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CHAPTER ONE


 

 

Grace Coleman walked across campus. She was a senior in university and ready to take on the world, but she needed a pen first. There was a bookstore on the way to her class. Her last semester. She couldn’t wait to move to Chicago and get out of Foss. The college-town life didn’t suit her. She envisioned herself living in a high-rise condo, taking the ‘L’ to work, and living the big-city life. Grace went to the city on the weekends when she could, but those became fewer and fewer as she furthered her studies. 

Texting her best friend Jane, Grace barely paid attention to the others on the sidewalk. She ran her free hand through her blonde hair, unaware of her surrounding. The woman could dominate a classroom or debate, but in life, she was aloof. Drifting through space on her own cloud. Nobody could knock Grace from her mountain. She lived there, breathed there. The air was cleaner for her than others. 

Like a good best friend, Jane was the opposite of Grace; unsure and reserved. People couldn’t believe they were friends, but the two had spent years together. They met on the first day of college, laughing at a mess they made in the bathroom, and had bonded ever since. Bonded in various ways. Ways they didn’t discuss in public. 

Grace: I have to stop by the bookstore, but I’m heading to the cafe now. Can’t stay long because I need to prepare notes for class. 

Her friend texted back in an instant. Grace could leave when she wanted, but they had to talk. About what happened the previous week. Jane expressed concern in their actions. 

Grace: It was all fun and games. Why do you have to take it so seriously? 

Jane: Please, just come to the cafeteria. I’m freaking out. 

Grace’s mind flashed to what she and Jane did. It was harmless. The man asked for it. Did they take it too far? Perhaps, but Grace couldn’t help herself. It became more exciting each time she did it. Grace pushed the image from her mind, reminding herself she was at school. 

Her apartment, which she shared with Jane, protected them. Grace could act like herself there. She didn’t have to hide her true desires. Jane came off more reserved than Grace behind closed doors. She always pulled at her dark hair. Nervous eyes. Grace might have pulled Jane into their games, but Jane has taken part multiple times. She could have said no. She didn’t have to follow Grace through everything. Jane had a voice. 

Grace arrived at the bookstore, and her mind cleared. She reset her thoughts and stepped inside the air-conditioned building. It was a contrast to the hot, Spring day. 




♦




Keith Brandt stood alone in the bookstore until a bombshell walked through the door. The woman instantly caught his attention (and his zipper). Keith caught his breath and greeted her. She didn’t even look his way. It crushed him. He moved the books, straightening them on the table. His heart raced as the woman browsed the collection of pens. 

Returning to the register, Keith tried to keep his eyes off the stranger, but it proved hard. He played with his fingers behind the wood display where the cash register sat. Nobody was in the store besides the two of them. He could hear himself breathing, hoping she couldn’t hear him. His mind raced. 

She opened some lids and tested the ink on herself. The way she moves captivated Keith. A part of him wanted to bend her over the table, and another part of him wanted to emulate her. Become the strange woman with perfect blonde hair, perky tits, and the excellent resting-bitch face. 

Turning to Keith, she smiled. He gripped the counter as she approached the cash register. Her smile engulfed him. He couldn’t see straight until her awkward expression rocked him back to reality. 

“Good afternoon, find everything you like?” Keith asked. He couldn’t bring himself to lift his head and look at her. He would faint. She had a spell over him. He wasn’t himself with her beauty in the room. He was more like a puppy waiting for training. She could mold him however she’d like. 

Setting down the pens she had selected, the woman read Keith’s name tag. “Keith, everything okay? You look pale in the face.”

“I didn’t eat breakfast,” he said, still not meeting her eyes. 

“My name is Grace,” she put out her hand. “Is it always this quiet here?” 

Keith gripped the counter harder, trying to even the waves of emotion crashing through his body. He could have been a passenger on a boat ride. Vomit sat at the base of his throat. An image of projectile vomit covering the beautiful Grace crossed through his mind making him sicker. “Unless it’s the beginning or end of the semester, yes.” 

“I always order my books online,” she said. Grace covered her mouth as if she had offended Keith. He couldn’t care less. All that was going through his mind were her curves. She could have been a movie star with those looks. 

“It’s common,” Keith said and lifted his head. He immediately dropped his head again and scanned the last pen. He read the price to her, but she could see it. 

Grace didn’t hand over any money. An awkward amount of time had passed. Another person walked into the bookstore, causing the bell to ring. They both looked in that direction. Grace turned back to Keith and looked the man up and down. “You’re a nervous one, aren’t you?” 

“Not all the time,” Keith said. 

“What’s making you nervous now?” 

“You.”

“Me? Nonsense. You don’t know what you’re saying.” 

“Can you just pay and leave?” Keith asked. His dick was growing in his pants. His cheeks burned. The person who had walked in looked like they chose a book. Grace had to go before he exploded in his pants. The manager wouldn’t appreciate coming in so Keith could run and get new pants. 

Grace scuffed and looked offended but listened. She slid a bill across the counter. Keith counted the change. 

“Text me when you have a chance,” Grace said and pulled a card from her purse. She slid it to him. Keith picked it up and wondered what kind of person Grace was to have business cards. He was a senior in college too, but he never even thought about making cards for himself. 

“Right,” he said and took the card. 

Grace grabbed her pens and declined a bag. She walked out the door without looking back. Keith stared at the card until the next customer reached the register. He thought about Grace for the rest of the day. 

 


CHAPTER TWO


 

 

The pens were nice, but Grace couldn‘t get Keith out her mind. The timid man with black hair and full lips. He looked so pathetic and pliable behind the counter. Grace could picture him dolled up and in ten different positions. She loved men like him. Submissive from a mile away. Weak, beta, and always waiting for a woman to put him in his place. Those men were everywhere, and ever since Grace entered college she had become a predator. Lurking, waiting for her next fix. 

Her latest catch floated into her mind. Aaron was his name. He was built like a statue from ancient times. Hard and defined. Thinking of his sexiness has Grace’s thighs burning. She couldn’t wait to get another taste of the man. Aaron. He didn’t message her back, the one time Grace reached out to him, after she had dolled him up in a dress and panties. His silence didn’t matter. He’d come crawling back. Grace saw the look in Aaron’s eyes when he stood at the door; desire, despair, lust, dear. He grew uncomfortable that night, but he’d return in due time. Grace wasn’t about to chase after him.

That wasn’t her style. Men pursued her. She trapped them when they got too close, but she chose from the eyes. A submissive man. A man that wanted to feel life as a woman. Those were the guys she wanted. 

Stepping into the cafeteria, Grace spotted Jane in the corner. Her long dark hair wrapped into a bun with a pencil sticking up behind her head. Jane had a habit of leaving her pencil there and not finding it. She was a klutz, but Grace loved her. They were best friends. Life shined when they spent time together. 

Grace pointed to the line, gesturing that she wanted food. Jane bowed her head and went back to her papers as Grace proceeded, but there was something off with Jane. The look in her eyes when Grace entered. It showed a darkness, fear. 

Jane didn’t look up as Grace crossed the room. She avoided Grace’s eyes. As Grace sat at the table, Jane glanced the other way. 

“What’s up with you, Jane?” Grace asked, her voice a tad distressed. 

Jane clenched her hands together. Watching them turn white, Grace reached across the table. Jane withdrew. “We have to stop.”

“Stop what?” Grace asked like she didn’t know what Jane was about to say. 

“With the guys. I can’t do it again,” she said. 

Grace’s face fell flat. She had sensed this conversation was coming. Jane had been distant the past week. She didn’t converse as much in the apartment. Life had felt sad since Jane went distant. The truth was out, and Grace tried to keep her breath even. Was she a freak? Did feminizing men make her strange? The looks Jane gave her said that was the case. 

“Why are you saying this now? After so many times?”

Jane tore her muffin. She looked down at it and spoke, “the first time was fun. It was. When we first moved into the apartment last year. Watching to guy turn from a man to a woman interested me. But I like men that are naked and hairy, Grace. It’s what I want.” 

Grace tightened her face. She pulled her lips together. “What are you saying, Jane?” 

“We can’t do it again. I said that. I told you. It’s how I feel.”

“So, you don’t have fun when we fool around with a guy?” 

“Yes and no. This doesn’t have to turn into a fight, Grace. Accept it, please,” Jane said. 

Grace sighed and stabbed her lettuce. She had ordered a salad for lunch, but Jane’s words stole her appetite. Grace chewed her food and thought. She couldn’t stop. If Jane wanted to end their trios, then she could do that. But Grace had to use her apartment to feminize men. It was better with Jane’s help. The guys loved it. Two women. A fantasy. The blonde and the brunette. What guy wouldn’t want to dress up as a woman and feel the ultimate rush of sexiness. Grace saw it every time the men looked in the mirror after she’d finished. 

They couldn’t get enough. Most only did it once, but there were a few regulars. Until the men enjoyed it too much and lost confidence in themselves. Grace was looking for her warrior. She thought she had seen it in Aaron, but he never called back. 

“We ruin these guys’ lives,” Jane said. 

“No, we don’t,” Grace retorted. “We save them from a life of boring sex.”

Grace whispered, but they were harsh sounds leaving her mouth. Jane sat back in her chair. “No more. It’s what I decided on, and I already feel lighter. Grace, I can’t do it again.”

“I just found a guy. He’s perfect. Just now before I came here. You should have seen the way he was drooling over me. He’ll love wearing a dress.”

“You always say that, but they almost never come back. I just want a normal relationship Grace, please. You’re my best friend, and I love you, but we can’t do this anymore. It’s time to move forward in our lives.”

“Give this last guy a chance. I’m sure he’ll text soon.” 

“I don’t know,” Jane said with apprehension. 

“Please, one more time. Then, I’ll leave you out of it. But we make such a good team.”

Just like that, Grace’s phone pinged. It was a message from Keith. 

Keith: Is this Grace? 

Grace’s face lit up and blinded the entire room. Not really, but she looked happier than sunshine after a rainstorm. “I told you,” Grace said. Jane shook her head. A smirk formed at her lips, and she pushed her dark hair behind her shoulder as Graces tapped out a reply. 




♦




Grace typed away at her phone as Jane pulled at her muffin. Life was glorious living with Grace, but sometimes it overwhelmed her too. Jane couldn’t separate herself from the woman. They were best friends, but that only last so long. They would grow apart, one day. But that day wasn’t for at least six more months when the lease ended. 

Jane ignored Grace’s exclamations and reactions as she continued a conversation with the stranger from the bookstore. Jane didn’t know the man. She couldn’t imagine him. Who went to the bookstore? She never desired to buy anything there. She did most of her shopping online. Sometimes it wasn’t convenient. She had a package stolen from her porch, which the company replaced a few days later because they had video footage of the woman running away. 

It surprised her to learn a woman took her package. Grace was furious for days preaching about womankind. Jane didn’t care one way or the other what gender person stole her package, she just wanted her product. Spices she was too lazy to buy from the market. Guilt rippled through her when she thought about it. The dark future others predict about one company ruling the world. She was part of the cause, not the solution. 

Grace slapped Jane’s arm to get her attention. “I asked this Keith guy if he wants to come over to the apartment, and he said yes.” 

“Why did you invite him?” Jane asked. She sounded miserable, but Grace ignored her tone. 

“You agreed to one more time. He’s the guy. I’m telling you. He won’t leave.” 

“They always leave after one night. Only a few have come back, and it always got more awkward each time we had… sex.” 

“But wasn’t it delicious? Feminizing a man?”

“Sometimes it is, other times it’s not. I don’t know. I’m your best friend Grace, but I don’t know what you want. This is getting extreme. I just want a normal man,” Jane said. She couldn’t hide the truth anymore. It ate at her when she went to sleep at night. Jane had tried enough. She had lived plenty. It was time to experience life with a normal, hairy man that didn’t dress in en femme. Grace could do what she wanted. Jane wouldn’t judge. That wasn’t her job. 

“You’re overreacting, Jane. I understand. I get it. A nice, hairy man that can keep you warm at night. Not one that wears a nightgown made of silk. Sure, you have a point. But it’s what I like.” 

“I like it too,” Jane said. “But I want to try something different. Normal.”

“Don’t use the n-word. You know how much I hate it. Nobody is normal nor perfect. It’s a lie.” 

“There is a majority, though. We aren’t in it right now. Don’t you ever dream of a strong man?” 

“Aaron was strong,” Grace said in such a low whisper Jane hardly heard. 

Jane didn’t contest her point. Their last guy had an outstanding body, soft eyes, and a huge dick. Jane couldn’t walk for days after they had a night with him. He was delicious, but Jane wanted him in his full man form. She could sense a slight hint of discomfort when they were enjoying his rod. The length of him under the dress. They couldn’t get enough. He was definitely one of their better catches. 

“Aaron was nice,” Jane said. 

“And he’ll come back,” Grace countered. “I know he loved it. Trust time.”

“You always say that Grace, but it never happens. They almost never come back. Especially the good ones like Aaron. I mean, his body,” Jane said. 

Grace slapped the air, “I know. And between his legs—”

“Shh,” Jane said. Both the ladies giggled. Nobody in the cafeteria paid them any attention. They looked around, expecting someone to call their name or something. Tell them to hush up. Enough dirty talk from the women. They needed to act like ladies. Jane could picture it happening in a different time. A different setting. “When is Keith coming over to the house?” 

Grace tapped her fingers on the table. She took another bite of her salad as Jane waited for her response. “We have to try it differently this time. No surprises. Guys will do anything to get pussy once they’re at the apartment, but maybe things would be different if we took him shopping first. Exposed ourselves.” 

“That sounds like a better option. I don’t want to ruin him like we’ve done to others.”

“Oh, please Jane. We have ruined no one. Don’t be so dramatic. Do you like my idea or not? Should we surprise him instead?” 

“No, let’s go with your idea.”

“Done,” Grace said and tapped at her phone again. Jane couldn’t believe she agreed to another adventure, but there she was pressing her finger into the crumbs from her muffin. She wiped them over the plastic. There was no turning back once Grace got that look on her face. 

 

 


CHAPTER THREE


 

 

Grace and Keith texted all night. He couldn’t stop replying to her messages. She’d send one word, and he’d respond with a paragraph. Keith couldn’t help himself. Flashes of her blonde beauty burst through his mind whenever he paused, even for a moment. Pumping gas, arranging books, typing his paper. It didn’t matter what he did because Grace wouldn’t leave his thoughts. She consumed him. 

He didn’t even know how much that’d be true by the end of the day. They had agreed to meet in the morning. Keith had the day off. Grace volunteered, she had said; she didn’t work. Not until she graduated, which would happen soon. Grace explained it all in their exchanges. 

Keith waited on the corner for Grace in the morning. She messaged that she was on her way with her roommate. Keith jetted his hands into his pocket. He pinched his thigh before rubbing his hardened dick. Grace mentioned a special surprise for their trip, but he didn’t know what to expect. 

He did not understand how far Grace would want to take him. Keith was innocent, unaware of his future. All he could think about was getting his dick wet by some hot blonde chick and potentially her roommate. It was every man’s fantasy. He wouldn’t complain or deny Grace’s request. 

Sounds of a woman screaming echoed in the distance. Grace hung out a passenger window and waved at Keith. He stood on the tip of his toes, jacking his dick in his pants. Hornier than he had ever been. The way Grace’s hair blew in the wind had Keith wanting to run his hands through it. Not that he had to courage to do it, but the desire was there. 

Grace, and the friend who drove, stopped in front of Keith. “Looking good, Keith. You did your hair up for me?” 

Keith touched his gelled hair. His cheeks grew warm. 

“Get in the car. Jane’s driving us to a special place.”

“What place?” Keith asked as he rushed to get in the car. 

“You’ll see when we get there,” Grace said and laughed. Keith examined the other woman, Jane. She didn’t look as amused and pulled off without greeting Keith. Grace went back to typing away at her phone. Keith buckled his seatbelt and felt sweat developing on his forehead. 




♦




Grace wore a short pink dress that day. Sunlight bounced off of it like a rainbow on wet cement. It had light pleats and hugged her waist. A thin scarf wrapped around her neck. Ushering Keith, Grace got out the car. She opened the back door with a bright smile. Keith appeared distressed, excited, unsure. So many emotions crossed his face. Grace kept a smile plastered to hers. Jane sulked out the driver’s seat. Grace glanced at her with sharp eyes, encouraging her to show a brighter face. They had a man to feminize. It was a good day. They should celebrate. They weren’t heading to a funeral. 

Keith kept his hands in his pockets. He could have been blindfolded the way he stumbled along behind Grace. People didn’t pay them much attention. Grace turned a few heads with her commanding looks, but they wouldn’t have known what Grace had planned for Keith’s day. The way he would look afterward. Grace couldn’t wait to push Keith and find his limit. She was like an alcoholic heading to the bar. 

Jane followed behind Keith. Grace looked back at her, smiling, but Jane didn’t return the affection. Her face remained cold, unchanged. Annoyed. Grace pushed her fears away. Keith was the ticket. She could sense he was different. They could change him, mold him, control him. He wouldn’t be anything to them but a hungry, sexual boyfriend. Their new toy to enjoy on the weekends. 

Grace skipped one step as they rounded the corner. They weren’t far from her favorite second-hand store. She pictured all the vintage dresses Keith could pull off. He had small shoulders. He wouldn’t look weird like some other guys she and Jane had in the past. Keith fit the description of Grace’s perfect man. He could use a few weeks at the gym, but that was something Grace could change. He would do some push-ups to feel inside her; bury himself deep within her. She was sure of it. Men were like remotes. Push a button and watch them react. They didn’t think with more than their dicks. 

Thinking about shaving Keith’s small body made Grace hot. Her legs burned with desire as she compared Keith with the guys from her past. He differed from most of them. She imagined he had more body hair than others, but that wasn’t anything wax couldn’t handle. A trimmer. Watch the hair fall to the ground. Play sweet music in the background. She licked her lips and glanced at Keith. He sweat like it was twenty degrees hotter than it was. Beads ran down his face like a sprinkler had splashed him. 

Grace turned to Keith. She caught Jane’s contemptuous eyes before she spoke. “Keith. Jane and I have a surprise for you.” 

“Yay,” Jane said in a monotone, depressing voice. Grace stomped her foot at her. 

“What were you thinking?” Keith asked. His eyes showed a hint of fear. He couldn’t comprehend the fork in the road where he stood. Grace flashed her bright white teeth at Keith. 

Grace ran her hands down the front of her pink skirt. She looked like a doll waiting to be wrapped in plastic at the factory. Perfect. Polished. Clear, shining skin and fresh hair. “We’re giving you a makeover.” 

Keith examined himself. He rubbed his hands over his clothes. Insecurity read all over his poor face. Grace waved her hand toward the store’s entrance. Keith said, “I guess I could use new jeans.” 

“Jeans,” Grace scoffed. “We’ll get something nicer than jeans.” 

“Slacks?” Keith asked. His voice was too innocent. Grace chuckled, covering her mouth. 

“Do we have to do this?” Jane asked. 

Grace pulled in Keith before he could ask questions. She grew tired of Jane’s melodramatic attitude. Her indifference to Grace’s plans. Her passions. Grace wanted to find the perfect man. The one that wouldn’t run away. She couldn’t stop until she captured him. Keith was her man. She felt it in her bones. Jane followed in behind them. A familiar salesclerk greeted them from behind the register. 

Keith walked toward the men’s section, but Grace pulled him back. She led him to the dresses, which turned his face red. It was like Grace could see the recognition in his eyes. He didn’t run, but his body tensed. Jane stood at the end of the rack averting her eyes. Running her fingers through her nice brown hair. 

Grace beamed. She showed nothing but joy to Keith. “We will find the perfect dress for you. What colors do you like? I think a blue dress would look great on your skin. Maybe something multicolored. What do you think?” 

“A dress?” Keith asked. He picked up one from the hem and examined the fabric. It was like he had disappeared from the room. His soul. His mind. Grace waved her hand in his face. 

“What do you think?” 

“A dress?” 

“I told you,” Jane said. She kicked the carpet a few feet from Keith and Grace. Grace turned to her with fire in her eyes. She didn’t want to hear it. 

“You’ll look fantastic, Keith. I love men that can experience and enjoy their feminine sides,” Grace said. She held Keith by the shoulder. Her thigh straddled his. She could smell a hint of something on him, probably from sweating on his journey to the store. Grace found a powder blue dress with ruffles. It had a high collar that would cover Keith’s Adam’s apple. It screamed retro, beauty. High-fashion in its time. “Try this on. You’ll look great.”

Keith glanced at Grace through his eyelids. Questions ran over those glossy surfaces, but Grace used her body to guide him to the fitting room. “Nobody is here, darling. Try it on and see how you feel. Your reward will be sweeter than cake.” 

Keith stumbled to the room. He disappeared inside. Jane came up behind Grace and said, “He’s not ready.” 

“Shh, I don’t want to hear it,” Grace said. Jane didn’t reply. New-age electronic music played over the speakers. They waited, for minutes, and Keith hadn’t emerged from the dressing room. Grace knocked on the door. “What are you doing in there?” 

Keith threw open the door and darted past them. “I can’t do this,” he said and ran to the door. The bell rang, and Keith disappeared into the city. 

Grace put up her hand to Jane before she could say anything. She didn’t want to hear it. 




♦




Keith ran and ran until he found a park. It was an open space of land. No playground, no dogs, just grass and trees. Keith collapsed under an old oak. Its leaves rustled in the wind above him as he caught his breath. He gripped his chest as his lungs expanded and contracted. He couldn’t get the image of himself in the powder blue dress out his mind. It was burned there, forever. He would never forget. 

How his penis hardened. How the tailored fabric hugged his body and exposed every inch of his dick. Not in a bad way, but it turned him on like he never knew. His desire hadn’t been stronger than that moment. Two beautiful women waiting outside the dressing room for him. Overload. Too much to handle. What did they expect from him? To use his dick? Take turns letting him fuck them? Keith would last two seconds. He couldn’t embarrass himself like that. 

The thought of those ladies laughing at his softening cock after he shot his loads had him running out that door. Grace was the sexiest woman that had ever given him the time of day by an astronomical distance. More than a mile. Perhaps less than it took to reach the moon. 

Looking around the park, Keith thought Grace and Jane would arrive at any moment. The sun shined high in the sky. The afternoon set in place, bringing a high heat with it. Keith wiped his forehead. Smelled his armpits. He couldn’t stop thinking about how much hair he had to lose. The dress felt incredible brushing against his skin, but it’d feel better with smooth legs. No underarm hair. He wanted to eliminate it all. His hair had become an instant enemy. 

Keith ripped grass from the ground and thought how Grace and Jane might have reacted to his disappearance. Grace probably stressed out when he left, but Jane seemed like she didn’t want to participate in Grace’s games. Grace appeared as the leader. Jane followed behind her and wore nothing as glamorous as Grace. Keith wouldn’t mind either of them. Women never paid him any attention. Maybe that was why Grace came his way. She saw the weakness in him. 

A pile of grass lay at Keith’s side. He was making a bald patch in the ground. He didn’t care about the Earth with his mind in such shambles. He would regret it later, but not now. Life slapped him, and he had to choose a lane. Was Grace worth wearing a dress? He quite liked it, but what would others think of him? How did Jane play into the equation? 

Keith closed his eyes, leaving the grass alone, and rested against the tree. He pictured what Grace and Jane would look like naked. Curvy, beautiful. Delicious. The best thing he would ever have had in his life. Better than any vacation. It would be a trip between the sheets he’d never forget. Wearing a dress for the ladies became less daunting by the second. 

The breeze passed his face. Smells of fresh-cut grass drifted to his nose. He imagined his dick sliding between Grace’s pussy lips. Her lips kissing his. Him slapping her ass as she rode his dick. Not that he had a woman do that, but he had seen enough videos. He reached through his pocket and stroked his dick. 

Keith wouldn’t last. He would cave. It was too easy. Grace threw herself at him. All he had to do was play by her rules, wear a dress, and get his dick wet. Repeat? Do it once? Those were the questions that ran through his mind as the afternoon progressed. Strangers made noise not too far from him. A group had began a game of catch. They used a Frisbee. Keith blocked them out and returned to his fantasies. 

It didn’t take long for their game to annoy Keith. He got to his feet and walked away from the park. He knew where he was in town. There was a bus that went by his house near him. The city wasn’t a huge place. Not like Chicago. Just a college town in the middle of Illinois. They had enough, but the people always wanted more. It was understandable with the big city in their backyard. 

Keith didn’t care where he lived now that the ladies had stepped into his life. They were first, second, and third on his list. He had to try. At least once. Not today but soon. He had decided. 




♦




They sat in the cafeteria. The food was good, cheap, and they didn’t live far from campus. They could walk home if they wanted. Keith had run away from them. Neither Jane nor Grace had heard a word. Of course, Jane wouldn’t hear from Keith, but she was with Grace. Not much had happened since Grace ran out the store. They drove back home and walked to the cafeteria. 

Jane ate a burrito. Grace had a salad. She went through phases, and salads were in for her. She ate one every day. Jane didn’t stick to one item. She played with her food, eating something different every day. A burrito was once a week, maybe, but they were good. 

“You don’t have to look at me like that,” Grace said. They hadn’t spoken since the store. Jane didn’t know how she looked, but she could feel the stress in her face. The anxiety. She wanted to stop and leave the guys alone. It was fun, but the time passed. They had to move on. 

Grace stabbed her lettuce when Jane didn’t reply. A woman turned her head and looked in their direction. Jane smiled at her, trying to look normal. Feel normal. She thought the woman could read her mind until she turned and went back to her meal. “What do you expect from me? Aaron should have been our last guy. End on a high note. I’m not against feminizing men, but it’s time to stop. We can’t keep doing this to guys. The town isn’t that big. We’ll get a reputation,” Jane said. She sounded like a snake on the hunt, ready to attack its prey. Grace was dominant, most of the time, but Jane had her moments. 

“Keith is a good guy,” Grace said. 

“That doesn’t mean we need to change him to a woman. Make him wear a dress. You’re hot, the guys are sexy. The sex, dynamite. But this phase in our lives has an end, Grace.” 

“You’re giving up,” she said. 

“I’m getting tired,” Jane replied. Her heart raced, and her hands burned. She didn’t want to have this conversation. Jane had decided she and Grace would move to different cities when the semester ended. They would stop the games then, but things were going too far. Jane had to slam the breaks and put her foot down in protest. 

Grace pushed her salad forward across the table, leaning back in her chair. The air turned thick around them. Jane cracked her knuckles and didn’t drop Grace’s gaze. They locked together their eyes testing the other. Who was submissive that day? Who had the power? 

Grace blinked. 

Jane laughed to herself, which caused Grace to scowl. “You’re a bitch, Jane.” 

“You’re a slut, but I love you,” Jane said. 

“Yeah, yeah. I love you too, but you’re crushing my soul. We have to feminize men. You’re the perfect partner. I don’t want to do it alone.” 

“All good things end, as they say,” Jane said. 

Grace pouted and crossed her arms over her chest. She didn’t reply. She dropped her head and grabbed her salad, eating to fill the silence. Jane bit into her burrito. They sat there not speaking. The woman that had looked at Jane disappeared. 

They remained in their corner and ate. Jane had won the argument. Grace only stopped talking when she was angry, defeated. It put a smile on Jane’s face. The end was near. She would love Grace forever, but when the semester was over, she’d start a new life. Perhaps in a new city. Chicago. New York. She wasn’t sure. Her plans changed by the day. Jane wanted to find a balance. A place where she felt free to explore, be herself. Whatever herself was. She didn’t know after spending so much time with Grace. They had become one wavelength. 

“If Keith comes back to us, I’ll give it a chance. But I don’t want you going after him or any other guy. At least, I don’t want you to involve me in it. Deal?” 

Grace brightened. Her smile spread across her face. “Deal,” she said and put out their hand. They shook on it, went back to eating, and everything was normal. Jane savored the last few bites of her burrito knowing that she and her friend averted a fight. 


CHAPTER FOUR


 

 

Aaron sat in his room, staring at himself in the mirror. He had done that a lot since his night with Grace and Jane. She texted, he never replied. How could he? Confessing to his true desires, his wants, was beyond his ability. She had dressed him in a purple dress with orange stripes. It complemented his tan skin. Aaron loved the way his body looked with no hair. 

He had shaved a few times to keep it that way. His body, hairless. Hard. Defined. Women loved to look at him. He often winked and watched their hands fly to their chest. But he almost never got a number. 

That changed the day he met Grace. Her smile. The way she lit up an entire space. 

They met at the gym on campus where Aaron works as a lifeguard. Grace caught his attention the moment she dived into the pool. The way her blonde hair hugged her head when she came up from the water. Aaron remembered how his dick reacted. Most women didn’t do that for him, but she was different. 

And her friend, Jane was sexy too. Her breasts were perfect when she removed her shirt. Her nipples large and perfect for sucking. Aaron spent longer than he’d like to admit playing with them while Grace swallowed his dick. 

Aaron had a larger piece than most guys, but it hindered him more than helped him. Women loved to look at it. Touch it. Suck the first few inches. But most didn’t want to take his entire length. They told Aaron to stop. Take it easy. Watch what you’re doing. It was like torture every time. 

His hard body and big muscles were all that mattered. He was good for photos. The women always got plenty of pictures with him but never called after the third or fourth date when they finally had sex. 

Grace was different. She took every inch of his dick. Jane did too, mostly. She did better than most. They had the best sexy of Aaron’s life, and he’d been wearing a dress. One that made him look sexy. But the dress had faded to the background with each thrust. Every moan that fell from Grace’s lips. 

He filled more condoms than he thought possible. Grace asked for more. Practically begged. She loved it as much as he did. They were a pair. A couple. Aaron needed more, but he couldn’t bring himself to call her. 

It was too hard to admit to himself that he would wear a dress to please her. To change himself completely to have her. Jane mattered. She was there but different. Aaron would take both if they were a packaged deal, but he needed Grace. Her vibe, the way she moved, the way she took every inch. Aaron fantasized about her every minute of the day. He couldn’t work without picturing her legs in the air. 

Aaron beat his fingers on the table and thought how he would return to Grace’s life. He wouldn’t message her. He needed to commit. A message would give him the opportunity to run. He would have to go shopping for a dress. 




♦




Keith sat on his bed with one leg over each corner. His dick stood at attention. Sweat ran down his body. He’d been at it for hours, watching porn and jacking off. A video of a feminized man fucking a woman played on his computer. He imagined it was Jane under him. His dick quivered in his hand. It would be his fourth time, but cum rushed to the surface. 

His dick vibrated, but nothing left the tip. Dry. Overworked. He didn’t care. Keith applied more lubricant and found a new video. A man was eating pussy while wearing a dress. It was weird but turned him on in a way. Made him horny and bothered. 

Glancing at his phone, he looked at his messages with Grace. She had power over him, but he had passed the day without reaching out to her. She had said nothing since he ran away from the store, which bothered him. But Keith understood the ball was in his court. She was being a lady, waiting for him to make a move. 

Keith stroked his dick, raw from all the time he had spent in front of the computer. Wet from the lube. Desire ran through his body as he looked at the man on his knees licking the woman clean and his messages with the most interesting, beautiful woman he’d ever met. 

Grace, and her friend, what would Keith do? He had decided in the park he wanted them, no matter what, but doubt scratched at him. He couldn’t ignore the feelings. Having spent his entire life criticizing gays. Men that dressed as women. Drag. He hated drag. But there was a rush in that dressing room he couldn’t ignore. 

His life had changed the moment that powder blue fabric hugged his curves. 

Keith rubbed his chest. It was hairy. He wanted to rip it from his skin. Give Jane and Grace what they wanted. Keith hadn’t stopped to see their faces. There wasn’t a chance to look. To stop would have been to engage. He would have melted into the store’s carpet. There wasn’t a chance he could see Grace today. 

But he could message her. The video faded the background. His dick was thick but less hard. The screen glared in his face. The daylight had turned to darkness long ago. 

Keith: I don’t know what I want, but I want you. 

Without waiting to see a reply, Keith closed his computer and cleaned himself up. He had an early shift in the morning, and his manager had already threatened to fire him if he arrived late again. Keith kicked his phone to the floor without realizing and drifted off to sleep. 

He didn’t hear the vibrations from Grace’s reply. He was off, sleeping like a man who’d had sex all day. 


CHAPTER FIVE


 

 

Jane rushed to campus that day. She left when Grace was taking a shower. She hadn’t spoken to her roommate all morning. Keith was first on her list. He needed to know how Grace changed people. She latched on and didn’t release her prey. Mostly they didn’t come back, but Jane had seen some of those guys around campus. The ones that had fun with them. Their eyes. They all said the same thing. Torture. Regret. It pained Jane to see those men like that. 

Weak, granted, but they were still men. They had feelings and emotions. It wore Jane. She wanted the man to want feminization. Not such a desperation to have a woman touch him he’d do anything. Men were weak, Grace said that. Jane didn’t disagree. They went along with it every time, but it wasn’t sexy. The men wanted sex, but they didn’t want a dress along with it. 

Only one man left without sex, though. One. How weak were they? 

Jane raced to the bookstore. She had to stop Keith. Tell him he didn’t have to wear a dress for sex. He was better than that. More than anything, Jane couldn’t handle seeing another man with sullen, sad eyes. 

Dew covered the grass. A light fog floated above it. She was early. Few students were on campus, but she knew Keith opened the store. She had watched the bookstore more since they met. She recognized him after seeing him behind the bookstore’s window. It clicked. He was handsome. Rugged but soft around the edges.

Jane fantasized about men like him, and Grace wanted to wrap him up in a dress. Jane didn’t doubt Keith would look good in one, but she wanted a change. Something different. 

Stepping into the bookstore, the bell rang above her head. Keith turned to her. His eyes instantly showed recognition. “Jane, what are you doing here?” 

“We have to talk,” she said and rushed to him. She gripped his shirt and dragged him behind a bookcase. 

“I have to stay where the camera can see me,” he said. His face appeared worried. He looked like he might faint from breaking the rules even for a second. 

Jane pushed him forward, so he wasn’t out of the camera, but she stayed hidden behind the bookcase. She couldn’t risk anyone seeing her, especially Grace. It was unusual for Jane to leave as early as she did. 

“Why did you run away yesterday?”

Keith blushed. His cheeks reddened like a light. “It was too much to handle. I messaged Grace last night. She didn’t tell you?” 

“We haven’t spoken since yesterday in the afternoon. You don’t have to wear a dress if you aren’t comfortable. Don’t think that. You are a man, act like one,” Jane said. 

“It’s not that I’m a man and you’re a woman. What scared me more than anything yesterday was how much I enjoyed wearing the dress. Minus my body hair, I looked sexy. Grace said that she wants to have me over for dinner. I was hoping you’d be there,” Keith said. 

Jane couldn’t wrap her head around it. How easily men crumbled to their knees. Maybe all men had a secret, shameful desire to wear female clothing. Women wore jeans and a t-shirt. They wore blazers and slacks. Society didn’t permit men to wear dresses. Some wore skirts, but the looks they receive. Most men couldn’t handle that. 

Looking Keith up and down, Jane sighed. She liked this guy. He was sweet, innocent. Honesty painted his face. 

“You sure about this?” Jane asked. Her anger had subsided. A calmness overcame her. 

“I want to try,” he said. 

Jane stepped forward and placed her hand on Keith’s chest. “There are other birds in the forest.”

“Not like you two. What would we be anyway?” 

“I don’t know. My friend is demented. She has the wildest ideas, as you’ll see when you come for dinner.” 

Keith lifted his arm and leaned against the wood. It sent a heat through Jane’s body. He was short, but she was shorter. He was such a man. Hairy, defined. Not muscular but not unfit. He looked good. His smell wasn’t bad either. 

Jane clutched her purse and pressed her thighs together. “I’ll see you at dinner, Keith.” 

Keith waved when Jane reached the door. She looked back at him, blew a kiss, and disappeared to campus. 

 

 


CHAPTER SIX


 

 

Grace had prepared a large meal, semi-homemade, and spread it across their table. She didn’t plan to eat much, but they had a special guest joining them. She and Jane wore pretty dresses with an abstract print. They hugged their wastes, showing the best part of their asses. Keith wouldn’t be able to resist them. Grace played a smooth instrumental tune on the stereo. She fixed the place settings. Everything had to look perfect when Keith arrived. She checked her watch. 

Jane glared at Grace from across the table. “Don’t overdo yourself, Grace.” 

“How am I overdoing anything?” 

“Look at that table,” Jane said and waved her hand at the extravagant meal. “We didn’t have to do this for Keith. I saw him today.” 

Grace stopped moving. She had been dancing around the room worrying about details, but Jane’s announcement stopped her cold. Dead with a fork in her hand. “Why did you see Keith?” 

“He’s a free man, Grace. But he said he wants to wear a dress. He wants to please you.” 

“This isn’t about free or not free. We did it differently, and he came running back to us. Why are you acting so weird, Jane?” 

“I’m tired of this circle.”

“Circle?” Grace asked. Their voices became tense. The air turned from light to heavy. Grace set the fork in its place. Her eyes burned. She could feel the anger, distrust, sadness in her face. 

“We feminize them. They leave. We never see them again. I feel used. Repeat.”

“Jane, you can’t back out now. We’ve come too far,” Grace said, sounding desperate. 

“Don’t you feel like a dirty slut?” 

Grace slapped her chest. Her jaw fell. Her mouth sat agape. The doorbell rang. Grace ran her hands down the front of her dress. “Our guest is here.” 

Jane laughed and drank her wine, “go ahead. Open the door.” 

Without looking back at her friend, Grace stormed to the door. She swung it open, and Keith stood on the other side. His hands deep in his pockets. His face unsure. He smiled and waved with his arm bent at his side. 

“Good evening, sucker,” Jane said and held up her glass of wine. 

The words sent a fury through Grace. “Step inside and ignore Jane. She’s uneven today. She must have fallen from her chair in the morning. Hit her head. Is that right, Jane?” 

“Everything you say is right, isn’t it?” 

Keith stood near the door where Grace had left him. She went off to the kitchen to get him a glass of water. “Did I come at a bad time?” he asked. 

“Not at all. Dinner’s ready,” Grace said. She returned with the water. The ice had turned it cold. The glass had a coating of condensation. Keith took it from Grace. Jane scrolled through her phone. “Ready for dinner?” 

“Sure,” Jane said. She stood and went to the table. 

Keith wobbled behind Grace. He wasn’t graceful. His movements were clumsy. Timid. Submissive. 

Grace served Keith pasta and salad. He chose his toppings. Jane helped herself to the bread and potatoes. And more wine. Grace served herself after the other two began eating. She had a large salad and a little pasta. Carbs weren’t her thing. They ate in silence. Grace stared at Jane from across the table. It was more of a scowl, expect when Keith glanced her way. Grace and her roommate had turned sour like spoiled milk. But the desire hadn’t dissipated. She could feel it in the air. Jane still wanted the man sitting at her table, dress or no dress. 

“What made you come?” Grace asked. She looked at Keith over her wineglass. 

“You two are beautiful,” he said and instantly reddened. Keith twirled pasta around his fork and stuffed his mouth. 

Jane laughed innocently. It spilled from her without effort. It sounded sweet on Grace’s ears. Jane had been so dark and unloving. She needed to laugh. Men were theirs to enjoy. 

Their dinner continued. The tension lightened as the minutes turned to hours. They got to know the man that works at the bookstore. He lived on campus with his roommate since freshman year. They loved to play video games. They ordered pizzas. But Keith assured them he took time to visit the gym. It wasn’t all play and work and school. 

“What do you love doing more than anything?” 

“This past week,” Keith began but tightened his lips. 

“What were you going to say?” Grace asked. She leaned over and rested her hand on Keith’s forearm. He took in a sharp breath at her touch. 

“Jacking off and watching porn,” he said, pushing the pasta around his plate. Keith didn’t life his head, but Jane reached under the table with her foot. She placed her foot on his. He lifted his eyes. 

Grace noticed the exchange and smiled at the pair. She was happy to continue. If Jane was excited, Grace was enthralled. She couldn’t wait to shave Keith’s body and place him in a dress. Make him do a little dance around the house. Maybe a few chores. She hadn’t decided which direction she wanted to take Keith, but she could see the desire in Jane’s eyes. A yearning to use Keith like she had the others before him. 

They were about finished eating and a little tipsy from the wine. “Are you ready for dessert?” 

“What’s that? Cake?” 

Grace chuckled. “Cake,” she said with a long draw. 

Keith shuffled in his seat. 

“Dessert has two parts. Part one, we need to get that nasty hair off your body.” 

Jane nodded and lifted her glass. Keith asked, “and part two?” 

“That’s the best part when we will use you. We can leave a few things as a surprise, can’t we?” 

Keith nodded. Grace noticed him rub his dick under the table. He was ready. Hungry. She could see the lust in his eyes. He could have fallen from his chair the way he appeared, crawled across the floor, and begged for Grace to take him anyway she wanted him. 

“Follow me to the bathroom,” Grace said. She walked without looking back. Jane stayed at the table. She would wait for round two of dessert. 

Grace undressed Keith in the bathroom. His dick was thick, a little short, but delicious looking. Bushy hair surrounded his cock. It trailed up his chest. Grace had much to shave, but she got to work on his body. Watching the hair drop to the floor, Grace satisfied herself. The craving she had before finding Keith and after tasting Aaron. She needed a man to stay with her en femme, behind closed doors, maybe in public sometimes. She needed a man to live the kinky life with her. Live free without fear. It was impossible to find. 

But Keith stood eagerly as Grace shaved his body. He didn’t flinch nor run away. He stayed and let Grace finish the job. She rubbed him with lotion once she finished. Her body burned with wanting. She couldn’t wait for the second part of dessert. 

Once the lotion dried, Grace slipped a silky night gown over Keith and had him wear a pair of panties. “You can play with your dick out the side of them, but keep the panties on.” 

“Whatever you want, Grace,” Keith said. 

She smiled at him and rubbed under his chin. “Follow me before Jane is too tipsy to have fun.” 

They’d spent a good half hour or more in the bathroom shaving Keith, but he looked feminine and scrumptious. “Drop to your knees, sissy,” Grace said. She waved for Jane to come over. They got naked from the waist down, and Keith purred at the sight. 

Their pussy lips glistened in the low light. He licked his lips. Grace smiled at him and rubbed his ear. He knelt beneath them. Grace burned. She needed his mouth against her pussy and hoped he knew how to use it. Hoped she wouldn’t have to teach him everything. 

Grace wrapped her hand around the back of Keith’s head and pushed him into her center. He inhaled. The air tickled her. She laughed before leaning over to kiss Jane and calm the waves of pleasure. The sensations washing over her. 

Keith went between them until their delicious juices covered his face and the ladies had had enough. Grace pushed Keith away and retired to the couch. Jane joined her. They didn’t cover their privates and let their sparkling pussies breathe. Keith lay on the floor, without cleaning his face, and stared at them. Grace stared back. Keith looked good in a dress. 




♦




Keith sat on the floor while Grace and Jane mingled on the couch. They hadn’t covered themselves, but Keith didn’t mind. He liked the view. But they were crazy ladies. The way they had argued when Keith arrived to the house had him confused, wanting to know more about them. 

His dick throbbed beneath the panties. He hadn’t released like they did. He wanted to join them but not until he entered them. It would come with time. Keith felt it in his bones. 

“Why did you two have such differing opinions about me?” 

Grace and Jane looked at him with the same contemptuous look like they didn’t want to talk about that subject. Jane sighed, “tell him, Grace.” 

“What is there to tell Jane?” 

Jane and Keith shared a glance. A moment. Grace didn’t notice. 

Keith touched his dick through the panties as he watched Grace and Jane build an argument. Asking the question lit a fuse. Their conversation escalated quickly. Keith sat up to process the ladies. 

“I didn’t mean to cause any trouble,” Keith said. 

“Don’t worry, Grace is just controlling. She makes people do whatever she wants,” Jane said, taking a drink of her wine. Grace sat straighter and defended herself to Keith. He shrunk into himself and shrugged his shoulders. He wished he hadn’t asked the question. 

“We’re going outside,” Grace said and stood. 

Jane sighed and followed Grace out the door and to the porch. Keith sat on the floor with his legs crossed. Their voices became muffled. His dick had softened. It was hiding from the pain. He wiped his face for the first time. It was still moist from their nectar. Grace and Jane were beautiful. The dress didn’t matter. It was more comfortable than jeans. His dick had room to breathe. He could move. 

Watching their shadows, Keith wondered what the ladies were saying. It wasn’t a big deal. He loved wearing a dress to make Grace happy. And the hairless part of the equation was fantastic. He felt sexy. Itchy, but sexy. He went to the bathroom to apply more lotion. It seemed like Grace and Jane weren’t coming back to the party until they finished discussing whatever they were talking about. 




♦




“You’re overreacting, Grace,” Jane said. She had listened to a lengthy explanation about how Grace was trying her best to have fun. Live in the moment. Enjoy her twenties. Jane got it. She heard her friend, but there was more to life than feminizing men. For the millionth time, she was trying to explain that she didn’t mind feminizing men, but it was time for something new in her life. A change. But like always, Grace was overreacting and yelling at Jane. 

Grace put her hands on her hips, “don’t tell me what I’m doing,” she said. 

“It’s true. You are.” 

“I found Keith, brought him here, and he just gave us amazing head. Why are you complaining?” 

“Why can’t he just give us great head? Why do they always have to wear a dress?” 

Grace sighed like she had explained herself far too many times. A cool breeze blew past them. A few stars sparkled in the sky. They were too angry to notice. They both held a glass of wine. Silence swirled around them as they stared at each other. “It turns me on when they wear dresses,” Grace said. 

Jane set her glass on the banister. She stepped closer to her friend and touched her hand, “I know, Grace. You are unique, and I love you for that, but this isn’t about one way or the other. This is about how I feel too.”

Grace folded her arms over her chest and looked away. Neither of them paid attention to Keith. He was an afterthought of the moment. Gone like a fly out the window. “You don’t have to play,” Grace said in an uncertain voice. That wasn’t what she wanted at all. She loved kissing Jane. Touching her. They had an outstanding connection. 

“I want to,” Jane said. “But we can’t hunt for it like we do. I don’t want to feel like a predator looking for lunch. They should come to us.” 

“We have to push men in the direction we want them to walk. You know this,” Grace said. She had no confidence in men. Jane whipped her hand back as a reflex. It fell over her shoulder. 

Jane said, “Sure, once they cross our path. I don’t want to hunt. I’m not a hunter. And regular men check me out all the time. Why can’t I find a date with a guy that doesn’t like to wear dresses?” 

“You’re free to do what you want, Jane,” Grace said. Her voice had an annoyed tone. 

“Am I?” 

“Yes, you are.” 

“I want to ride Keith, no dress.” 

Grace’s mouth fell open. Jane couldn’t believe her friend. It was obvious that Grace wanted the full nine. “No dress?” 

“Pure man is what I want, and that means no dress.” 

“But we’ve come this far with Keith. We can’t have sex with him without something.” 

“Name it,” Jane said. She took a large drink of her wine. She was getting a little cold outside. 

Grace tapped her foot and looked at the window. Keith wasn’t in the living room. “Makeup and stockings. No dress,” Grace said. “He has to wear something, or he’ll forget who he is. What place I’ve put him in.” 

“Deal. Make up and panties, no dress.” 




♦




Keith sat inside watching the ladies. They were still outside. The energy seemed to have changed. The anger floated away from the air. He could feel it through the glass. They were laughing. Keith loved the way they smiled. He could sense their bond. They had been through a lot together. 

Hoping to share over one night with the ladies, Keith reached into his panties. The lingerie tickled his dick in a way boxers didn’t. Grace turned toward him and walked to the door. Jane followed behind her. His heart jumped in his chest as the women approached. His dick growing in the panties. 

“Take that dress off,” Grace said the moment she stepped inside. 

Keith didn’t miss a beat. He pulled the fabric over his head. He knelt in his panties, wearing nothing else. Grace walked over to him. She rubbed his shoulders. Keith exhaled while trying not to cum at her touch. Jane stood above him and stripped off her pants. It was like she couldn’t wait to expose herself to him. 

Jane stepped forward. Grace pushed Keith’s head into her pussy. Jane’s head fell back as a moan escaped her mouth. Her fingers intertwined with Keith’s hair. He didn’t resist, diving in deeper. Jane moistened more with every lick of his tongue. Keith’s knees became weak under him. Grace pulled his head back. 

“Remember our deal, Jane.” 

“Fine,” she said and stepped away. 

Grace lifted Keith up from under his shoulders. He didn’t fight it. He helped her get to his feet. Grace led him to the bathroom while Jane followed behind them. Keith kept looking back at Jane, smiling without control. He was falling for her in a way he hadn’t for other women. Her attitude. Her disposition turned him on. But he would take both ladies if they were a package. 

Dragging his feet, Keith stepped behind Grace to the bathroom. She threw open the door and pushed Keith to the toilet. 

“Let’s do your makeup, honey,” Grace said and opened her bag. 

Jane leaned in the doorway, sipping on her wine. Keith wondered how much Jane had drunk throughout the night. He hadn’t seen her refill her glass, but so much has happened. Keith pushed the thought away as Grace touched the brush to his face. She patted and brushed foundation over his freshly washed face. 

“We’re going extravagant. Jane, could you please get a fresh pair of panties? We can’t have Keith wearing this dumpy pair,” Grace said, staring down at the outline of Keith’s dick. 

He quite liked the simple cotton pair but was excited to see what came next. Jane returned a minute later with a black lacy pair. It would show every inch of his dick but hide the buckets of precum leaking from him. Grace had finished her looked and turned Keith to see himself in the mirror. 

Keith gripped the sink to keep himself from falling into the toilet. Grace stood behind him with a wicked smile on her lips. She brushed the back of Keith’s neck. “What do you think about it?” 

“The makeup? I look feminine. Different,” Keith said and touched his face. Grace pushed away his hand, so he didn’t ruin her work. “I can feel it on my face. It’s weird.” 

“Welcome to our world,” Jane said. Grace pushed at her shoulder and then pushed Keith out the bathroom. 

“Switch into the new panties,” Grace said and took them from Jane’s hand. “You’ll look much better in these.” 

Keith dropped his cotton pair to the floor and slipped on the sexy black pair. His dick throbbed. Grace led him to the couch. Jane played music in the background, playing with her pussy while she searched for a song. A smooth, sexual sound came over the speaker. It made Keith horny for more. “What do you want to do?” he asked while sitting on the sofa, trying hard not to touch himself. 

Grace dropped her panties to the floor and revealed her beautiful folds. Jane joined her. “You want to try him first?” Grace asked. 

“Sure. I like his dick,” Jane said. She knelt in front of Keith and pushed his dick out the side of his panties. While holding his thigh, Jane wrapped her lips around Keith’s dick. He moaned, his eyes falling into the back of his head. His eyelids fluttered. 

Keith’s toes popped. Jane went deeper down his shaft, moistening it with her spit. She withdrew a condom from her bra. The woman was full of surprises. Keith groaned in delight. He couldn’t wait to feel her pussy. Her warmth. Need filled him, and lust powered him. But fear nipped at the back of his mind. Don’t cum in an instant, jackass. Keith’s mind jumbled with emotions as Jane placed a condom over his dick. 

Gripping the couch, Keith urged himself not to shoot a load as Jane lowered herself on his dick. Her slippery hole took his thickness with ease, which sent Keith up a hill. He didn’t want to come down. He wanted to explode and jump off the side. Roll down the hill. 

Jane gripped Keith’s shoulders. She placed the bottoms of her feet on the couch. She rode his dick. Nobody had used him the way Jane was. She went up to the tip and dropped to the base. Grace came around and started making out with him. She could feel her hands touching his body. Jane’s body. Keith closed his eyes to even himself from the sensations. An overwhelming pleasure coursed through him. 

His toes popped again. 

Jane held Keith closely and moved her dick. She bit her lip. Keith opened his eyes to watch her. He could sense that she was close. Cumming. Covering his dick with her nectar. The sounds that escaped her had Keith wanting to cum, but Grace had instructed him not to because she wanted a turn on his dick. 

A minute later, after her body relaxed, Jane demounted from Keith’s dick. He sighed. It was relief, but he wanted more. Grace winked at him as she removed the condom from his cock. He shuddered. Grace ripped open a new pack and rolled it over him. 

“Lie on the ground. You’re going to pleasure me and Jane,” Grace said. 

Keith didn’t hesitate to drop to the carpet. He lay on his back ready for Grace to slide onto his dick. Grace made quick work, and Jane sat on his face. She suffocated him with her pussy, but he loved every second. It took away from the crazy-good pleasure of Grace’s center. Her heat. She scratched at his chest as she used his dick. 

Jane moaned. Before Keith knew it, Grace and Jane were making out on top of him. The pair looked like angels falling from the sky. Keith couldn’t hold his load much longer. 

He moaned and shook his body. They got the hint. Jane got up from his face, and Grace focused on his dick. She looked like she was trying to please herself more than Keith, but it still felt amazing. Other worldly. Keith was so close to cumming, he didn’t know how to handle it. He gripped the carpet and lifted his ass. 

“Get back down,” Grace commanded. He lay as flat as he could. Grace leaned forward and really started riding his dick. Keith bit his lip as the cum rushed to the surface. “Cum for me, baby.” 

They came together. Collapsed together. Jane joined them on the floor. The three of them rolled around, touching each other, completely in bliss. Keith never wanted it to end. He could have the two most beautiful girlfriends in the world. His mind raced with possibilities as he lay there kissing them until they drifted to sleep hours later. 


CHAPTER SEVEN


 

 

Aaron stood in his mirror. It was time for him to move forward and chase what he wanted most in the world, Grace and Jane. They were the best thing that had happened in his life. He couldn’t get their night of fun out of his mind. Two beautiful women that liked men that dressed as women. 

Since that night, Aaron had read a lot about men who dressed en femme. He had learned that it was about more than sex, but it was also a lot about the sex. Grace wanted that, but that didn’t mean he had to live his life that way. 

He could go to dinner every couple weeks in a dress. Do things in public for her, but he didn’t have to change. 

That had stopped him before. He didn’t understand the lifestyle. Nothing about him was gay, no offense (as Aaron would say), but after a couple weeks of searching, he felt confident he wasn’t alone. A lot of straight men loved to wear lingerie, and there were women out there that loved men like that. 

It was like discovering an underground world Aaron had never known about. A world he was willing to step into for the two most beautiful women he had ever met. 

Aaron fixed his wig and stared at himself in the mirror. He watched a video on makeup to guide him, but he was getting good at it after practice. It didn’t look half bad. He might have even turned his head himself at the woman in the mirror. A woman that looked much different from Aaron as a man. 

Aaron slipped on a cute yellow dress with a white shirt underneath that went up into a turtleneck to cover his manly Adam’s apple. He slipped his things into a clutch. A picture in a magazine inspired his outfit. After taking one last look at himself as a woman, Aaron slipped out the door to find his women. 




♦




Grace sat at the table with Keith and Jane. Keith wore his regular male clothes, which suited him. It didn’t look as good as the panties, but Jane liked it. They had agreed at night that if Keith stuck around, they’d only make him change en femme sometimes and not every day. They ate and listened to the birds sing in the background. It was still fairly early in the morning. The smell of coffee filled the room. Jane had squeezed oranges for fresh juice. 

They chatted like a happy trio. A couple that had shared a sensual night together. Grace touched her chest. Her heart warmed at the feelings of love in the room. The sureness and security. Grace could stay with them both. Keith had been an excellent choice. Of course, she hadn’t known when she walked in the bookstore, and she had felt that confidence before in finding the right man. 

But this time was different. Keith wanted to stay. He wished to please Grace and Jane any way they desired. He was perfect. Too perfect, but Grace didn’t focus on that. She chose to see the good. 

“What should we do today?” 

“You mean, after we use you again?” Jane asked. 

Grace smiled at them and sipped her coffee. 

Keith smiled, flashing his teeth at the ladies. He looked so handsome in the morning sun. Grace stopped herself from leaning over the table and taking him on top of the breakfast. “We could go to a museum. Look at some paintings.” 

“We’ll see how long it takes to get out of bed,” Grace said and winked at Keith. He shrugged and ate to hide his blushing cheeks. The doorbell rang. Everyone looked at each other. “Did you invite someone?” Grace asked Jane. 

“No,” she said. Her face looked concerned. 

Grace stood and walked over to the door. She could see the table and watched the others while she placed her hand on the knob. Grace’s heart thumped in her chest. “Who is it?” she asked. 

She looked in the peephole. A woman wearing a yellow dress with short brown hair stood outside. She didn’t recognize her at all. Grace was frightened. 

“Please, open the door,” she said. Her voice sounded low. Masculine. 

Grace sighed and opened the door. The others stared at her with fear in their eyes. The woman smiled at Grace. Now that the door was open, she looked slightly familiar. But Grace couldn’t pinpoint it. 

“It’s me, Grace. Aaron,” she said. 

Grace’s mouth fell open. She about burst into tears but stopped herself. “It’s Aaron, Jane,” she said. 

Jane jumped to her feet and ran over to the door. They didn’t notice the confused, jealous expression on Keith’s face. It didn’t matter. Grace hugged Aaron and kissed him on the cheek. He looked so good, so well-dressed. Grace couldn’t believe her sexy man had transformed himself for her. It made her wet like a waterfall. Jane hugged him and smiled at Grace. Grace noticed the bemused, surprised look. It was unreal to have Aaron standing on their doorstep. 

“Are you hungry, Aaron?” Grace asked and pulled him inside. She noticed Keith at the table which stopped her cold. He had an annoyed look on his face. “Keith, this is Aaron. He’s a friend.” 

“I see that,” Keith said. 

“Oh please, Keith. Don’t act like that,” she said. 

Aaron put out his hand, “Nice to meet you, man,” he said. His voice was as sexy as his arms were defined. Masculine features still attracted Grace when her men went en femme. 

Keith shook Aaron’s hand, but his look wasn’t amused. Jane sat next to him and rubbed his shoulders. “Imagine us four, Keith. Living and loving,” she said and turned his face toward hers. 

“That’s a dream,” Aaron said. He and Grace had evaporated into their own little world. Grace knew Jane thought Aaron was sexy, but she also praised Keith more than him. They each had their man. Aaron and Grace kissed. Jane and Keith sat together holding hands. 

“It’s different,” Keith said. 

“But beautiful,” Jane countered. “You could have me and Grace. Be a man when you want. Let us doll you up other times. What do you say?” 

Grace pulled away from Aaron. “We have to try this. Let’s just see how great it’ll be. Follow us to the bedroom,” Grace said. She stood and dragged Aaron behind her. Jane did the same to Keith, and they disappeared to spend the rest of the day taking turns, enjoying each other, dressing in different outfits, and anything else they could think of. 

It was the perfect start to an interesting, yet enchanting relationship. 

 


CHAPTER EIGHT


 

 

Two Years Later

 

With four people in a relationship, time seemed to pass even faster. Jane couldn’t believe how much had happened in all their lives since the beginning two years before. The all had ‘adult’ jobs, and college was a distant memory. Something they laughed about when the subject came up, which wasn’t much. 

Especially since the new development. Jane sat in their backyard at their new house. It had plenty of space for four adults… and a new baby. Jane rubbed her large belly. They still didn’t know which man was the father. Jane sipped on her lemonade and smiled at Aaron and Keith throwing a football. They had dressed like guys that day. It had been a couple weeks since they went en femme. Maybe they’d do it for dinner tonight. 

Who knew? The guys loved each other as much as Jane and Grace. They were best friends that shared girlfriends and a dirty secret. The neighbors didn’t seem to notice or mind their arrangement. Jane didn’t care what they thought. 

Grace sat by her side reading a book. Jane looked over and smiled at her friend. Grace wanted to get pregnant like Jane but still hadn’t gone off her birth control. She needed to climb higher up the corporate ladder first. Jane hadn’t been on birth control. It was a beautiful accident. 

Jane smiled at her friend and reached her hand out to Grace, who took it. “We did great,” Grace said. 

“Yes, we did. Thank you for not giving up.” 

“You know I don’t give up,” Grace said. 

The ladies laughed and sipped their drinks. It was a great day. 
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