackie got Louis, but there are other men out there. Our friendship means more than some man, and Louis was in Jackie’s life before I ever knew who he was.

Jackie, Mary, Tara, and I are at Sapphire American Bistro for lunch to catch up on what we did over winter break. Jackie is telling us how she and Louis never left her bed, which makes sense because they are living together.

I didn’t have any romantic interests over the break, but that was fine. I went to a fabulous party on New Year’s Eve and danced all night with Mary and Tara. Jackie refused to come out with us, and we are hearing all about why now.

Jackie’s voice trails to a silence as nobody replies. We’ve heard enough about how she and Louis fuck in every position they can imagine. “Is everyone excited about their last semester?” I ask.

Mary sighs, grabbing a fry from the plate at the center of the table. “I can’t wait to graduate, but I’m coming right back to get my master’s degree.”

Sapphire American Bistro is a cute restaurant in downtown Onarga, and they have the best French fries in town. The dining area on campus has a lot to offer, but we wanted something different to catch up.

“Why would you do that to yourself?” I ask. I thought about staying to get my MBA or law degree, but thinking about continuing with school any longer than necessary makes my skin crawl.

“Most jobs I want require a master’s degree. I’m doing internships this summer, but it doesn’t make sense for me to apply to jobs until I have my master’s.”

“That’s annoying,” Tara says. “I might get a master’s someday, but I need a break from school. I can’t wait to have a degree in my hand. Freedom from homework is on the horizon.”

Mary nods her head in agreement, even though she won’t be free from school for a few years. Jackie looks like she wants to talk more about how she and Louis spent their winter break, but I’ll crumble into itty-bitty pieces if I hear Jackie tell another story. I know she doesn’t want me to tell everyone how I put her boyfriend Louis into a pair of pretty panties.

Jackie says nothing when my eyes land on her. She knows what I’m thinking.

“I can’t wait to graduate. I want to start my own business. Make a name for myself. I’ve also been studying to take a real-estate exam,” I say.

“You want to sell houses?” Jackie asks.

“I want the option.” I lift my drink to my lips. It’s a diet cola. I sip it through a straw. My brown hair hangs over one shoulder. I run my fingers through it as I return my diet cola to the table.

We talk until our busy schedules force us to leave. We split the check. I drive to the parking garage closest to my next class, finance. It isn’t required for my major, but I thought it sounded practical for my future ambitions.

Everyone on campus wears drab clothing. Besides my girlfriends, it seems. They look like they roll out of bed and come to class without even running a comb through their hair. Maybe I’m being a little hard, but there’s nothing more depressing than seeing someone in their pajamas at noon.

I also don’t love the trend of wearing yoga pants outside of yoga class. If I want everyone to see my pussy, I will wear pretty lingerie and a pair of heels. There’s nothing worse than camel toe.

“Good afternoon, Ms. Fitts. You look sharp.”

“Likewise, Professor Tompkins,” I say. Professor Angelica Tompkins teaches my finance class, and she is always wearing a fierce outfit. It’s clear she has made some excellent investments in her life. She drives a nicer car than the other professors, and I know for a fact some of the purses she carries cost thousands. I haven’t figured out why she teaches at Mitten State University, but I love having such a fabulous professor.

The class goes like the others we’ve had. I answer all the questions, and it quickly becomes a conversation between Professor Tompkins and me and a couple of others. I don’t enjoy hogging all the attention, but most everyone else acts like they’re too afraid to speak. We’re too old for such nonsense.

We talk about markets, private investments, corporate finance, and so much more. I love the class, and Professor Tompkins only makes it that much better.

Toward the end of class, I notice someone staring in my direction. The brown eyes hit me first. It takes a moment to discover what lies beyond them, and I like what I find. He’s cute. There’s something shy and delicious about him. He doesn’t look at me again after I notice him, but he can’t escape me.

I won’t let him.

Class ends, and I rush into the hall to chase after the guy who was staring in my direction. He jumps when I touch his shoulder.

“Don’t worry,” I say. “I only wanted to say hello.”

“Hi.” He places a hand on the back of his head and scratches.

His nervousness makes me chuckle. We’re standing in the hall. People pass us. He’s around my height. I’m wearing heels, but I like how I can stare into his eyes without straining my neck. He’s so adorable. So handsome. I want to dress him up like a girl and play with his dick. I won’t tell him, though. Not yet.

“I’m Grace. What’s your name?”

“Steven.” He looks like he ate a pepper. I want to toss water on him to see if it would cool his nerves.

“What do you think of Professor Tompkins?”

“She’s cool,” he says.

“I think she’s fabulous.”

Steven scrambles to correct himself, saying he agrees with me. He is speaking gibberish within seconds.

“We’re allowed to have different opinions,” I say. He lifts his eyes to mine, looking ashamed. “I’ll see you around, Steven. Bye.” I use the lightest voice I can and blow Steven a kiss before tossing my hair over my shoulder as I walk away from him.

I can assume Steven watches me leave, but I don’t know. I’ll never know for sure because I refuse to look back to see.


CHAPTER TWO

Steven

She is torturing me, and I don’t want it to end. Ever since Grace spoke to me in the hallway, I can’t stop thinking about her. When I walk through the sea of people on campus, I always hope she’s among them. I scan every face, desperate to see her, but I never do.

Grace is everything I want, but she’s what I can’t have. We’ve had class together since she spoke to me, and nothing. No more words. She didn’t even glance in my direction. I don’t know why Grace introduced herself to me in the hallway, but it’ll always be one of the best memories of my life.

I wish she would repeat herself. I would give anything to have a chance with Grace. If only I had the courage to ask her on a date.

***

Grace

Steven is so easy. Almost too easy. I didn’t speak to him for one class after our conversation in the hallway, and he looked like he could have exploded by the time class ended.

I wish he knew how much I love watching him struggle with his emotions. We’re sitting in class now, and he has his eyes glued to his textbook. I doubt he’s reading with my perfume floating through the air.

If he asked me on a date, I would say yes, but I doubt he’ll take that step. He drops his eyes so fast every time ours meet. It’s adorable.

I’ve been staring at him all class, occasionally answering a question. I’m not performing at my usual level. Steven is sucking my attention like a leech. I can’t let this continue.

I throw myself into the lesson, distracting myself from Steven for the rest of class. He tries to run out when Professor Tompkins dismisses us, but I catch him.

“Why are you running from me?”

He turns to face me. His eyes dart around the hall, watching everyone who passes us. He’s looking everywhere but at me, and it’s driving me wild. I place my hands on his shoulders. His eyes finally rest on mine. I rub his shoulders, making him relax.

“It’s okay, Steven. You don’t have to run.”

“I don’t want to run,” he says. “I’m sorry for staring at you so much.”

“Don’t worry.”

“Are you angry? I’ve been trying to stare at you less. I promise I’ll get better.”

Steven makes me chuckle. He looks offended by the laughter leaving my mouth, but I can’t help myself. “What if I like you staring at me?”

“Do you?”

“Why don’t we go out for coffee sometime, Steven? What do you say?” I can already see him in a pair of cute panties. I’ve been wanting a boy of my own to doll up and love. Steven might just be the guy. I used to date jocks, but few liked it when I tried to get them in a pair of panties. I wonder how Steven will react.

“I would love that,” Steven says. His face looks like fireworks bursting in the air. All the jocks I’ve dated act like I should be lucky or excited to go out with them. It’s pathetic. Don’t they know I’m the catch? Unless they make it pro with a million fans, I’m going to outperform them in the long run. “Are you being serious?”

“I’ve never been more serious in my life, Steven. Are you old enough to drink?”

“Yeah,” he says. “I just turned twenty-one last month.”

“Junior?”

Steven nods. I’m a senior, but a year of difference isn’t a deal breaker. Steven is too cute and innocent to pass up. I can already picture him in dresses, heels, and everything womanly.

“Are you a senior?”

“Yes,” I say. “Meet me at The Garden tonight? Eight o’clock.”

“I’ll be there,” Steven says.

“See you then,” I say and blow a kiss at Steven before running down the hall in the opposite direction. My heels clicked against the floor, and my long brown hair bounced on my shoulders.


CHAPTER THREE

Steven

The Garden is a town favorite. They have incredible food and even better beer. The restaurant’s full name is ‘Fat Table Beer Garden’, but nobody ever calls it that.

I’m meeting Grace there for our first official outing. I don’t know if I should think about it as a date. Or is it something different? Grace says she doesn’t mind if I stare at her, but my confidence is not high enough to accept she might want to date me.

Her brown hair shimmers like the surface of the ocean on a sunny day. Her eyes are clear. Commanding. She dresses and walks around like she runs the world. I don’t understand how I can be anything but her minion, but I am willing to accept the role.

Doesn’t a woman like Grace want a dominant man? One of those jocks who acts tough and knows how to tell women what to do. I’m far from that.

I could throw up as I step out the door to drive to The Garden. It’s early, but I wanted to arrive a few minutes early. Grace doesn’t seem like the type to enjoy waiting.

She isn’t there when I get to The Garden. The host takes me to a table near a window. It’s freezing outside, but it’s nice and toasty inside. During the summer, The Garden opens their patio. Everyone loves it. I wish we could sit out there for our quasi date, but it’s not an option.

Grace walks through the doors ten minutes late, but I won’t dare criticize her. Her eyes land on me. I watch her tell the host something, and then she walks in my direction.

The air leaves my lungs. Grace is wearing a white dress in the middle of winter. It has long sleeves. She is wearing white heels to match. Grace has a white faux fur scarf wrapped around her neck.

I stand to greet her. She wraps her arms around me, and I take in her scent. It’s warm, like pie fresh out of the oven.

“Don’t you look handsome,” she says.

I’m wearing jeans and a button-up shirt. I have on thermal clothing under the outer layer to combat against the cold. “Not as great as you.”

Grace smiles. She glances at her chair, and I lurch forward to pull it out for her. She sits. I push in her chair before returning to my seat.

“What have you been doing today?”

“Studying. You?”

“I was working on my business plan. I’m about to graduate and need to think about my future,” she says.

“What do you want to do?”

“I’m getting my real-estate license. I might do that until I can start some of my own businesses. Who knows? I don’t really want to work for anyone. What about you, Steven?”

“Part of me wants to work on Wall Street, but I don’t know if I’m cut out for it. They seem intense,” I say.

Grace coos at my response. “You would look so handsome walking out of one of those skyscrapers.”

“Have you ever been to New York?”

“Sure,” Grace says. “My parents love traveling. They’ve taken me many places. I’m very blessed.”

“I’ve never been to the city, but my degree lends itself to Wall Street. I could also work for money managers in Detroit or Chicago, but part of me wants to escape the Midwest.”

“I hear you. I wish I could pack a bag and travel around the world. Wouldn’t it be amazing to live in a different country every month?”

I am much too nervous to travel around the world like that. Even New York would be a frightening change. “Perhaps,” I say. I’m afraid to say the wrong thing. I don’t want Grace to grab her bag and leave me. She’s the hottest girl on campus, and for whatever reason, she’s giving me her attention.

A server comes over and saves me from myself. He takes our order. Grace requests a sweet cocktail. I ask for the lightest beer they have. Her cocktail sounds amazing, but I don’t want to come off as a punk.

“I can’t believe you only have one semester left,” I say.

Grace chuckles. “I could have graduated last semester, but I wanted to stick around. Leaving my friends in the middle of winter sounded too hard. I also have my lease to worry about, and my parents don’t care if I take extra classes. They’re afraid I’ll leave and never visit once I have the degree.”

“You seem like you’d know how to fly on your own,” I say.

Grace shrugs, staring into my eyes. Her eyes are lighter today than I remember. They almost look green with specks of gold.

“Your eyes are beautiful,” I say.

Grace pulls a compact out of her purse and squeals when she sees her reflection. “My eyes change colors all the time. They’re brown. Then they are green. I can’t keep up with them.”

“They’re beautiful.”

The server returns with our drinks. Grace lifts her red, fruity drink to her painted lips. She’s gorgeous, and it’s making me nervous. I don’t want to ask her why she is here with me. I know it’s pathetic to doubt myself, but Grace could have any guy on campus.

The words leave my mouth before I can stop them. “Why me, Grace?”

Grace licks her painted lips. Their redness is driving me wild. I want her to smudge her lipstick against my lips. I want to press it against a piece of paper to keep forever.

“Why not you, Steven?”

Her obvious question kills me. She knows nobody would expect her to date a man like me. “You know why, Grace.”

“I think you’re adorable.”

“Adorable?” What man wants his date to call him adorable? “I’m drinking beer. I’m a man.”

Grace rages with laughter. I tried to drop my voice when I spoke, but clearly it didn’t work. Grace lifts the fruity red drink to her lips, sipping it as she stares at me. My body shakes as I wait for her to reply. Several beats pass before she sets her drink on the table. “I know you’re a man, Steven. I like men, and I like you. Don’t overthink it.”

“I’ll try my best,” I say. The server returns a few seconds later. We order our dinners. We talk about Professor Tompkins’s class. Grace asks me questions about finance and economics, even though I know she knows the answer to them.

We discuss the markets, which stocks we think are overvalued. The companies we think are on the rise. Grace is a big believer in the metaverse, but I don’t think people will want to spend all of their time behind goggles. We argue, but it’s friendly. We’re smiling like fools.

“This food is delicious,” Grace says to change the subject.

I can’t disagree. We eat in moderate silence until our plates are clean. It’s the best date I’ve ever had, and Grace is the most beautiful woman who has ever paid me attention.

The bill comes after we decline dessert. I dive to the center of the table to grab it. Grace tries to hand me her credit card, but I refuse. I hold the bill until the server returns to take it. Grace runs her foot along my leg under the table, making my dick twitch. “You didn’t have to do that, Steven.”

“I couldn’t let you pay. Not on our first date,” I say. Maybe she can pay for the third date, or we could split the bill then. Today, though, I can’t let her pay. My father would slap me.

“I hope we can have a second date,” she says.

“Me too.”

Our gaze lingers until the server returns. I sign the receipt and we head outside. It’s freezing. It’s dark. I hold Grace’s hand all the way to her car. She starts her car to warm it up. We stand outside of her car.

My hands rise to her sides. “When will I see you again?”

“Are you free this weekend? It’s supposed to snow.”

“I really like outdoor activities. Do you?”

Grace shrugs. “Sometimes.” My hands are on her sides. Her beauty mesmerizes me. She jumps when my hands squeeze her.

“This weekend?”

“Yeah, I’ll text you.”

“Do you have my number?” I ask.

“Give me your phone.”

I reach into my pocket and unlock my phone before handing it to her. She glances at me as she moves her fingers. She types her number into my phone and passes it back to me, shivering as she does.

“It’s freezing out here. I’m leaving, Steven. See you soon,” Grace says.

Before I can respond, Grace is leaning forward to plant a kiss on my cheek. It’s cold outside, but her lips warm me by a thousand degrees. “Bye,” I squeak out before Grace slides into her car and closes the door.

She cracks her tinted window. “Bye, handsome.”

I stand there and wave as Grace pulls out of the space and disappears into the distance.


CHAPTER FOUR

Grace

“I don’t know what to do,” I say to Jackie. She’s sitting across from me at the café in the library. It’s still early in the semester, so our classes aren’t too hard. We said we were going to review our notes, but we have yet to do so.

A week has passed since I started dating Steven. He’s adorable. I’m falling in love with him. I thought he would be a guy to feminize and toss away, but I can’t even bring myself to introduce him to panties. Some jocks took to panties when I asked, but we never speak again after I feminize them.

Would Steven be the same? I don’t want to lose Steven. He’s intelligent. Handsome. He makes me laugh when we’re together.

After our first date, Steven and I went on a winter walk. Snow covered the trail. We found a clearing and built a snowman in the middle of it. None of the guys I’ve dated in the past would have done something as fun. I don’t want to lose what Steven and I have, but I can’t hide my true desires forever.

Won’t he want me to be happy? Won’t he want to support me however he can?

“What’s wrong?” Jackie asks. Her big blue eyes show concern.

Jackie runs her fingers through her blonde hair as I explain how I’m feeling. Jackie knows better than anyone how much I adore feminizing men. She and I feminized her boyfriend Louis together. We turned him into a cute little doll dressed in panties. Shaved legs. He was so pretty, and I only want my boyfriend to do the same. Is it too much to ask?

“What should I do, Jackie?”

“How do you think he will react?”

I sigh. How am I supposed to know how Steven will react? He’s not the manliest guy, but that doesn’t mean he wants to wear lingerie or paint his nails. The visions, though. Every time I close my eyes, I see Steven at various levels of feminized. He could be a gorgeous girl. That beautiful brown hair. His fair skin. His thin frame.

It makes me weak thinking about how pretty Steven would be as a girl.

“I don’t know. I wish I had a way to see the future.”

“Don’t we all?” Jackie asks.

“You’re not helping.”

“I can’t tell you what to do. You have to decide on your own.”

Jackie is right, but I don’t want to decide. I want her to tell me what will happen. If someone had a way to see the future, I would pay them to tell me. I don’t want Steven to leave, but I have to take our relationship to the next level.

“I’m seeing him tonight. I’ll figure out something.”

“Good luck,” Jackie says. She raises her latte in the air. I lift my coffee reluctantly, and our mugs clink.

***

Steven

I stand outside of Grace’s apartment, butterflies in my stomach. It isn’t my first time at her place, but that doesn’t make me less nervous. Grace lives in a cute one-bedroom off campus. She has a balcony on the back, tasteful furniture, and it always smells amazing.

Even from the hallway, I catch a whiff of the feminine fragrances floating through Grace’s place.

Despite my nerves, I raise my fist to knock on the door. “Coming,” Grace calls from the other side.

I swallow as her footsteps approach. I don’t want to fear her, but she’s better than my wildest dreams. Grace opens the door wearing nothing more than a slip dress with stockings on beneath them, making me quiver. I grab the doorframe to steady myself.

“Don’t fall,” Grace says with a light laughter in her voice. She pulls me upright. I follow her into her apartment. “I’ll grab you a glass of water.”

Grace has a scented candle burning on her coffee table. Her apartment is spotless. There are vacuum lines on the carpet. I thank Grace as she passes me water. No ice.

“Take a seat,” she says.

I sit next to her on the sofa. She watches me. I try to keep my eyes above her waistline, but the part in her thighs makes it nearly impossible. She doesn’t have her legs closed, and I’m dying to know if she’s wearing panties. There haven’t been many women in my life, but I won’t let that stop me from accepting Grace’s affection. I grow more confident the more time we hang spend together.

“Do you want to touch me?”

I bite my bottom lip. There’s nothing I want more than to run my fingers up her thigh to touch the space above where her stockings end. “There’s nothing I want more.”

“Touch me,” she says.

I move my hand slowly to her leg. She moans when I make contact. My dick is harder than I’ve ever felt it. Grace watches me as I slowly move my hand up her covered legs. Her stockings are white, matching the slip dress. White looks gorgeous against her skin. So pure. So delicate.

“I think about you day and night, Grace. I feel like I can’t breathe when you aren’t with me.” My fingers move toward the edge of her stockings. Grace is moaning at my touch. Her legs spread as I move my fingers up her legs.

“Fuck, Steven. Keep touching me.” Her back arches, and I continue gliding my fingers along her leg. I still can’t see beneath her slip dress, but I’m close to its edge. My dick throbs in my pants. It’s uncontrollable when Grace is within reach. When my hands are on her. When she moans at my touch.

I reach the edge of Grace’s stockings, and I could cum in my pants without even touching my dick. Grace is moaning with each brush of my fingertips, driving me wild.

“Kiss me,” she says.

I move closer. I wrap my free hand around the back of Grace’s head and push my lips against hers. Kissing Grace by candlelight with my hand on her thigh is the most magical moment.

It’s incredible until Grace pushes me away. “What’s wrong?” I ask.

“Your lips. They’re so dry.”

I touch my lips. Their rough feeling against my fingertips confirms Grace’s words. “What can I do?”

“Wait here,” she says. I watch as Grace runs to her bathroom. She returns with something in her hand, but I can’t make out what it is. “Close your eyes.”

“Why?”

“Do as I say,” she says in a commanding voice.

I close my eyes. Grace laughs as something cool and sticky touches my lips. “What is that?”

“Clear lip gloss,” she says as she brushes it onto my lips. I flinch and open my eyes. Grace pouts. She grabs my shoulder. “Don’t move. I’m almost finished. This will smooth out the roughness of your lips. You can’t expect me to kiss you with dry lips like that. Right?”

I settle as Grace stares at me with a frown. I can’t disappoint her. She’s gorgeous, and I love talking to her. What’s a little lip gloss?

“Perfect.” Grace smiles as she runs the brush over my lips. She coats them in a thick layer of clear clip gloss.

“Can I see?”

“Sure.” Grace gets off the couch and runs to her bathroom. She comes back with a mirror. I don’t hate what I find. My lips look incredible. They’re plumper than they were. I stare at myself for several beats before Grace snatches the mirror from me. “Let’s see how they feel.”

Grace moves to straddle my legs. I moan as she bends toward me, pressing her lips against mine. The kiss transfers lip gloss from my lips to hers. She rocks her hips, making my dick wild. I want to be inside of her.

“Touch me,” she says into my mouth. “Your lips feel incredible.”

I move my hands to Grace’s back. I run them up her slip dress as our kiss deepens. She isn’t wearing a bra, which makes me wonder if she is wearing panties. We’re wearing clothes, and I want nothing more than to be naked with Grace. I want my dick sliding in and out of her hole, making her scream my name.

Will she want it on her hands and knees? Will she want me to fuck her with her legs in the air?

Grace lifts herself from me, breaking our kiss. She stands in front of me. Her hard nipples clear through her white slip dress. I glance down and see a wetness on my jeans, unsure which of us caused it.

I stand. She steps backward when I step toward her. “What is it, Grace?”

She huffs, wiping her hands down the front of her slip dress. I’m still rock hard. I want Grace, but I need to know that she’s okay above all else. “Don’t move.”

I stand still. “Did I do something?”

“No,” she says, but I’m having a hard time believing what she says. “It’s not you. I want you, but there’s something I haven’t told you.”

“Can we sit?”

Grace nods. She lets me take her hand, and we return to the sofa. We sit next to each other. I wrap my arm around her shoulder and pull her close. “What do you have to say, Grace? Whatever it is, I’m sure I can handle it.”

“Do you like the lip gloss?”

“It’s okay. I don’t know if I would wear it in public, but I like it. My lips needed it.”

Grace pushes against my chest and straightens herself. I do the same, staring into her big brown eyes.

“Tell me,” I say.

“It was fun putting lip gloss on you, and there’s a strong chance I’d like to do more.”

“What are you saying?” I can’t process her words, even though I hear them. “What’s so special about clear lip gloss?”

“What if it were pink? How would that make you feel?”

I shrug, not understanding. “Are you saying you want to put pink lip gloss on me?”

Grace scoots away from me. There’s a gulf between us on the couch, and I hate it. “It’s nothing,” she says and waves her hand in the air.

“Speak clearly, Grace. I want to please you, but you have to tell me what it is you want.”

Grace stares at me for several beats before averting her eyes. She doesn’t look at me when she speaks. “There are times when I might want to make you more girly. I don’t know how to explain it, but it’s something I like to do.”

“Really?” I ask.

“I knew you wouldn’t understand,” she says and hides her face.

“You’ll have to give me time to think about it.” The lip gloss on my lips suddenly feels heavy. Thicker than molasses. “Maybe I should go.”

“Maybe you should.”

I don’t wipe the lip gloss from my lips as I stand and gather my things. Grace says nothing as I move toward the door. I want her to stop me. I want her to tell me everything will be okay, but she’s angry. She’s bothered. Neither of us is in a place to compromise.

“Bye,” I say at the door.

Grace waves without opening her lips. She’s hurt, but I leave. I’m too confused to stay, but I never once wipe the lip gloss from my lips. I wear it for the rest of the night and wonder what my life might be like if I become a little more girly.


CHAPTER FIVE

Grace

Things were rough with Steven for a couple of days after I told him about my desires to feminize him. We didn’t look at each other for an entire finance class one day, and it almost killed me. I called him that night, and we talked for hours about the future we could have. We agreed Steven wouldn’t change overnight, but he wouldn’t close the door to my desires either. If we could keep it a secret, he was willing to play by my rules.

I clean around the house as I wait for Steven to arrive. The weekend is here, and I need to get out of the house. Jackie and Louis are meeting us at The Garden tonight, but I have a present to give Steven before we leave.

Steven knocks on the door minutes earlier than expected, making me smile to myself. He always arrives a few minutes early and responds to my messages within the hour.

I open the door. “Welcome.” Steven steps inside, giving me a quick kiss on the lips. I’m wearing a pink wool dress with black tights. I have black heels waiting by the door for when we leave.

“You look incredible, Grace. I love your dress,” Steven says.

“Thank you. It’s vintage. I found it at the thrift store,” I say.

“We’re having dinner with your friends?”

“Yeah, I hope you don’t mind. They’re great. You’ll love them.”

“Any friend of yours is a friend of mine,” he says.

“You’re adorable, Steven. Did you want something to drink before we leave? I can drive. I don’t think I’m going to drink tonight.”

“Sure. I’ll have whatever you’re offering.”

I head to the kitchen and pour Steven a glass of the white wine I have in the fridge. He thanks me. I have water for myself. His present is waiting in my bedroom, and I can’t wait to give it to him.

“What is this?”

“White wine. Chardonnay,” I say.

He tastes and declares that it’s delicious. “What are you drinking?”

“This is water.” I swirl the glass in my hand. “I told you I’m not drinking tonight.”

“Right,” he says. “Are you trying to get me drunk to take advantage?”

“Would you be upset if I were?” I ask.

We laugh, and Steven moves closer to me. He’s wearing cologne, and I love the way it smells. It’s a manly scent. It has me wanting to strip him naked and forget about dinner. “I got you a present.”

“What is it?” he asks.

“You’ll have to open it to find out.” I stand and grab the bag from the bedroom.

Steven pulls the wrapped box from the bag, asking me again what it is, but I refuse to say. He rips off the wrapping paper. My stomach does somersaults as I wait for Steven to discover the surprise.

He gasps when he lifts the lid from the box under the wrapping paper. A pair of black panties is sitting inside a valley of tissue paper.

“What is this?” Steven asks as he lifts the panties from the box.

“They’re panties. I want you to wear them tonight when we’re at dinner. Won’t it be the sexiest thing in the world knowing what you have on beneath your jeans?”

“You want me to wear panties?”

“Don’t sound so surprised,” I say and cross my arms over my chest. “I told you I might want them, and you agreed to keep an open mind.”

“You can’t expect me to wear these under my jeans.”

“Why not? They’re sexy, and they cost a pretty penny.”

“Well, return them.”

I’m at a loss for words. Steven and I already discussed my desires. I don’t want to give him an ultimatum, but he’s leaving me little choice. What use is it to waste my life with a man who doesn’t want what I do? I adore Steven, but it’s better to break things off before my heart grows too attached.

“Fine,” I say and snatch the panties from Steven. “If you don’t want to wear them, you can leave. I have no problem going to dinner without you.”

Steven frowns. He takes a big gulp of his white wine before speaking. “That’s not fair, Grace. How are you going to exclude me because I don’t want to wear panties? I thought we talked about taking it slow.”

“This is slow, Steven. We’ve been together for weeks, and all you’ve done is wear a little lip gloss. If you want this to work long term, I need to know that you’re willing to wear panties.”

Steven scoots away from me, providing relief. I don’t want him here. I don’t want him sitting next to me if he isn’t willing to wear the black lingerie. I’m tired of running through the revolving door. There’s a man out there for me. I thought it was Steven, but I’ve been wrong before.

“Are you saying you don’t want me if I don’t wear the panties?”

“I’m saying I want a man who understands me and my desires. It’s okay if you don’t want the same things as me, but I think it’s better to break it off while we’re ahead.”

Steven glances around the room before training his eyes on me. “I don’t want to lose you, Grace.”

“Nobody except us will know you’re wearing the panties. What do you say?”

Steven swallows as he stares at the panties on my lap. I pass them to Steven. He takes a deep breath before taking them from me. “Is it okay if I change in the bathroom?”

“My bathroom is your bathroom,” I say and wave my hand toward the hallway leading to the bathroom.

***

Steven

I hold the blank panties in my hand, wondering if I’m doing something too crazy for love. Grace is the woman of my dreams, but maybe we’ve come to the end of the road. Can I really wear panties? What will she want next? My mind runs wild with the possibilities, and it scares me half to death.

I lift the black panties, holding them wide to get a better idea of their size. They are tiny. I have no idea how they’ll hold my junk.

My heart races as I undo my belt. Wearing lingerie will be one of the craziest things I’ve done in my life, but losing Grace would be worse. I place my belt on the counter before unbuttoning my jeans. I push them to the floor. My dick is half hard, a residual effect from being near Grace moments ago.

I push my boxers to the floor, still wondering how the lingerie will ever hold my dick. They are tiny when I place them around my ankles. I take a deep breath before pulling the black panties up my legs.

They fit surprisingly well, and my dick doesn’t hang out of them after I adjust. I press my legs together. If it weren’t for the hair, my legs would look feminine and beautiful. Is there a chance I like wearing panties? I pull on my jeans before I let my mind run too wild.

Grace knocks on the door. “Is everything okay in there?”

“Yes.” My voice cracks. My jeans are up my legs, but they’re unbuttoned. I’m mesmerized by my reflection in the mirror. I love how my dick can’t hide under the tiny layer of black fabric. “Everything is fine in here.”

“Are you wearing the panties? I want to see how they look. We have to leave soon.”

I swallow as I turn toward the door. If Grace wants to see me in panties, I will show her. There’s no way I would wear them without her. “Don’t laugh.” I have my hand on the doorknob.

“I won’t laugh.”

“Okay.” I open the door. Grace puts a hand over her mouth when she sees me. She steps forward and pushes my jeans farther down my legs to get a better look. Her face turns from amused to serious as a deep breath moves through her lungs. “You look incredible. How do they feel?”

“Amazing,” I say.

Grace licks her lips. Her eyes move from my face to my dick at rapid speed. It looks like she wants to jump on me until her buzzing phone in the background distracts us. “Button your pants. I’m sure that’s Jackie telling us not to arrive late.”

“Is that a habit of yours?”

Grace waves her hand in the air. “Hardly. Jackie is dramatic, and she’s impatient.”

I realize I hardly know anything about Grace’s friends. She has mentioned them in passing, but nerves crash over my body as we gather our things to leave. “What should I know about Jackie? Her boyfriend is Louis. Right?”

“That’s right. He’s delightful,” Grace says. Hearing her speak affectionately about another man makes me jealous. I hate the feeling, but it’s impossible to ignore.

“How is he delightful?”

Grace laughs before dropping her lips into a frown. “Oh, come on. You can’t be jealous of Louis.” Grace steps closer to me. We’re standing in her living room. Her scent envelopes me with a comfort I have grown to love. Grace places her hands on my shoulders and looks at me with her commanding eyes. “You have nothing to fear, Steven. You’re the only boy I want.”

“Promise?” The word sounds pitiful leaving my mouth, but I must know her answer. I want to look into her eyes as she says it.

“Yes, Steven. I promise. Are you ready?”

I nod and follow Grace to her car. She drives us to The Garden, telling me more about Jackie and Louis on the way. Jackie has been her best friend since they were roommates freshman year. Their relationship almost fell apart after living together but quickly repaired after they got separate living quarters their sophomore year. She mentions Jackie’s transition to womanhood, which I don’t expect based on the photos I have seen of Jackie on Grace’s social media.

“Jackie is trans?”

Grace nods, flying down the street toward The Garden. “You would never know it by looking at her, but yes. She’s trans and fabulous. I love Jackie.”

“You guys have a lot of pictures together online.”

“We love to pose for the camera.” Grace smiles as she falls silent. We arrive at The Garden. Jackie and Louis are already there when we walk inside. Jackie has long blonde hair and big blue eyes. Louis has vibrant red hair, and they look cute as a couple.

I’ve never been on a double date, but I’m suddenly excited. Eyes land on us from around the restaurant. We’re the cutest couples in the building, and we have a table near the center of the restaurant.

Jackie and Grace act like they don’t notice everyone staring at us, but Louis and I do. Louis is an anthropology major, but we find common ground discussing the economy and speculating about when the market might crash. The ladies join us sometimes, but they mostly discuss their friends and teachers they have.

It's an incredible dinner. I feel filled with renewed energy. I have a roommate, but we never have lengthy discussions. Anthony and I talk about when our bills are due and when we might leave the apartment. It’s best to know when we will be alone ahead of time. We don’t discuss politics, school, or anything outside of our living arrangements. It’s nice sometimes, but I wish I knew Anthony more. All I know is that he’s studying engineering.

“Tonight was a lot of fun,” I say as we stand by the door with our boxes. It’s much too cold to stand outside by our cars.

“We have to do this again,” Jackie says. She bats her big blue eyes before hugging me. I hug Louis second. They each hug Grace, and we’re all saying our goodbyes and walking outside together.

Grace squeezes my hand when Jackie and Louis diverge from us and walk toward their car. Grace turns to me, staring at me with those gorgeous brown eyes of hers. It’s freezing outside, but her hands warm me. They make me feel protected. My dick is growing against the black panties beneath my jeans.

“You were incredible tonight, Steven.”

“Your friends are great. I hope we can see them again soon.”

“We will, but there’s something I’ve been wanting to ask you.”

“You can ask me anything, Grace.”

“I want you to spend the night. Will you?”

It would be the first time we slept in the same bed, but I can’t think of a better way to spend my night. Anthony won’t miss me at the apartment. “I would love to spend the night.”

“Should we get something to drink before we head home?”

“I thought you didn’t want to drink tonight.”

“Can’t a girl change her mind?”

“As long as you don’t change your mind about me.”

Grace squeezes my hands before dropping hers to my sides. We’re still standing outside, but the cold can’t compete with the heat flowing through my body.

“Never,” she says. “Let’s head home.” Grace plants a kiss on my lips before turning to her car. We get inside of it to head to the grocery store.

***

Grace

Steven was perfect at dinner. I’m even more in love with him than I was a few hours before, and it’s driving me crazy. How much can he handle? Will he want more than the panties, or will he reject me? I’m treading water, and I don’t want to get pulled under.

Steven puckers his lips when he takes the first sip. I got us a bottle of brandy. It’s cheap and does the trick. I pour us two doubles on the rocks, hoping the liquor will loosen me up to make something happen before we fall asleep.

“This is strong,” Steven says.

I place my glass to my lips, taking a sip of the brandy. I attempt to keep a straight face even though the alcohol burns. “It is, but I need it.”

“To deal with me?”

“No,” I say and reach out to place my hand on Steven’s thigh. My center burns to strip him of his clothing. I want to rid him of his hair, but it’s already so late. “It’s been a long day, and I like to have a nightcap.”

Steven places his hand over mine. We’re both holding our drinks with our other hands. I turned on the radio when we walked through the door, and it’s playing at a low volume in the background. Comments about a deal on used cars hit my ears, but I don’t register the words. Steven’s touch consumes me.

“Will you take off your pants? I know it’s cold, but—”

“Yes, I will.” Steven stands. He moves around to the other side of my coffee table to have more room, unbuttoning his pants as he stares into my eyes. His gaze makes my pussy dampen with desire. My thighs burn as I press them together, watching Steven with desperate eyes.

Steven does a little dance, and I imagine him moving around a pole. He would look incredible as a stripper. Steven pulls his shirt off first, tossing it to the floor. His jeans are unbuttoned. The sliver of his black panties teases me. “You like?” he asks.

I bite my lip and nod. “Take them off.” My words come out as a growl.

Steven giggles as he moves his hips from side to side. He lifts his hands in the air, and I’m loving his newfound confidence.

“You’re so sexy,” I say. Steven stares as I lift my legs and place them on the coffee table. I spread my legs to reveal myself to him, reaching up my pink wool dress to press my hand against my pussy. The tights are in the way, but I’m driving Steven wild.

Steven follows my command, pushing his jeans over his hips. He’s wearing nothing but the black panties, and it’s so sexy. The panties do nothing to hide Steven’s dick. He pushes his hand against them as I press my hand against my cunny.

“Get down here and take off my tights,” I say.

Steven moans as he drops to his knees. I move my body. I place one foot on the coffee table and another on the arm of the sofa. Steven crawls between my parted legs and reaches up my dress to rid me of the tights and panties I’m wearing.

I moan as the fabric slides down my thighs. I need my dress off. My body is begging to be naked. “Take off my dress.”

Steven reaches behind me and unzips the dress. I move my body to pull the heavy fabric from my frame. Steven places his hand against my bare thigh, staring at me with a look of unfulfilled desire.

“Lick my pussy, baby.”

Steven groans, reaching forward to press his thumb against my button. My back arches, and I need more of him. I take Steven by the back of his head and press him against my womanhood. His tongue glides along my pussy lips, making me moan without control. Steven is everything I’ve ever wanted. I push him deeper into my womanhood. He takes my direction with ease, licking me like a dripping ice cream cone.

I holler. I curse. Steven is pushing me to my edge, and I don’t want to hold on. “You’re going to make me cum,” I say. My fingers are in his hair. I press my legs together. My thighs squeeze his cheeks. Steven moans into my pussy, sending waves of pleasure washing over me.

I can’t hold what’s coming. My grip tightens in Steven’s hair as my body rockets to another universe. I lose all control. I don’t care who hears me through the walls as I scream. Steven has his hand on my button and his mouth on my pussy, making me ride my first orgasm into a second.

He laughs when I push him away. The pressure is too intense. I tell Steven to sit on the coffee table and give me a show.

Steven doesn’t take off his panties. He moves the fabric to the side to free his dick as he stares into my eyes. “Is this what you want?”

I stare as Steven strokes his fat cock. It’s not too long, but it’s thick and delicious. “Yes, that’s exactly what I want.”

Steven moans as he rubs his cock. Its bulbous tip is wet. I want him inside of me, but it’s too soon. I have to break him before he can fuck me. My spread legs allow Steven to view my womanhood as he pleasures himself. I have my fingers mindlessly on my pussy. We moan together as he works himself to an orgasm.

“You’re so sexy,” Steven says just as cum erupts from his cock. He catches it in his hand.

“You should taste it,” I tease. I don’t expect Steven to lift his hand to his mouth, but he does. My breath escapes me when Steven sticks out his tongue to lick the cum. His eyes are on me as he does, making me shiver.

“It’s delicious.”

I smile at my man. He’s so sexy. “Why don’t we clean up before bed? I’m excited you’re spending the night.”

“Me too,” Steven says. He holds the cum in his fist and helps me up from the couch with his clean hand. We head to take a shower together and spend the rest of the night cuddling naked in my bed.


CHAPTER SIX

Steven

Grace and I stare at each other from across the classroom. I’m wearing a pair of pink panties under my jeans. She gave them to me yesterday to wear in class today. She checked me in the bathroom before class began, making me hard. Grace stroked my dick, nearly making me cum in the stall of the men’s restroom.

Grace winks as I stare at her. I look around, but nobody else seems to notice. They’re all paying attention to Professor Tompkins. I wish I could concentrate on her lecture about finance, but the beauty staring at me from across the room preoccupies me.

Professor Tompkins breaks us into groups a few minutes later to work on an assignment. Grace isn’t in my group. It’s easier to concentrate on class when she isn’t within my sight lines, but I hate not being able to see her.

People talk to me. They ask questions. I do my best to answer. We slug through the assignment. I can’t wait for class to end. We’re stuck in groups until the time runs to zero. I smell Grace, but she’s impossible to see. My back is to hers, and it’s driving me insane.

We finish the assignment. I say enough not to piss off my classmates, but I know I’m not performing at my best.

Professor Tompkins dismisses us. I’m excited until I see Grace racing out of the classroom without saying goodbye, making my heart sink to the pits of my stomach. I grab my bag and chase after her, hoping she hasn’t gone too far.

Her laughter stops me when I reach the hallway. Grace pulls me close to her and plants a kiss on my lips in front of everyone. I feel the pink panties tightening in my pants. Everyone watches as Grace sticks her tongue into my mouth, deepening our kiss. Normally I hate PDA, but I don’t care with Grace. She can kiss me wherever she wants, and I will never complain.

Grace breaks the kiss after a few beats. She is wearing tall heels today. They make her an inch or so taller than me. I look into her eyes, wondering how I ever got lucky enough to date her.

“Here,” Grace says and passes me a note.

“What is this?”

“You’ll see.” Grace kisses me lightly on the cheek before turning on her heel and disappearing down the hall. Her hair bounces on her shoulders as she walks away from me, paying nobody any attention, even though everyone is looking at her. I glance around the hall, wondering how many people watched us kiss.

I open the note Grace gave me. Her cute, bubbly handwriting greets me. The note says to head over to her house at six. I fold the note and tuck it into my pocket, knowing I would arrive at Grace’s at the time she wrote.


CHAPTER SEVEN

Grace

Candles burn around my apartment. There are fifteen minutes until six, and I can’t wait for Steven to arrive. I want to take our relationship to the next level. I only hope he’s ready. There’s food on my kitchen counter I ordered for dinner. I don’t want Steven to worry about anything except the gifts I have for him.

A knock comes at the door several minutes before six. I love how Steven always arrives a few minutes early.

I open the door, wearing nothing but a mesh robe with lingerie and heels. The outfit gives me strength. It makes me feel like a woman with limitless powers.

Steven’s mouth falls open as he takes in my outfit. “You look incredible.”

“Get in before someone sees me.” I pull Steven into my apartment. He wraps his arms around me, and we kiss. His breath tastes like peppermints.

Steven pulls something from behind his back. It’s a box wrapped in newspaper. “I got you something.”

I squeal and take the box. “Thank you, Steven. We can exchange gifts. Go sit on the couch.”

I run to my bedroom and grab the bag with the gift I got Steven. He’s smiling when I return to the living room, still holding the gift he gave me in my other hand. Steven takes the bag from me as I sit next to him on the sofa. “I knew you were going to get me something, which is why I didn’t come empty-handed this time.”

“That was sweet of you to get me something.”

“Open yours, and I’ll open mine.”

I nod and turn my attention to the gift wrapped in newspaper. It’s heavy, so I do not know what to expect. Steven parts the bag I gave him. I’m sure he knows what to expect, but there are plenty of surprises in his bag.

When I open my box, I find a candle. It’s a warm scent, perfect for winter. “I love it,” I say. “Should we try it now?”

“Sure,” Steven says as he fusses with the mountain of tissue paper I included with his gift.

I blow out the candle burning on my coffee table and light the one Steven gave me. He is holding the panties I bought him as I turn my attention back to him. “You can’t keep spending all of your money on me, Grace.”

I smile, shaking my head. “It’s nothing. I get them from the clearance bin, anyway. Don’t worry.”

“Okay,” he says and smiles. I lean toward him to peck his lips, finding them irresistible. He doesn’t even know about the next present I have waiting for him in my closet once he uses what he has yet to find in the bag.

“There’s something else in the bag.”

Steven lifts the bag up and down. “You’re right. What could it be?” Steven pulls out a bottle of hair-removal cream. He turns it over in his hand.

“I want to rid your body of hair. I want to take things to the next level,” I say to Steven.

Steven looks from me to the bottle and back with an expressionless face. “I don’t know what to say.”

“You weren’t sure you would like the panties, and you’ve grown to love them. Give the hair-removal cream a chance.”

Steven looks at it before turning to meet my eyes. He nods. “Okay, but you have to help me.”

“Should we get started?”

“Yeah,” Steven says. I point to the bathroom, and he leads the way.

***

Steven

I didn’t know what to expect when Grace showed me the hair-removal cream, but I’m amazed by how well it works. Grace removes the hair from my body with ease when she slides a plastic blade over my lathered skin. I gasp as my hairless body gets revealed, excited to see what I’ll look like in the panties Grace bought me.

She spoils me. She loves me. I can’t help but grow hard when she touches me, but Grace doesn’t seem to mind. I’m standing naked in her bathtub. She ignores my erection as she works, making me hairless everywhere except my head and package.

“Rinse off,” she says.

I glace down at my hairy manhood. “Are we going to shave that?”

“After you rinse off. Wash yourself with the soap.” Grace points at a bar of soap she has in her shower.

I nod and turn on the water to do as she commanded. I lather myself with soap, letting the hot water run over my body. My erection dampens, but it doesn’t go completely soft. I wash my hair, already feeling a million times more girly. My hairless body is smooth to the touch.

I run my fingers along my body, growing harder by the second. I’m washed. Smelling fresh. Smooth to the touch. It’s the most exhilarated I’ve ever felt.

Grace pulls open the shower curtain. “What are you doing in here?”

I stare at Grace’s gorgeous body. “You’re not wearing your bra.”

“I took it off. Do you have a problem with that?”

“No,” I say. Grace is only wearing stockings, panties, and a mesh robe. She looks so pretty. I want to lick from her nipple to her toes. I want to taste her pussy against my mouth. “You’re beautiful.”

“So are you, but we have a little more work until you’re ready.”

“Tell me what to do, and I’ll do it.” I no longer fear what I once did. Grace can have me as she pleases. It’s clear she knows what I want more than I know myself. I never would have considered ridding my body of hair, but it’s magical. I’ve never felt more beautiful.

“Careful what you say, darling. Turn off the water. I need to shave your balls.”

I shiver, excited to see my dick how Grace most wants. Grace lathers my area with shaving cream. She fills the tub with an inch of hot water. I’m standing naked in front of her, no longer nervous.

“I love you, Grace.”

Grace has a razor in her hand as she looks up at me. My half-erect dick is in her hand. “I love you too, Steven.”

“Can I call you my girlfriend?”

“As long as I can tell people you’re my boyfriend.”

“I’m yours, Grace.”

Grace glances at the razor and my dick in her hand. “Stay still. I don’t want to hurt you.”

I take shallow breaths as Grace works. Her touch is comfortable as she glides the blade over my lathered junk. It doesn’t take long until I’m bare, minus a tiny little bush around my dick. Grace pours water over my manhood to clear away the extra shaving cream. “What do you think?”

I glance down and smile. “It’s perfect, Grace.”

“Dry off and wait here.”

Grace races out of the bathroom. She returns with a box as I’m patting myself dry. “What? Another gift? You’re going to make me feel guilty.”

“Don’t say that, Steven. I bought you something to make you look even prettier than you already do.”

I hold out my hand, letting the towel drop to the floor. Grace gasps when she sees my hard dick. I’m doing nothing to hide how stiff she makes me. I love her gifts. They’re always better than the last.

“Wait,” Grace says. “Don’t open the gift until you lather yourself with lotion. You don’t want to break out.”

“Whatever you say.” Grace hands me a bottle of lotion. I rub it into my skin, sitting naked on the edge of the tub. Grace rests against the counter and watches me. It’s like a river of energy runs between us. I can hardly breathe when we’re alone together. Spending time with Grace is like being in another reality. A place where life isn’t terrible. Where school doesn’t exist. Where there’s no money or hate or anything but the love between us.

I pass the lotion back to Grace and pick up the box she gave me. I open it and grin when I see what’s inside. “You outdid yourself.”

“Put them on. Don’t bother with any panties.”

I raise my eyebrow, wondering what Grace has in mind after I put on this adorable outfit. It’s a purple slip dress with black stockings. I put them on as Grace watches me, stiff and eager to use my dick.

Grace claps when I pull the second stocking up my leg, placing my hands on my hips. There’s a tent under my slip dress, but I don’t care. Why would I hide my boner from my girlfriend? I want to walk around the quad with a megaphone shouting to everyone how Grace Fitts is my girlfriend, but I’ll resist the urge. It’s enough to have her to myself and be her secret doll.

“What do you think?” I move my hips from side to side, feeling sexy.

“Those stockings look so hot on your smooth legs. Fuck, I need that dick in my mouth.”

I moan as my eyes land on Grace’s beautiful lips. I want them around my cock, moving along its length. Grace grabs my hand and pulls me to her bedroom. She throws me to the bed.

Grace pushes my slip dress up past my dick. She runs her fingers up my covered thighs until they reach the end of my stockings. She squeezes her fingers against my bare flesh, making me whimper. My dick twitches, desperate to have her gorgeous lips around it.

Grace wraps her hand around my dick. “Your dick looks so big without all that hair, doesn’t it?”

I sit on my elbows to look at my dick, and it’s incredible. It doesn’t even resemble the dick I knew. “Yeah, fuck. It’s huge.”

Grace opens her mouth and sticks out her tongue, licking the tip of my dick. My head falls back to the pillow beneath me. Her bed smells of lavender. Her room is organized and feminine. Everything about her makes me fall deeper in love, especially the feeling of her lips wrapping around my cock.

“Fuck,” I say as Grace boobs her head along my cock. I curse under my breath, trying to maintain control, but Grace has been edging me ever since she lathered my body with the hair-removal cream.

Grace lifts her lips and wipes them dry. “Don’t cum yet. I want to ride that fat, girly cock.”

“You like my girly cock?”

“I love it,” she says. Grace spits into her hand and wraps it around my cock. She rubs it up and down my length, making me thrash. I don’t want to cum. I want to follow her orders, but she is making it nearly impossible.

“Use my dick before you make me cum,” I holler.

Grace laughs and plays with my cock a few seconds longer before climbing off the bed. She goes over to her closet and grabs a condom. She comes back to the bed. I’m taking deep breaths to steady myself, or I risk cumming all over before Grace can use my manhood.

Grace opens the condom with her teeth, rolling it over my cock. She doesn’t know how inexperienced I am, but I’m learning with her. She’s teaching me everything I’ve ever needed to know, and part of me hopes she’s the only woman I ever have.

Grace straddles my legs. She rubs my cock before lifting her hips and lowering her pussy lips against the head of my cock. I moan as her warmth kisses my dick. She holds my cock against her slit and runs her pussy lips along my cock, making me moan and thrash. I’m not even inside of her, and I could explode. I curse. Grace ignores me.

“Don’t cum yet,” she says.

I nod, but I don’t know how long I can last. Grace moans as she lifts her hips and quickly sinks her pussy onto my cock. Her lips swallow my member, and I have never felt anything more amazing in my life. Her walls are tight. They hug my dick like a glove. We’re both moaning. We’re both hollering. Grace raises and lowers herself on my cock, using me how she pleases.

“I won’t last, baby.”

“Don’t wait. Cum for me,” she says. Grace lowers her hand to her clit and rocks her hips back and forth on my cock. “Fuck, I’m close. Cum with me.”

Grace doesn’t have to tell me twice. I close my eyes and lift my hands to her hips. I squeeze her sides and thrust into her. She moans as her fingers pleasure her clit. She presses her knees into my thighs, and I know she’s cumming. We’re cumming together, and I never want the moment to end.

Grace collapses against my body, moving her hips high enough to let my dick fall out of her loving cave. Her breasts press against my chest. She’s still wearing the robe, and I have on the slip dress. I wrap my legs around Grace, and my stockings are soft against her skin. Grace presses her hand into my chest.

“You’re a fantastic man, Steven.”

“You’re the woman of my dreams, Grace.”

Grace wraps her other hand around my softening dick. It’s hers. We cuddle. I’ve never felt more at peace and hope our love endures. I hope it lasts forever.


CHAPTER EIGHT

Grace

“Sorry, babe. I wish I could come, but Louis called me with a flat tire. I have to help him,” Jackie says.

I sigh into the phone. She can’t be serious. I got us tickets to a pole dancing glass. It starts in an hour. “Won’t you be done helping Louis by the time the class starts?”

“He’s like thirty minutes away from home. He had to go to a museum in Detroit for one of his projects.”

I groan. “You can’t be serious. There’s no way I can go to this pole dancing class alone.”

“Girl, you know how much I want to be there, but my man comes first. He’s stuck and needs my help. I hope you would skip the class to help me if it were necessary.”

“You know I would, Jackie.”

“I’ll call you tonight to take you out to a drink to make up for it. Promise,” she says.

I can’t argue with her. “Fine. Call me later.” I hang up the phone and look around my apartment, wondering who I could invite. I send a message to Tara and Mary. They both tell me they’re busy with classes within minutes. I sigh and scroll through my phone, not really wanting to take a pole dancing class with anyone else.

A crazy thought pops into my head. I call Steven. “Hey, are you free in an hour?”

Steven hesitates. I know he probably wants to tell me he can’t do anything. If I were anyone else, he would. “I could be free. What do you have in mind?”

“It’s a surprise. I’ll send you the address.”

“Should I wear something special?”

“Bring some options. We’ll be doing a little exercise.”

“Hmm. I wonder what you have in mind. See you there, beautiful. Love you.”

“Love you too,” I say and hang up the phone.

***

Steven

I arrive at a random strip mall and realize Grace invited me to a studio. I wonder if we’re taking a dance class. Doesn’t she know I’m a terrible dancer?

Grace stands when I approach the entrance. Women fill the room. I notice poles throughout the space and a sign on the door advertising a pole dancing class. My eyes widen as the women stare at me, probably just as confused as me.

Grace runs outside when I turn around to head back to my car. I don’t mind her feminizing me in the privacy of her apartment, but she must have lost her mind.

“Where are you going, Steven?”

I ignore Grace and continue to my car. She catches up to me and pulls on my shoulder. We’re standing outside of my car. I turn to her and jut out my arms. “What am I doing here, Grace? I could be at home studying, so we have time for something worth doing. You can’t expect me to dance around a pole.”

“Why not?” Grace says in a hurt voice.

“I’m a man, Grace.” I drop my voice to a whisper; afraid someone might hear me. “You can’t expect me to do this. Only women are in there.”

“Come on, Steven. I wasn’t really going to invite you, but Jackie backed out at the last minute. You can tell everyone that because it’s the truth. Why can’t you just do this with me?”

I look past Grace toward the entrance of the studio. “I don’t know, Grace. Can’t we hang out later or something?”

Grace folds her arms over her chest and pouts. “Fine. I’ll take the class alone. See you later.” Grace turns away from me and walks toward the door. I call after her, but she doesn’t respond. I hate myself for not leaving, but I have to follow her. If she’s mad at me, it’ll break my heart. I won’t be able to concentrate.

The women inside are kinder than I expected after Grace explains why I’m there instead of her best friend. They laugh when she says she tricked me. The instructor is happy to have me though, and the class is a lot more fun than I was expecting. All the women wear heels while I dance in my socks. Their shoes make me jealous.

The class ends, and I can’t shake my desire to try on the heels. Everyone gathers their things to leave, but I can’t leave without trying the heels. I walk over to the instructor. Her name is Carlene. “Do you have anything in my size?”

Carlene lifts her eyebrow. Grace comes up behind me. “Is everything okay?”

“I want to try dancing in heels,” I say to Grace.

Grace and Carlene share a look. “I think he’s a size nine and a half.”

“We have something for you,” Carlene says.

I expect everyone to leave, but they stay as Carlene comes back with a pair of heels. Grace encourages me to continue. I glance around the room and remember Grace’s opinion is the only one that matters, and she has a smile on her face. Carlene and Grace clap as I slip into the heels. They’re surprisingly comfortable on my feet.

“He’s a natural,” Grace says. Carlene nods at her comment.

The women watch as I walk toward the pole, feeling a rush of confidence. I’m in a strip mall, but I feel like I’m in a different world as my hand wraps around the pole. I twirl in a circle. Everyone claps. They cheer when I jump and wrap my legs around the pole.

Carlene fills the room with music, and I lose myself dancing for the duration of the song. I get a round of applause when the song ends. Grace runs up to me and wraps her arms around me, showering me with kisses. The energy slowly fades as people leave, but my smile doesn’t.

Grace holds my hand as we walk to the parking lot. “That was hot watching you dance.”

“I’ll have to give you a private dance soon.”

“As long as you do it wearing something cute.”

“Only the cutest for you,” I say and kiss Grace.


CHAPTER NINE

Steven

Grace and I are sitting on her couch painting our nails. Our relationship has been going great. We’re spending more time than ever together. Sometimes it feels like nobody else exists besides us. I know Grace still spends a lot of time with her friends, but she spends a lot of time with me too, and it makes me feel like the luckiest man in the world.

Grace picked pink polish for me. I picked white for her. The colors match the slip dresses we’re wearing, so it’s only appropriate.

“What are we going to do for Valentine’s Day? It’s around the corner,” Grace says.

“I could cook you a meal,” I say. “If you don’t want to go to a restaurant.”

“I would love that. What would you make us?”

“Can I surprise you?” I ask.

“Please,” she says. We finish painting our nails, waving them in the air to dry. I love Grace, and I can’t believe a boring finance class brought us together, but I’ll always be thankful it did. “Should we watch a movie?”

“Yeah, I’m down to watch whatever you want.”

“Chick flick,” she says. I smile as she scrolls through the options and chooses a romantic comedy.

“Wine?”

“Can you make popcorn too?”

I nod and run to the kitchen, careful not to mess up my nails as I work. I have wine and popcorn ready just as the movie is starting. We don’t eat popcorn until our nails are dry, but it’s snuggles and giggles once they are.

Grace pulls me to the bedroom when the movie is over. I fuck her with slow, long thrusts while we wear our slip dresses until we’re cumming together. I hold her through the night, whispering how much I love her into her ear.


CHAPTER TEN

Grace

I smell the food before I walk through the door. It’s Valentine’s Day, and I’ve never been more in love on the holiday. I have flowers in my hand, excited to see the man I love.

Steven has a key to my apartment. I have one to his, not that I ever use it since his roommate Anthony is there most of the time.

“You’re home,” Steven says when I open the door. He’s wearing an apron with nothing more than a pair of panties on beneath it. He has a pair of black pumps on his feet, walking with ease around the apartment. “Happy Valentine’s Day.”

“It smells incredible,” I say as Steven kisses me.

“These flowers are gorgeous.”

Steven takes the flowers and fetches the vase from my cabinet. He doesn’t let me lift a finger. He tells me to take a shower if I please, so I do. I rub myself with soap as he finishes our meal in the kitchen. I love having Steven around, and the longer we spend together, the more I can’t imagine a life without him.

Steven has the meal ready when I return to the kitchen. He also changed outfits. He has switched the apron for a cute black dress. I’m wearing a plush robe and stockings with nothing else.

“What did you make us?”

“Steak with green beans and French fries.”

“Yum,” I say. Steven serves us. He even made a homemade ketchup to go with the fries. He pours us wine. I lift my glass in the air. “Cheers.”

“Happy Valentine’s Day, my love.”

I clink my glass with Steven’s. We eat, and the meal is delicious. He tells me how he marinated the steaks and started cooking everything the day before. I tell him he’s the best cook in the world, and the prettiest one too.

“You’re too kind.”

“I mean it. I love that outfit.”

Steven blushes as he looks down at the black dress he’s wearing. He always keeps his legs smooth. Steven kicks his heel into the air, and we laugh.

When we finish the meal, Steven cleans the table. I’m more than ready for dessert. Steven prepared cookies, but I have something better in mind.

I open my robe. “Don’t you want this dessert first?”

Steven stops what he’s doing, and we don’t even make it to the bedroom. We make love on the living room floor. It’s the best sex we’ve had yet, but I know even better is on the horizon.


THANK YOU FOR READING

I hope you enjoyed reading Grace’s Doll. Please consider leaving a rating or review if you did because star ratings help others discover their next great read. Star ratings also help books succeed, so your click at the end of a book can mean a lot to an author.

Grace’s Doll is part of the Mitten State University series. It follows a group of friends and their acquaintances at a fictional university in Michigan. The stories include my usual themes like feminization, crossdressing, trans women, and magical gender changes. Each story can be read as a standalone book, but they exist within the same story universe. They include the same locations and characters. Please visit my Amazon page to follow Grace and her friends! You can also find many more stories outside of the Mitten State University series on my Amazon page!

Sign up for my mailing list, where you will receive information about exclusives from this series or others in the future! I also include information about FREE books, new releases, and other noteworthy information in newsletters.

I cherish you for reading ♥
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