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Learning to Obey




Sasha found it three papers deep in the grading stack, with a cold brew sweating a ring onto Vivian’s mahogany desk. She almost missed it.

On the surface, the paper was good. It made a strong argument about the women in Wide Sargasso Sea, and it was written with a confidence most juniors couldn’t fake. Except Ethan Kessler wasn’t faking confidence. He was faking the whole thing.

She’d written this paper. Not a version of it or something inspired by it, but this exact paper.

She recognized the turn in the third paragraph, where she’d shifted from one critic’s argument to Brontë’s. She’d even used a semicolon there that wasn’t technically correct. Her professor had marked it, but Sasha had argued to keep it because she liked the rhythm. That semicolon was as good as a fingerprint, and there it was in Ethan Kessler’s paper like he’d earned it.

Sasha opened the student archive on her laptop. It was private, password-protected, and only TAs with department clearance could access it. Her paper was still there, timestamped fourteen months earlier.

She put the two papers side by side on the screen and felt her pulse pick up as the sentences matched one after another. He hadn’t even changed the adjectives.

Sasha leaned back in Vivian’s chair and let that sink in. She knew Ethan. Everyone in the department did.

He was good-looking enough that people let him get away with things. Missed deadlines, half-baked comments in seminar, that easy smile when a professor called on him and he clearly hadn’t done the reading. His sandy hair always looked like he’d just pushed it off his forehead, and he had the kind of face that got noticed.

Ethan knew how to use it, too. Charm came easily to him, and he seemed to think no one noticed when he used it to get his way.

Sasha noticed. She’d never been impressed.

She’d worked for every grade she’d ever gotten and spent three semesters earning Vivian’s respect through careful, detailed work. Now Ethan had pulled her paper from an archive and slapped his name on it. The thought made her furious.

She didn’t email Vivian. She waited.

Dr. Vivian Leclare returned to her office at 4:15 with a leather bag over one shoulder and an espresso from the faculty lounge. She drank it black, no sugar, because of course she did.

Vivian was the kind of woman who could deny herself anything and make it look easy. She was in her mid-thirties, with dark hair cut at her jaw and a face that showed nothing unless she wanted it to.

She dressed like she was always ready to be photographed. Today, she wore a fitted charcoal blazer over a black silk shell and tailored trousers that fell perfectly over pointed-toe heels. The clothes were polished and professional, but they did nothing to hide her figure. The blazer hugged her waist, and the silk beneath it followed the soft curves of her body when she moved.

Sasha had spent two semesters trying not to notice how good Vivian looked in clothes like that. She’d mostly failed.

The heels didn’t help. They were always tall and flawless, and Sasha could usually hear Vivian coming down the hallway before she reached the door.

“You’re still here,” Vivian said as she set down her bag.

It wasn’t a question. Her eyes went straight to Sasha sitting behind the desk.

“I found something.” Sasha turned the laptop so Vivian could see the screen from the doorway. “Ethan Kessler’s midterm paper. Left side is his. Right side is mine, from last year.”

Vivian set down her espresso and crossed the office in three steps. Her heels were quiet now against the worn carpet as she leaned over the desk.

Her perfume reached Sasha first. It was warm and dark, with a hint of cedar. Sasha had noticed it plenty of times before, though she’d never dared ask what it was.

Vivian leaned closer to the screen, bringing their shoulders almost together. Sasha could feel the warmth of her beside her.

Vivian read in silence, her eyes moving down the left column, then the right, then back again. The only sound was the building’s old HVAC rattling through the vents.

When Vivian straightened, her expression hadn’t changed, but Sasha knew her well enough to see the anger.

“He copied your paper,” Vivian said quietly.

“He copied my paper.”

Vivian turned from the desk and walked to the window. She stared outside for a moment before turning back, and Sasha already knew what that look meant. Ethan was in trouble.

“Email him,” Vivian said. Her voice was calm and controlled, which was usually when students needed to worry. “Tell him to come to my office tomorrow at five. Don’t tell him what it’s about.”

Sasha nodded. “What if he asks?”

“He won’t.” Vivian picked up her espresso and took a slow sip. “Men like Ethan don’t ask questions when a woman summons them. They assume it’ll work out in their favor.”

The corner of her mouth lifted slightly. “Let him assume.”

Sasha opened her email and started typing. The message was three lines:

Dr. Leclare would like to meet with you tomorrow at 5 p.m. in her office, room 412. Please confirm.

She didn’t add a subject line. She liked the idea of Ethan staring at the message and wondering what he’d done.

She hit send and looked up to find Vivian watching her. Not the screen or the email, but her.

The look lasted two seconds, maybe three. It was long enough for Sasha to notice and long enough to make her wonder.

Vivian reached out and rested a hand on Sasha’s shoulder, right where the thin strap of her tank top met bare skin.

“Good eye,” Vivian murmured.

Her thumb traced a single line along the curve of Sasha's shoulder before she pulled her hand back and reached for her bag. The touch was brief and absolutely not professional, and the look that passed between them in the silence afterward said everything neither of them had put into words for two semesters.

Sasha closed the laptop. Her skin was still warm where Vivian's thumb had been.

Tomorrow was going to be interesting.
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Ethan showed up four minutes early, which told Sasha everything she needed to know about his state of mind. People who were calm came on time. Nervous people came early.

She watched him through the frosted glass beside Vivian’s office door. His tall shape shifted from one foot to the other as he waited outside.

Sasha was already sitting in the leather chair in the corner with her legs crossed and a notebook open on her lap. She had no plans to write anything in it. The notebook was just there to make Ethan nervous.

Vivian had suggested it that morning.

“It’ll make him wonder what you’re recording,” she’d said.

Sasha had been thinking about the comment for the rest of the day. She liked how easily Vivian seemed to know what people would do before they did it.

At exactly five, Vivian opened the door herself. “Ethan. Come in.”

He stepped inside wearing the same easy smile Sasha had seen him use on professors, baristas, and nearly every woman who sat near him in class. The smile slipped when he noticed Sasha sitting in the corner.

His eyes moved from Sasha to Vivian.

“Hey,” he said. “I wasn’t sure what this was about. Your email was pretty vague.”

“It was intentionally vague,” Vivian said.

She closed the door behind him and turned the lock.

Ethan’s smile didn’t disappear, but it weakened.

He was wearing jeans and a fitted henley. He had clearly put some thought into how he looked, which meant he’d probably been thinking about this meeting since Sasha sent the email.

Good.

Sasha studied him while his attention was on Vivian. He was tall and broad through the shoulders, and the sleeves of his shirt showed off his forearms when he pushed his hands into his pockets. He was attractive, and he knew it. Sasha wondered how often his looks had helped him out of trouble.

They weren’t going to help him now.

Vivian didn’t sit behind her desk. Instead, she leaned against the front of it with her arms crossed.

She wore a black pencil skirt and a cream blouse that hugged her curves without looking unprofessional. The blouse was open low enough to show a hint of cleavage, and Sasha saw Ethan’s eyes drop toward it before he quickly looked away.

Vivian saw it too. She always noticed.

“Sit down,” she said, nodding toward the chair in front of the desk.

It wasn’t a suggestion. Ethan sat.

Vivian reached behind her and picked up two papers. Each had been stapled separately.

“Left is your midterm,” she said as she handed them to him. “Right is a paper my TA submitted fourteen months ago to a private department archive. Take a minute.”

Sasha watched Ethan’s face change as he looked at the papers. The confidence disappeared almost at once.

He read the first page of each, then swallowed hard.

“I can explain⁠—”

“You can’t,” Vivian said.

“It’s not what it⁠—”

“It’s exactly what it looks like.” Vivian’s voice stayed calm. “You accessed a restricted archive, downloaded another student’s work, and turned it in as your own. You didn’t paraphrase it. You didn’t change the structure. You even copied her overused semicolons, Ethan.”

He opened his mouth again.

Sasha could almost guess what would come next. He’d been stressed. He’d run out of time. He hadn’t realized how much he copied.

She’d heard excuses like that before.

“The standard procedure is to refer this to the academic integrity board,” Vivian continued. “If they rule against you—and they will, because the evidence is clear—you could be expelled. At the very least, you could end up with a note on your transcript that follows you when you apply to graduate programs, jobs, or professional schools.”

Ethan gripped his knees.

The charm was gone now. He looked like what he really was: a twenty-one-year-old man who had finally been caught doing something he thought he could get away with.

“Is there…” His voice cracked, and he cleared his throat. “Is there another option? Anything I can do?”

Sasha looked at Vivian. Vivian looked back.

The glance lasted less than a second, but Sasha knew exactly what it meant. They had talked about this the night before over wine at Vivian’s apartment. They’d sat close together on Vivian’s gray sofa and planned how this meeting would go.

“There might be,” Vivian said.

She waited. Ethan leaned forward.

“But it isn’t a rewrite,” she continued. “And it isn’t extra credit.”

“I’ll do anything.”

“Don’t say that until you know what it is.” Vivian stood.

Her heels added another three inches to her height, though she hardly needed them. The pencil skirt hugged her hips as she stepped closer, and Sasha caught herself watching the movement before turning her attention back to Ethan.

“Come back tomorrow night,” Vivian said. “Eight o’clock. This office.” She paused. “Wear something you don’t mind parting with.”

For a moment, Ethan only stared at her. “What does that mean?”

“It means what I said. Tomorrow. Eight. Don’t be late.”

He stood slowly.

Then he looked at Sasha, clearly hoping she might give him some kind of clue. She kept her face neutral and held her pen above the open notebook as if she’d been taking notes the entire time.

Ethan looked back at Vivian. He opened his mouth, seemed to think better of it, and walked out.

The door clicked shut behind him.

Sasha exhaled. “Think he’ll show?”

Vivian moved behind the desk and sat down. She crossed her legs and relaxed into the chair. The cold, controlled version of her was gone now. When they were alone, Sasha sometimes got to see this softer, more playful side instead.

“He doesn’t have much of a choice,” Vivian said. “But that’s not the only reason he’ll come.”

She picked up her espresso and took a slow sip. “Did you see his face at the end? When I told him what to wear?”

Sasha had seen it. He’d been confused. Scared, too.

But there had been something else beneath it. His breathing had changed, and for just a second, his body had reacted before he turned away.

“He wasn’t just scared,” Vivian said.

A real smile spread across her face.

“He was curious.”
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The fluorescent lights were off when Ethan walked in. That was the first thing he noticed. Vivian’s office was usually bright and plain, but tonight only the desk lamp was on. Its warm light made the room feel smaller and more private.

Vivian sat behind her desk in a wine-colored blouse Ethan had never seen before, with her reading glasses pushed into her hair. She looked relaxed, almost as if she’d been waiting for him all evening. Somehow, that made him more nervous than the cold way she’d treated him yesterday.

Sasha sat on the edge of the desk with one leg crossed over the other. She wore a black skirt and a fitted top that hugged her curves. She was eating an apple and looked completely at ease. Ethan got the feeling they had planned every detail before he arrived.

Then he noticed the garment bag hanging from the hook on the back of the door. It was black and zipped shut.

“Close the door,” Vivian said.

He did. The lock clicked into place on its own.

“Sit down, Ethan.”

He sat in the same chair as yesterday. His palms were damp, so he wiped them against his jeans. They were an old pair, and he’d worn them with a T-shirt from the bottom of his drawer. Something he didn’t mind parting with, just as Vivian had told him.

He still had no idea why she’d given him that instruction. What bothered him most was that he had followed it anyway.

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Vivian said. She folded her hands on the desk. The light caught the two simple silver rings on her left hand. “There will be no referral to the board. No expulsion. No note on your transcript. All of that goes away.”

Ethan let out a breath, and some of the tension left his shoulders. “Thank you. Seriously, Dr. Leclare, I⁠—”

“I’m not finished.”

He stopped talking.

“In exchange, you’re going to take part in a series of sessions here in this office with Sasha and me,” Vivian continued. “I’m not going to tell you how many. That’s my decision, not yours.”

“Sessions?” Ethan asked. “Like tutoring?”

Sasha gave a quiet laugh and took another bite of her apple.

“You took something from a woman,” Vivian said, ignoring his question. “You took her work, her words, and her ideas, then pretended they belonged to you. You passed yourself off as something you weren’t.”

Ethan shifted in his chair.

“So now we’re going to change that,” Vivian continued. “You’re going to learn what it feels like to let women make the decisions. While you’re here, Sasha and I are in charge.”

Ethan looked at Sasha. She only watched him, giving him no clue what was coming next.

“What does that mean?” he asked. “Exactly?”

Vivian tilted her head slightly. “Tonight, it means you do what we tell you.” She paused. “Starting with taking off your shirt.”

Ethan stared at her.

Several answers came to mind at once. He wanted to ask if she was joking. He wanted to tell her this was inappropriate. Mostly, he wanted to understand what any of this had to do with the paper he’d stolen.

But underneath his shock was another reaction he didn’t want to think about yet. He stayed where he was.

Sasha put the apple core on the desk, wiped her fingers, and stood. She was shorter than Vivian, even in her boots, but there was nothing uncertain about the way she walked toward him.

“You stole my work,” she said. Her voice was calm. “My words. My ideas. You took them and pretended they were yours.”

She stepped closer.

“Now you’re going to wear what we choose.”

Her eyes moved toward the garment bag hanging on the door.

Ethan’s stomach tightened.

His hands went to the bottom of his shirt. He hesitated for a moment, then pulled it over his head and held it in his lap.

Both women looked at him.

Ethan was used to women noticing him. He knew he was attractive, and he knew the kind of looks he usually got.

This felt different.

Vivian looked over his bare chest and shoulders without trying to hide it. Sasha’s gaze moved over his stomach and then back up again. Neither woman seemed embarrassed about staring.

Ethan was the one who felt embarrassed.

The room suddenly seemed too warm. He was aware of the cool air against his bare skin, the chair against his back, and both women watching him without looking away.

A flush spread across his chest and up his neck.

He wasn’t sure how much of it came from embarrassment.

“Good,” Vivian said quietly. “Now sit.”

Ethan frowned. He was already sitting.

Then he understood what she meant. He was still holding himself stiff, every muscle tense as if he might jump out of the chair at any second.

He slowly relaxed his shoulders. His hands opened, and he let the shirt fall from his lap to the floor.

Sasha walked toward the door. She reached for the garment bag and pulled the zipper down.
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Sasha laid the clothes out across the desk. There was a fitted white camisole with thin straps and lace along the bottom, a navy A-line skirt that would fall just above the knee, simple canvas flats, and a pair of pale blue cotton panties.

None of it looked sexy or like a costume. That was what made Ethan nervous. These were normal clothes a woman might wear on an ordinary day.

“Stand up,” Vivian said from behind the desk.

Ethan stood. His T-shirt was already on the floor, and the office felt cool against his bare chest.

Vivian looked him over. “The rest.”

His hands went to his belt. He fumbled with the buckle, and the metal sounded strangely loud in the quiet room. He pushed his jeans down, stepped out of them, and stood in his worn gray boxers.

Sasha picked up the panties and held them out to him between two fingers.

“Those too,” she said, nodding toward his boxers.

Ethan took the panties and started to turn toward the wall.

“No,” Vivian said. Her voice was quiet but firm. “Face us.”

He stopped and turned back.

Both women were watching him. Sasha leaned against the desk with her arms crossed while Vivian remained behind it, her eyes fixed on him.

Ethan hooked his thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and pulled them down.

Heat rushed into his face as he stepped out of them. He stood naked in front of the two women, holding the pale blue panties in one hand.

His cock hung exposed between his thighs. He wasn’t fully hard, but he wasn’t completely soft either, which somehow made his embarrassment worse. There was no way to hide his reaction.

Sasha looked down his body without pretending not to. Her eyes moved over his stomach and lower, lingering for a moment before returning to his face.

Vivian looked too. Her gaze moved more slowly, taking him in without any sign of embarrassment.

Ethan pulled on the panties.

The cotton slid up his thighs and settled tightly around his hips. They felt nothing like his boxers. The fabric fit close against him, holding everything firmly in place.

His body reacted almost at once.

His cock twitched beneath the pale blue cotton and began to thicken. The small bikini cut did very little to hide it.

The corner of Sasha’s mouth lifted. Her eyes moved from the front of the panties back to Ethan’s face.

Vivian noticed too. She looked down for a moment, then slowly raised her eyes again.

Neither woman commented.

“Arms up,” Sasha said.

She picked up the camisole and walked toward him. Ethan raised his arms, and Sasha pulled it over his head. She tugged the thin fabric down over his chest and stomach, then smoothed it into place with both hands.

Her palms moved over his shoulders and down his sides through the thin cotton. His nipples were hard beneath the white fabric, and he knew he couldn’t blame the cold anymore.

The lace at the bottom of the camisole rested just below his waist.

Next came the skirt.

Sasha held it open while Ethan stepped into it. She pulled it up over his hips, adjusted the waistband, and zipped it at the side.

Then she knelt in front of him to check the hem.

Ethan went still.

Her hands moved along the skirt, adjusting the fabric around his hips and thighs. Her knuckles brushed his leg through the material. She was close enough that he could feel her breath through the front of the skirt.

He stopped breathing for a moment.

Sasha looked up at him.

From where she knelt, her face was close to the obvious shape growing beneath his panties. Her dark eyes stayed on his for several seconds, making it clear that she knew exactly what was happening to him.

Then she stood. “Flats.”

Ethan stepped into them.

Vivian came around the desk carrying a hand mirror with an ivory handle. She stopped in front of him and raised it.

“Look at yourself.”

Ethan stared at his reflection.

He barely recognized what he saw.

The thin white straps rested on his shoulders. The camisole fit close to his chest and waist, while the navy skirt fell over his hips and brushed his thighs. His familiar face looked strange above clothes he never would have chosen for himself.

He didn’t exactly look feminine. He simply looked different.

Without his jeans, T-shirt, and usual relaxed posture, he seemed much less sure of himself. He looked exposed in a way that had nothing to do with how much skin he was showing.

“This is session one,” Vivian said as she lowered the mirror. “You’re going to sit in that chair for the next hour and read the paper you stole out loud. You’ll stay dressed exactly like this, and you’re going to think about how it feels.”

Ethan sat down and began reading.

His voice shook through the first paragraph, but by the third it had become steadier. The clothes never stopped reminding him they were there.

Whenever he shifted, the skirt brushed softly against his thighs. Each breath made the camisole move against his chest. The panties stayed snug around him, pressing against his cock in a way he couldn’t ignore.

By the end of the hour, something felt different.

The clothes no longer seemed as strange as they had when Sasha first laid them on the desk. He had become used to the skirt around his legs and the camisole against his skin.

When Vivian finally told him he could change back, Ethan stood and reached for the bottom of the camisole.

Then he hesitated.

It only lasted a second. His fingers stopped against the fabric before he quickly pulled the top over his head.

But Sasha noticed. Ethan knew it.

He changed back into his clothes while Sasha gathered everything he had worn. She folded each piece carefully—the camisole, the skirt, and finally the pale blue panties.

Then she placed them inside the garment bag and zipped it shut. “These stay here,” she said. “For next time.”
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Ethan had shaved his legs in the shower that morning. He hadn’t planned to do it. He’d been standing under the hot water, looking down at the hair on his calves, when he reached for the razor without really thinking about why.

It took almost twenty minutes, and he nicked his ankle twice. When he finished, he ran a hand slowly up his shin. The smooth skin felt strange but good, and the feeling stayed with him even after he got dressed.

He decided not to think too hard about it. He put on jeans and drove to campus.

Vivian’s office looked the same as it had during the last session. The fluorescent lights were off, and the desk lamp filled the room with warm light. Vivian sat behind her desk in a black blazer with nothing underneath it. The front was open enough to show a strip of bare skin between the lapels.

Sasha sat on the edge of the desk again, but this time several things had been laid out beside her. There was a small makeup bag, a package of sheer thigh-high stockings, and a new outfit: a burgundy blouse with a V-neck, a charcoal pencil skirt, and a pair of small silver earrings.

“Before we start, the rules have changed,” Vivian said. “From now on, you address me as Dr. Leclare, and you address Sasha as Miss Moreno. No first names and no casual talk. If you forget, we start the session over from the beginning. Every time.”

“Understood,” Ethan said, then quickly added, “Dr. Leclare.”

“Good. Strip.”

It was easier the second time, though Ethan was still nervous. His hands slipped a little on his belt, and his pulse quickened as he undressed, but he didn’t freeze the way he had during the first session. He pulled off his shirt, pushed down his jeans, and stepped out of them until he stood in only his boxers.

Sasha handed him a pair of panties. They were different from the pale blue pair he’d worn before. These were black, cut higher over the hips, with a thin lace waistband.

Ethan turned to face the women without being told and pushed down his boxers. As he stepped out of them, he saw Sasha’s eyes move to his legs. She noticed the smooth skin right away. Vivian noticed too, but neither woman said anything. Their silence was enough to make his face grow hot.

Ethan pulled on the black panties. The lace settled around his hips, and the fabric fit closely against him. His cock was already half hard, and the thin material did almost nothing to hide it.

Sasha gave him the pencil skirt next, followed by the burgundy blouse. She stepped close to button the blouse herself, starting at the bottom. Her fingers brushed his stomach as she worked upward, then moved lightly over his chest as she fastened the last few buttons.

“Sit,” Sasha said, guiding him into the desk chair.

She opened the makeup bag and tilted his face toward the lamp with two fingers beneath his jaw. She was close enough that Ethan could smell her perfume, something warm and floral. She began with concealer, gently tapping it beneath his eyes and smoothing it into his skin. The softness of her touch made his breath catch.

“Hold still,” she murmured.

Next came blush, which she brushed lightly across his cheeks. Then she picked up the mascara and told him to look up. Ethan obeyed. Her face was only inches from his as she carefully darkened his lashes, and he could feel her breath against his mouth.

Having Sasha this close, touching him with such care, made his cock throb beneath the black lace. The pencil skirt was tight enough that his reaction was impossible to hide.

Sasha glanced down at his lap before looking back at his face. Her expression softened slightly. “Don’t worry about that,” she said quietly. “We both know.”

She finished by applying a soft color to his lips with her fingertip, holding his chin steady with her other hand. Behind her, Vivian was writing in a leather journal Ethan hadn’t seen before. He tried to read some of her handwriting from where he sat, but Vivian caught him almost immediately.

“Eyes on Miss Moreno,” she said without looking up. “She’s not finished with you.”

Ethan turned his attention back to Sasha. She opened the package of stockings and knelt between his knees. Gathering the first stocking in her hands, she slipped it over his foot and slowly rolled it up his calf.

Her fingers moved over the freshly shaved skin as she worked. She paused for a moment, and Ethan knew she had noticed how smooth his leg felt. She pulled the stocking over his knee and up his thigh until the band rested high on his leg. Then she did the same with the other stocking, smoothing the thin fabric carefully with both hands.

Ethan looked down at himself. The pencil skirt had ridden up around his thighs, and the sheer stockings covered his smooth legs. Sasha’s hands were still resting near his knees. The sight affected him more than he expected. This wasn’t only about being turned on anymore. He liked the smoothness of his legs beneath the stockings. He liked the skirt around his hips and the makeup on his face. None of it felt as strange as it should have.

Vivian stood and came around the desk. She stopped directly in front of Ethan and placed one finger beneath his chin, lifting his face toward hers. For several seconds, she studied him closely. Her gaze moved over his darkened lashes, his lips, and the rest of his face. When she finished, there was a small change in her expression, as if she had just confirmed something she already suspected.

“There it is,” she said. “I knew it was in there.”

Ethan swallowed. “What?”

“You’re not just putting up with this, Ethan. You like becoming this version of yourself.”

He didn’t answer because he knew she was right. His body had already made that obvious, but it went beyond being aroused. He liked what Sasha had done to him, and he liked the way he looked.

Sasha moved a full-length mirror against the wall across from his chair. Vivian explained the next task. Ethan had to look at himself for ten minutes without speaking, joking, or turning away. Both women sat behind him, where he could see them in the reflection as they watched him.

At first, Ethan focused on the separate parts of what he saw. The makeup on his face, the burgundy blouse, the pencil skirt, and the stockings covering his shaved legs all seemed unfamiliar. After a few minutes, though, he stopped looking at the clothes and started looking at himself.

By the sixth minute, his hands had begun to shake. The man in the mirror looked different from the Ethan he was used to seeing. He normally depended on his charm and confidence, always acting like nothing could embarrass him or get under his skin. That version of him wasn’t there now. Instead, he saw himself with soft color on his lips and dark lashes around wide eyes, sitting in a pencil skirt and stockings while two women watched him.

He thought he looked beautiful.

That was the part that scared him most.

By the eighth minute, his hands continued to shake in his lap. He had spent his whole life without thinking about this side of himself, and now he couldn’t look away from it. The feeling was almost overwhelming, but there was relief in it too. For once, he didn’t have to pretend he hated what he saw.

When the ten minutes ended, the office stayed quiet for a moment. Ethan kept looking at his reflection until Vivian finally spoke.

“Good.”

Somehow, that was enough.
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Vivian taught Tuesday’s seminar like nothing had happened. She stood at the front of the room in a navy wrap dress, talking about Barthes with the same calm authority she used during their private sessions. Ethan sat in his usual seat by the window and tried to pay attention.

It wasn’t working. Every time Vivian talked about the text, his mind went back to her office. He remembered her finger beneath his chin, lifting his face toward hers, and the way she’d told him he liked this version of himself. He looked down at his notebook and realized he hadn’t written a single word.

Sasha passed him in the hallway after class. She carried a stack of papers against her chest, her hair pulled back, and wore a cropped sweater that showed a little strip of skin above her jeans. She looked like any other grad student heading across campus.

Then she looked at him and smiled.

It was a small smile, meant only for him, and Ethan knew exactly what it meant. She had seen him in panties and stockings. She had watched him look at himself in the mirror and realize he liked what he saw. His stomach tightened so suddenly that he stopped walking.

“Hey, Ethan,” Sasha said as she passed him.

He managed a quiet hello, but she was already moving down the hall. Ethan stayed where he was for several seconds after she disappeared around the corner, trying to get himself under control.

That night, he tried to jerk off. He locked his bedroom door, opened his laptop, and pulled up the kind of porn he had watched for years. It was familiar and usually worked without much effort, but tonight he barely reacted. He clicked through several videos before giving up and closing the laptop.

Lying back on his bed in the dark, Ethan let himself think about what he actually wanted.

He remembered Sasha holding his jaw as she turned his face toward the light. He remembered her fingers brushing his stomach while she buttoned his blouse and the stockings sliding slowly over his shaved legs. He thought about Vivian watching him in the mirror and telling him that he liked what they were doing to him.

Most of all, he remembered both women looking at him and seeming to understand something about him that he was only beginning to understand himself.

This time, his body reacted immediately. He came in less than a minute, hard enough that he was left breathing heavily afterward. For a few seconds, there was no confusion or embarrassment. He simply felt good. He felt understood.

Then the shame came back.

Ethan cleaned himself up and stared at the ceiling. He couldn’t separate the embarrassment from how badly he wanted to do it again. The two feelings had become tied together, and he didn’t know what that meant. He barely slept that night.

Thursday was the next session. Ethan sat in his car outside the humanities building for twenty minutes with the engine off. He watched lights turn on and off in the windows while he held his keys in one hand.

He could still leave. He could email Vivian and tell her he was finished. He could take his chances with the academic board and accept whatever punishment followed. Three weeks ago, that would have seemed like the obvious choice.

Instead, Ethan got out of the car and went inside.

Sasha wasn’t in the office yet. Vivian sat behind the desk in a cream turtleneck with her glasses on. She looked up from the leather journal when Ethan entered.

“Sasha’s running late,” she said. “Sit down.”

Ethan took his usual chair. The garment bag still hung from the hook on the door, but Vivian didn’t mention it. Instead, she closed her journal and folded her hands on the desk.

Something about her seemed different tonight. She wasn’t acting like his professor or trying to make him nervous. She simply looked at him as if she wanted to understand him.

“I want to ask you something,” she said. “And I want an honest answer. Are you enjoying this?”

Ethan had known the question would come eventually, but he still wasn’t ready for it. His first instinct was to joke or quickly tell her no. He could think of several answers that would let him avoid admitting the truth.

But Vivian waited quietly.

Ethan was tired of pretending.

“Yes,” he said.

Admitting it made his face hot, but Vivian didn’t laugh or look surprised.

“What part of it?” she asked. Her voice held no judgment. She seemed to genuinely want to know.

Ethan struggled to explain. “The clothes. The way you both look at me when I’m wearing them. Like you’re seeing something about me that I never noticed before.”

He looked down at his hands. “And I like the way it feels when you’re in charge. I don’t have to decide what happens next. I just do what you tell me, and it’s…”

“A relief,” Vivian said.

Ethan nodded.

Vivian took off her glasses and placed them on the desk. Without them, her expression seemed softer than usual.

“I don’t think you’re ashamed because you enjoy wearing the clothes,” she said. “I think you’re ashamed because enjoying them doesn’t fit the person you’ve always tried to be.”

Ethan looked at her.

“You’ve spent a long time making sure people see you a certain way,” she continued. “Confident. Charming. The guy who never worries about anything. But when you’re here, you don’t have to be that person.”

She paused before adding, “And I think part of you is scared by how good that feels.”

Ethan couldn’t argue with her. He sat with his hands between his knees and his throat tight as he admitted to himself that she was right. He had spent years acting like nothing embarrassed him and nothing mattered very much. In Vivian’s office, that confidence disappeared surprisingly fast.

The strange part was that he didn’t want it back.

The office door opened before he could say anything else. Sasha walked in carrying a duffel bag larger than anything she had brought to the previous sessions. She looked at Ethan, then at Vivian, and immediately seemed to understand that something important had happened before she arrived.

Vivian looked at her. “He’s ready for the next step.”

Sasha placed the duffel bag on the desk. The zipper was already partly open, and Ethan could see tissue paper and folded fabric inside. One piece caught the light with a faint shine.

When Sasha looked at him again, her smile was different from the teasing one she’d given him in the hallway. This one was softer. She looked almost excited for him.

“I brought everything,” she said.
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Vivian pointed Ethan toward the small bathroom behind her office. He hadn’t even known it was there until she opened a door he’d always assumed was a closet. Inside was a narrow shower stall, a sink, and a thick white towel hanging from a hook. The towel smelled faintly like lavender, which made him think Vivian had brought it from home.

“Shower,” she said. “Use the soap on the shelf. Take your time.”

Ethan stepped inside and closed the door. The soap was expensive and unfamiliar, with a clean scent that stayed on his skin after he rinsed it away. He stood beneath the hot water longer than he needed to, letting it loosen the tension in his shoulders. He knew something different was waiting for him when he went back into the office, and part of him was nervous to find out what.

When he finally came out wearing only the towel, Vivian and Sasha had changed the room.

The desk had been cleared of papers, Vivian’s laptop, and the leather journal. The lamp had been moved to one side. In the center of the desk sat everything they had prepared for him.

There was a matching burgundy lingerie set: a lace-trimmed bralette and panties cut high over the hips. Beside them were sheer black thigh-high stockings, still folded inside tissue paper. A fitted black dress lay next to them, simple but flattering, with a modest neckline and a hem that would reach the middle of his thighs. There were low black heels and, at the end of the desk, a dark brown wig on a stand. The hair fell to the shoulders in soft waves.

Sasha stood on one side of the desk with her makeup bag open and neatly arranged. Vivian stood on the other in her cream turtleneck, her arms crossed as she watched Ethan take everything in.

“Drop the towel,” Vivian said.

Ethan let it fall.

Being naked in front of them didn’t shock him the way it had the first time. He was still embarrassed, but he no longer felt the urge to cover himself. He stood still and let them look.

Vivian picked up the bralette and walked toward him. She came close enough that Ethan could feel her body heat through the soft sweater. Reaching around him, she placed the band across his back and brought the cups around his chest. Her arms nearly wrapped around him as she adjusted the straps and made sure the lace sat correctly against his skin.

When she finished fastening the hooks, her fingers stayed at his back for another moment. They moved slowly down his spine, making Ethan shiver hard enough that Vivian had to place her palm against his lower back to steady him.

She noticed his reaction but didn’t tease him about it.

Vivian stepped away and picked up the matching panties. “These you put on yourself.”

Ethan took them from her and pulled them up his legs. The lace felt much thinner than the cotton panties he had worn during the earlier sessions. The burgundy fabric fit closely against his body, and his cock began to harden before he had even finished pulling the waistband over his hips.

His face grew hot when he realized how obvious it was.

“That’s fine,” Vivian said. She looked at him without embarrassment. “Don’t be ashamed because your body is reacting. At least it’s being honest.”

Sasha guided Ethan into the desk chair and turned his face toward the lamp. This time, she took much longer with his makeup. She began with foundation, smoothing it over his face with a damp sponge. Then she added contour to soften the shape of his jaw and cheeks.

Ethan sat still while she worked on his eyes next. Sasha blended charcoal and plum shadows across his lids, building the colors slowly. One finger rested against his temple to keep her hand steady. When she leaned closer to apply mascara, her face was only inches from his. Ethan could feel her breath against his lips, and his cock throbbed inside the burgundy lace.

Sasha noticed. She always seemed to notice.

She didn’t comment this time. Instead, she moved on to his lips. The color she chose was dark, somewhere between berry and wine. She applied it carefully with a small brush, tracing the shape of his mouth until she was satisfied.

The wig came last.

Sasha placed it over his hair, adjusted the edges, and arranged the soft brown waves around his face. When she stepped back, both women became quiet.

Ethan looked from Sasha to Vivian.

Sasha’s lips had parted slightly. Vivian had lowered her arms to her sides. Neither woman looked disappointed.

If anything, they looked surprised by how well it had worked.

“Stand up,” Vivian said. Her voice sounded a little different now, lower than before.

Ethan rose from the chair.

Sasha helped him into the black dress. She pulled it over the lingerie, straightened the fabric around his waist and hips, then zipped it up the back. The dress fit closely through the middle and followed the shape of his body without being too tight.

The heels came last.

They were only a couple of inches high, but Ethan immediately noticed the difference when he stood in them. His posture changed, and his legs looked longer beneath the short dress and dark stockings.

Sasha led him toward the full-length mirror.

Ethan stared.

For the first few seconds, he barely recognized himself. The dark wig softened the shape of his face, and the makeup made his eyes look larger. The black dress hugged his waist and hips, while the burgundy lace was hidden beneath it except where Ethan knew it was.

He looked feminine.

More than that, he thought he looked beautiful.

The realization hit him hard.

His arousal was still obvious beneath the dress, which only made him more aware of how exposed he was. He felt embarrassed, excited, and almost overwhelmed by the sight of himself.

Vivian stepped behind him.

Ethan watched her reflection move closer until she stood directly at his back. Her hands settled around his waist, fingers resting against the curves the dress created around his hips. She met his eyes in the mirror.

“This is what you look like when you stop trying so hard to be the person everyone expects,” she said.

Sasha came to his other side and slipped an arm through his. For once, there was no teasing in her expression. She looked at Ethan’s reflection with simple warmth.

“You’re gorgeous,” she said.

Ethan’s hands trembled.

He could feel the dress against his body, the stockings around his legs, and Vivian’s hands holding his waist. Sasha stood close against his other side. Seeing all three of them together in the mirror made everything feel more real.

He was embarrassed, but he also felt wanted. Those feelings had become so mixed together that he no longer knew how to separate them.

Vivian’s hands tightened slightly around his waist.

Then she turned Ethan away from the mirror until he faced her.

The cool, professional expression she wore in class was gone. She looked at him openly now, her eyes moving over his face and body with clear desire.

“Now,” Vivian said, “you’ve been very good.”

She paused, still holding his waist.

“And good behavior deserves a reward.”
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The lock clicked behind him. By now, Ethan knew what that sound meant. Once the door was locked, the rest of the university felt far away, and whatever happened in Vivian’s office stayed there.

Vivian walked behind the desk and sat in her leather chair. She crossed her legs slowly, and Ethan wondered what he had planned.

“Kneel,” she said.

Ethan lowered himself to the carpet in front of her. The black dress gathered around his thighs, and the heels pressed against the backs of his legs, forcing him to sit straighter. He looked up at Vivian from the floor, dressed in burgundy lace and black fabric while she sat above him in complete control.

Vivian uncrossed her legs and slowly pulled her skirt higher with both hands. Ethan watched the fabric slide up her thighs until he realized she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

His mouth went dry.

“Put your mouth on me,” she said.

Ethan leaned forward and placed his hands on her thighs. Vivian let him keep them there as he moved closer. Her skin was warm beneath his fingers, and when his mouth touched her, a low sound escaped his throat before he could stop it.

Vivian reached down and took hold of the wig. She didn’t pull hard, but her grip was firm enough to guide him.

“Slower,” she said. Her voice sounded lower than it did in class. “Use your tongue. Flat, not pointed.”

Ethan changed what he was doing.

Vivian inhaled sharply. “Higher. Right there. Good. Again.”

He followed every instruction. She corrected him the same direct way she corrected students in class, telling him exactly what she wanted and expecting him to do it immediately. Ethan found the familiar authority strangely comforting, even while his cock ached inside the tight panties.

He wanted badly to reach down and touch himself, but he kept his hands on Vivian’s thighs. She hadn’t given him permission, and he already knew better than to assume.

“Don’t touch yourself,” Vivian said, as if she knew exactly what he was thinking. “That isn’t yours tonight.”

Sasha sat on the edge of the desk beside them, close enough that Ethan could feel the warmth of her leg near his shoulder. She placed one hand between his shoulder blades and slowly moved it down his back through the dress.

Ethan shivered and moaned against Vivian.

Vivian’s hand tightened in his hair.

“He’s good at this,” Sasha said. There was excitement in her voice now.

“He’s learning,” Vivian corrected.

But Vivian was losing some of her usual control. Her hips had started moving against Ethan’s mouth, slowly at first, then with more need. Her breathing became uneven, and her thighs tightened around him.

Ethan had never seen her like this.

Vivian was usually calm no matter what happened. Now he could feel how close she was, and seeing that reaction made him even harder.

Sasha leaned toward Vivian.

Ethan heard the soft sound of them kissing before he looked up. Sasha had one hand against Vivian’s face, and Vivian’s eyes were closed as she kissed her back. Ethan stayed between Vivian’s legs while the two women kissed above him.

The sight made his hips jerk.

Vivian came with one hand gripping the wig and the other holding Sasha’s thigh. Her legs tightened around Ethan’s head as she moved against his mouth. Sasha kept kissing her, catching the sounds Vivian made until Vivian finally pushed Ethan gently back.

He sat on his heels, breathing hard. His chin was wet, and his cock was painfully hard beneath the burgundy lace. The front of the dress made his arousal obvious.

Vivian’s breathing was still fast. Her skirt was gathered around her hips, and she looked more relaxed and undone than Ethan had ever seen her.

She reached down and smoothed the wig where she had pulled it out of place.

Then she looked at Sasha.

“Your turn.”

Sasha climbed onto the desk fully. She moved back, spread her legs, and reached beneath her skirt. She pulled off her underwear and dropped them beside her before lifting her skirt higher.

When she looked down at Ethan, there was no teasing in her face now. She looked warm, excited, and very ready for him.

“Come here,” she said.

Ethan moved toward her on his knees.

Sasha immediately wrapped her legs over his shoulders and pulled him close. She reacted very differently from Vivian. Vivian had guided him carefully and told him what to do. Sasha gasped almost as soon as his tongue touched her and grabbed the wig with both hands.

“God, you look so pretty between my thighs,” she breathed. “I’ve been thinking about this since the first time I rolled those stockings up your legs.”

Ethan groaned against her.

The sound made Sasha’s hips move harder against his mouth. She stopped trying to stay still and used him openly, pulling him closer whenever she wanted more.

His cock throbbed inside the wet lace, but he still didn’t touch himself.

Sasha came hard. Her thighs shook around his head, and she cried out his name along with a string of curses.

When she finally released him, she grabbed the front of his dress and pulled him upright.

Then she kissed him.

Her mouth was hungry and messy against his, and Ethan kissed her back just as hard. His hands went to her waist while her fingers stayed twisted in the fabric over his chest.

By the time she pulled away, her lipstick was smudged.

So was his.

Ethan was shaking with need. His panties were soaked with precum, his cock still untouched, and both women knew exactly how desperate he was.

That was the point.

They had let him give them pleasure, but they were still deciding when he would get any for himself.

Vivian had already settled back into her chair. Her skirt was down again, her legs crossed, and most of her usual calm had returned.

She watched Ethan and Sasha for a moment.

“Stand up,” Vivian said.

Ethan’s legs barely wanted to work. He had been on his knees long enough that standing sent a prickling rush through his calves. The front of his dress was wrinkled where Sasha had grabbed it, his wig had shifted out of place, and his panties were soaked. He was still painfully hard beneath the lace, but he didn’t want the feeling to end.

Vivian guided him toward the desk with one hand against his lower back. Her touch was warm and gentle, but there was no question about where she wanted him. She pressed him forward until his hips met the edge of the same desk where Sasha had been sitting earlier. It was also the desk where his stolen paper had been laid out weeks ago.

Ethan bent over it. His chest pressed against the cool wood while his hands gripped the far edge. The dress slid higher over the backs of his thighs, and Vivian hooked her fingers into the waistband of his panties.

She slowly pulled them down just past his hips. Instead of taking them off completely, she left them around his thighs. Ethan whimpered softly against the desk.

Behind him, he heard a buckle. Ethan turned his head and saw Sasha stepping into a harness and tightening the straps around her hips. The dark silicone piece attached to it was intimidating.

Sasha caught him looking and held his gaze while she tightened the last strap.

“Eyes forward,” Vivian said.

Ethan turned back toward the desk. He heard a cap open, then felt Vivian place one hand against his lower back. Her other hand moved between his legs.

Her fingers were slick with lubricant. When she slowly pressed one inside him, Ethan gasped and tightened his grip on the desk.

Ethan forced himself to breathe. Vivian took her time, moving slowly. When he relaxed, she added a second finger.

A broken moan escaped him when she began thrusting them inside him. Vivian rubbed slow circles over his lower back with her free hand.

“That’s good,” she said. “You’re doing beautifully.”

Ethan pressed his forehead against the desk.

Vivian slowly withdrew her fingers and moved to his side. Instead of walking away, she knelt beside the desk until her face was close to his.

She rested one hand against his cheek.

Then Sasha’s hands settled around his hips.

Ethan felt the smooth silicone press against him. Sasha had already covered it with lubricant, but she didn’t push forward right away. She held it there for a moment, giving him time to feel it and understand what was about to happen.

“Ready?” she asked.

“Yes.” His voice cracked.

Sasha slowly pushed inside him.

Ethan’s mouth fell open as his body stretched around her. She moved steadily, giving him time to adjust until her hips finally rested against him. His fingers tightened around the edge of the desk.

Vivian kept her hand against his face, gently stroking his cheek with her thumb. She held his gaze while he adjusted to the feeling of Sasha inside him.

“There you go,” Vivian whispered. “I bet you like feeling her deep inside you.”

Sasha began to move.

Her first thrusts were slow. Her hands held Ethan’s waist through the fabric of the dress as she gave him time to get used to the motion. Once his body began to relax, she slowly increased the pace.

Each thrust pushed Ethan forward against the desk. His cock was trapped between his body and the wood, and the pressure made him moan.

“God, you look good like this,” Sasha said behind him. Her breathing had grown heavier. “Your punishment will be my pleasure.”

Ethan couldn’t answer.

Vivian stroked his hair. The wig had shifted even farther now, and her fingers slipped beneath it to find his real hair. She ran them gently through it as she leaned close to his ear.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “You’re mine. You’re ours. Let it happen.”

Sasha changed the angle of her hips.

The next thrust hit a spot inside Ethan that made him cry out. Neither woman told him to be quiet. Sasha kept moving while Vivian stayed beside him, talking softly into his ear.

The pleasure kept building. Sasha was deep inside him, his cock rubbed against the desk with every movement, and he could still feel the damp lace around his thighs. Ethan stopped trying to think about any of it and simply let himself feel what they were doing to him.

Then he came without touching himself.

The orgasm hit him harder than he expected. His entire body tightened and then began to shake as he cried out against the desk. Sasha stopped moving and held herself deep inside him while Vivian cupped his face with both hands.

Ethan kept trembling as the pleasure slowly faded. His breathing came in short, uneven breaths, and for several seconds he could do nothing but hold on to the desk.

Sasha stayed still behind him. She didn’t pull out right away. Her hands softened around his waist as she gave him time to recover.

Vivian leaned forward and kissed his forehead.

The kiss was slow and gentle. When she pulled back, she moved his damp hair away from his face and looked at him.

“Good.”
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Vivian disappeared into the bathroom and came back with warm towels. She must have run them under hot water first. Somehow, that small detail felt more intimate to Ethan than anything else she had done that night. She had thought about what he would need afterward.

Sasha unzipped the dress and carefully eased it down his body. Her hands were much gentler now than they had been half an hour ago. Once the dress reached the floor, she knelt and gathered it before turning her attention to the stockings. She rolled them down one at a time, her fingers moving slowly over his thighs, knees, calves, and ankles.

Vivian cleaned the makeup from his face. She held his jaw with one hand while wiping away the foundation, contour, and what remained of the dark lip color. The eye makeup took longer. Instead of rubbing at his skin, she patiently dabbed at it until the smoky shadow and mascara were gone.

“There,” she said quietly when she finished.

Sasha handed Ethan his clothes. He pulled on his jeans and T-shirt, but they felt different now. The jeans seemed stiff after the soft dress and stockings, while the T-shirt felt loose against his skin. They were the same clothes he had worn into the office a few hours earlier, yet they no longer felt quite as comfortable.

Ethan sat on the small couch against the office wall. He had barely noticed it before. Vivian opened the bottom drawer of her desk and took out a bottle of red wine and three mismatched glasses. Clearly, she had planned this part of the evening too.

She poured a glass for each of them without asking. The wine was better than anything Ethan usually bought for himself.

For a few minutes, they simply sat together. Sasha settled cross-legged on the floor beside the couch, leaning against it. Vivian sat in her chair with her legs tucked beneath her and her blazer removed. Without her usual professional posture, she seemed softer and more relaxed.

The office felt different too. There were no instructions to follow and no roles to play for the moment. It was just the three of them sitting together in the warm light.

“So what happens now?” Ethan asked. His voice sounded rough, so he took a drink of wine. “Is this done? Is the debt paid, or whatever we’re calling it?”

Vivian slowly turned her glass between her fingers. She looked at Sasha, and Sasha gave her a small nod. This time, the exchange didn’t seem planned. If anything, Vivian looked slightly unsure of what she was about to say.

“Your grade is settled,” she said. “I’ll file a revised evaluation, and none of this will go on your record. That part is over.”

Ethan waited.

Vivian looked directly at him. “But I don’t think any of us want this to be over.”

He stayed quiet, expecting her to explain or soften what she had just said. She didn’t.

Sasha got up from the floor and sat beside Ethan. Her thigh pressed against his through his jeans as she leaned into his shoulder. The easy closeness between them felt new, but Ethan liked it.

“You should keep coming,” she said.

She looked up at him. “You know you want to.”

Ethan took another drink and gave himself time to think.

Three weeks ago, he had been a very different person. He had copied Sasha’s paper because he thought he could get away with it. He was used to relying on his looks and charm when things went wrong, and most of the time it worked. He rarely thought much about why he acted that way or what he might be hiding underneath all that confidence.

At first, the clothes had been part of his punishment. Somewhere along the way, that had changed. The person he saw in the mirror hadn’t looked ridiculous or humiliated.

He had looked beautiful.

And Ethan wanted to see that person again.

“Same time next week?” he asked.

Vivian smiled.

It wasn’t the small, controlled smile she used in class or the satisfied look she wore when she knew she had won an argument. This smile was warm and relaxed, and Ethan realized how rarely he had seen her look that way.

“Wear something you don’t mind parting with,” she said.

Ethan finished his wine and said goodnight to both women. Sasha held his gaze a little longer than necessary. Vivian gave him a quiet nod before he left the office and stepped into the empty hallway.

Outside, the campus was dark and cool. Old lampposts lit the paths as Ethan walked toward the parking lot, his footsteps the only sound around him.

His face still felt unusually smooth where Vivian had removed the makeup. He could also remember the feeling of the clothes even though he wasn’t wearing them anymore. The stockings around his thighs, the bralette against his chest, and the snug lace panties were all easy to remember.

He remembered their hands too. Sasha dressing him. Vivian fixing his hair. Both women looking at him and telling him he was beautiful.

Ethan didn’t know exactly what any of this meant yet.

He only knew that the person who had walked into Vivian’s office three weeks earlier with a stolen paper and an easy smile no longer felt like the whole truth about him. There was another part of himself he had only started to discover.

For the first time, he wanted to find out where it led.
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Ruined by Him

The Favor She Wants

Stiffed by Her

Girl Unlocked

His First Dress

The Sounds She Makes

Sissy Husband

My Fiancee Feminized Me

Open Up For Me

Midnight Transformation

Sissy Sleepover

Peep Show Sissy

Tell Me I’m Pretty

Only for Tonight

Lessons in Surrender

Dirty Little Secret

The Surprise Next Door

His Girl Now

Waking Up the Girl

Transgender and Feminization Series:

Hungry Femboys (7 Books)

Thirsty Femboys (7 Books)

Pretty Femboys (7 Books)

Femboys (8 Books)

Fabulously Feminine (10 Books)

Ready for Anything (8 Books)

A New Woman (7 Books)

Sissified and Feminine (10 Books)

Feminized (4 Books)

Transitions (8 Books)

Big Hard Girls (8 Books)

Sissy Girls (9 Books)

Transgender and Crossdressing Explicit Erotica (9 Books)

Deep Desires (10 Books)

Girly and Dirty (10 Books)

Girl Boys (10 Books)

Feminized Men and Transgender Women Romance Novels (6 Books)

The Catch (chronological, 5 Books)

Pretty Girls (8 Books)

Dirty Femmes (8 Books)

First Time Feminization (8 Books)

Turned Into A Girl (7 Books)

Boy to Girl (5 Books)

Male to Female Collection (8 Books)

First Time Sissy (8 Books)

Sissies and Crossdressers (7 Books)

Husband to Wife (4 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 1 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 2 (10 Books)

Man to Woman Volume 3 (10 Books)

Crossdressing Bundle (15 Books)


About the Author




Jane is a gender-fluid author of transgender, feminization and crossdressing short stories, who identifies as female.

When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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