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The Feminization Bet




I knew Jenna Harper for nine years before she ruined me. Nine years of bar trivia and borrowed hoodies and arguments about whether LeBron was actually the GOAT, and not once in all that time did I see it coming.

We met sophomore year at a house party on Elm Street where she beat me at beer pong and then told me my follow-through was garbage. She was right. I bought her a drink to shut her up, and she let me, and that was the beginning of whatever we were.

Friends, definitely. Best friends, probably. There was always something else underneath all of it that neither of us ever talked about. We were both too smart and too chickenshit for that.

But it was always there. This soft vibration between us, like a frequency just outside the range of normal hearing. I'd catch her looking at me across a crowded table. She'd fall asleep on my shoulder during a movie and I'd sit perfectly still for two hours rather than wake her up. We never talked about it. We just let it sit there, year after year, gathering weight.

Jenna was five-six with dark hair she usually wore pulled back in something messy yet beautiful. Brown eyes that ran warm until she was being competitive, and then they sharpened into something I'd learned not to underestimate.

She had this mouth that always looked like she was about to say something she shouldn't, and half the time she did. She stayed in shape without being showy about it. She had the kind of body that looked deceptively low-key until she wore something fitted and you remembered, oh right, she's beautiful.

Not that I let myself think that often. I had a whole system for not thinking about it.

The night things started to change was a Thursday in April. Playoff basketball, her apartment, her couch. I was on one end with my feet on her coffee table and she was on the other end with her legs tucked under her, wearing joggers and a tank top that kept slipping off one shoulder.

Every time it slipped, she'd pull it back up without looking, and every time she pulled it back up, I looked.

Her apartment always smelled like vanilla and whatever candle she was burning that week. She had strong opinions about candles the way other people had strong opinions about wine. The TV was too big for the room and the sound was slightly off-sync. I'd been meaning to fix it for her for about three months.

"Alright," she said during a commercial break, pulling a throw pillow into her lap. "Let's make it interesting."

I grinned. This was our thing. We bet on everything — games, outcomes, how long it would take our friend Derek to text back. Always small stakes, always stupid. "Name it."

"If your guys win, I'll buy your drinks for a month. Every bar, every tab, no complaints."

"Deal." I didn't even hesitate. My team was up by eleven.

"And if I win," she said, and then she paused.

That pause. I've replayed it a hundred times since. It lasted maybe two seconds, but something in her expression shifted during those two seconds, like a door opening onto a room I'd never seen before.

"If I win," she continued, "I get a weekend. You come over Friday after work and you stay until Sunday. And you do exactly what I say, no questions, no backing out."

I laughed. "What, like chores? You gonna make me organize your closet?"

She didn't laugh. She just looked at me with those sharp, steady brown eyes. "Do we have a deal or not?"

I should've asked a follow-up question. Any reasonable person would have. But I was up by eleven and I was cocky.

She was Jenna, my Jenna, who once dared me to eat a ghost pepper on camera and laughed so hard she cried when I did it. Whatever she had planned, I could handle it.

"Yeah," I said. "We have a deal."

My team blew the lead in the fourth quarter. I sat there watching it happen with the slow horror of a man who realizes he's signed a contract he didn't read. When the final buzzer sounded, I dropped my head back against the couch and groaned.

Jenna didn't celebrate the way she usually did. No gloating, no victory dance. She just turned to me with a smile I'd never seen on her before. It wasn't her competitive smirk or her sarcastic grin. It was slower. Warmer. Hungrier.

"Pack a bag," she said. "Friday after work, you're mine until Sunday night."

There was a specific weight on the word mine that I felt in my chest. I told myself I was imagining it. I told myself this was just Jenna being Jenna, taking a dumb bet too seriously, probably planning to make me clean her bathroom in a French maid costume while she filmed it for Instagram.

I drove home with the windows down and the radio off. The night air was cool and smelled like rain. I kept turning that word over in my head like a coin I couldn't stop flipping.

Mine.
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I spent all day Friday at work pretending I wasn't distracted, but failed miserably. My buddy Marcus asked me three times if I was good, and three times I said I was fine. He didn't believe me. I didn't blame him.

The thing was, I still didn't know what Jenna had planned. She'd texted me once that morning — Don't forget, 6 PM, bring a bag — and I'd stared at it for a full minute before responding with a thumbs-up emoji like a coward.

I almost asked her what I was walking into. Almost. But every time I started typing the question, I remembered the way she'd looked at me on Thursday night and I deleted it.

Part of me wanted to not know until it was happening.

I pulled into her parking lot at six fifteen because showing up right on time felt too eager. I sat in my car for another three minutes after that, my overnight bag on the passenger seat, having a quiet argument with myself that I definitely lost. Then I got out, locked the car, and took the stairs to her floor because the elevator in her building smelled like wet carpet and despair.

She answered the door before I knocked. That threw me. She'd been watching for me, or listening, and the fact that she was paying that kind of attention made my stomach churn.

"You're late," she said, amused.

"Fashionably."

She stepped back to let me in, and that's when I noticed Jenna's apartment was different. The overhead lights were off. Candles everywhere, real ones, not the decorative kind she usually kept on her bookshelf. They threw a warm uneven glow across the living room that made everything feel smaller and more intimate. Low ambient music played from somewhere, the kind of thing you'd hear in an upscale spa.

And Jenna was different too.

She usually dressed like a woman who didn't have time to think about what she was wearing — jeans and a tee, maybe a flannel, ponytail and done.

Tonight, she was in a fitted black dress that stopped above the knee. Her hair was down, which she almost never did, falling past her shoulders in dark waves that caught the candlelight. She'd done her makeup — not a lot, but enough. Enough that her eyes looked smokier and her lips looked fuller and I had to physically redirect my gaze before it lingered somewhere it shouldn't.

She'd prepared for this. Whatever this was.

"Drink?" she asked, already moving to the kitchen.

"God, yes."

She poured two whiskeys, neat, and set one in front of me at the kitchen table. I sat down because my legs felt like they would give way. She sat across from me, crossed her legs, and took a sip of her drink with an expression that told me she was enjoying the hell out of my visible discomfort.

"So," I said. "You going to tell me what I'm in for, or do I have to guess? Because I've been guessing all day and my best theory is you're making me scrub your bathroom with a toothbrush."

She smiled. Not the hungry one from Thursday — something steadier. More composed. Like she'd rehearsed this part.

"You lost the bet," she said. "And the terms were clear. A weekend where you do exactly what I say."

"Right. So, what are you saying?"

She set her glass down and met my eyes, and I realized with a jolt that she was nervous. Not a lot. Not in any way that undermined the calm authority she was projecting. But it was there in the way her fingers pressed flat against the table, the way she took one measured breath before she spoke.

"I'm going to feminize you," she said.

The words threatened the space between us like a grenade with the pin pulled.

"I'm going to do your skin, your hair, your nails, your makeup. I have clothes for you. I'm going to dress you, style you, and transform you from the ground up." She paused. "That's the weekend."

I opened my mouth, but nothing came out. I closed it again.

My first instinct was to laugh, because that's what I did when I didn't know how to react to something. My second instinct was to push back from the table and ask if she was serious. But I didn't do either of those things, because something else was happening underneath both of those instincts, something I hadn't expected and wasn't ready for.

My pulse was hammering. Not with dread. Not with embarrassment. With something that sat adjacent to both of those but wasn't quite either. A kind of electric awareness that started in my chest and radiated outward, and the closest word I had for it was anticipation, which made no goddamn sense.

I was a twenty-seven-year-old man who watched football and drank beer and hadn't used a skincare product more advanced than bar soap in his life. The correct response to what Jenna had just proposed was to laugh it off and suggest a different forfeit.

But I wasn't laughing. And I wasn't suggesting anything. I was just sitting there with my heart thudding against my ribs, staring at the woman I'd known for nine years, realizing she'd been planning this.

"Jenna," I started, reaching for the deflection. "Come on. You can't be⁠—"

"I'm serious."

"Okay, but maybe we could⁠—"

"You agreed," she said, and her voice dropped into a register I'd never heard from her before. Lower. Quieter. Absolutely certain. "No questions. No backing out. Those were the terms and you shook on it."

She held my gaze without blinking, and something about that look pinned me to the chair more effectively than if she'd put her hand on my chest and shoved.

Then she softened. Just slightly, just at the edges.

"But I'm going to add one rule," she said. "One that wasn't in the original deal. If you genuinely want to stop — not if you're nervous, not if you're uncomfortable, but if you actually want out — you say so and I stop. Immediately. No pushback, no guilt. I'm not going to make you do something you don't want to do."

The offer should've been a relief. An exit ramp. Instead, it just threw the rest of it into sharper focus, because she was giving me an out, which meant she'd thought about the possibility that I'd need one, which meant whatever she had planned was serious enough to warrant it.

"I don't think you're going to want to stop, though," she added.

The silence that followed was thick enough to lean against. I could hear the candles flickering. I could hear the ambient music, some low synth thing with no discernible melody. I could hear my own breathing and I didn't love how unsteady it sounded.

I picked up my whiskey and drained the rest of it in one swallow. It burned going down and I was grateful for it, grateful for anything that felt familiar and uncomplicated.

"Why?" I asked.

Something shifted behind her eyes. "Because I think you'll be beautiful," she said. "And because I want to be the one who shows you."

That sentence struck me. I looked at her — the candlelight on her bare shoulders, the dark waves of her hair, the steadiness in those brown eyes — and I understood with sudden clarity that this wasn't a prank. It wasn't a joke she'd been setting up for weeks. She wanted this. Had maybe wanted it for a long time. And some part of me, some part I'd never examined closely enough to recognize, responded to that wanting.

I swallowed, then nodded.

"Yeah," I said. "Okay."

Jenna stood up. The candlelight caught the lines of her dress and the smoothness of her legs. She extended her hand to me, palm up, fingers slightly curled. An invitation and a command wrapped in the same gesture.

"Good," she said. "Bathroom first."

I looked at her hand for exactly one second. Then I took it, and she closed her fingers around mine, leading me down the hallway toward whatever came next.
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Her bathroom looked like a staging area. The counter was lined with bottles and tools I couldn't name, organized in a row that suggested a specific order of operations. The lights were dimmed and candles flickered on the edge of the tub, which was already filling with water.

She poured oil in from a glass bottle. It hit the surface and the whole room filled with the scent, something floral and expensive. The steam carried it into my chest and I breathed it in without meaning to.

"Get undressed," Jenna said, arms loosely crossed, completely at ease. Like she asked men to strip in her bathroom every day.

"Are you being modest?" she asked when I hesitated. "I've seen you shirtless a hundred times."

She had. But standing in her candlelit bathroom with bath oil perfuming the air and her watching me in that black dress didn't feel like any of those times. We both knew it didn't.

I stripped. T-shirt, jeans, boxer briefs — each one peeled away under her evaluative gaze. Then I got into the tub fast enough to make the water slosh, sinking until it hit my shoulders. The oil made everything silkier than water should feel, and the scent thickened around me until every breath tasted like flowers.

She pulled a stool beside the tub and took my hand in both of hers. She pushed back my cuticles with a small metal tool, then filed each nail smooth, holding each finger individually, turning them under the light. Her thumbs pressed into my palm when she repositioned, and the touch sent warmth up my wrist that.

Nobody had ever done anything like this to me. I'd been with plenty of women, but none of them had ever held my hand like it was something worth focusing on. The patience of it disarmed me more than the nudity had.

"Stand up," she said.

The cloudy water had been the only thing between me and full exposure. I stood anyway. The resistance was losing ground to something else — a pull toward obedience I wasn't ready to admit to.

She reached for a can of shaving cream and a fresh razor.

She started at my left ankle. The blade glided through the cream in a slow, deliberate stroke, and her free hand followed behind it, smoothing over the freshly shaved skin. Her fingertips on my bare calf felt nothing like a casual touch. Each pass was thorough, unhurried, possessive.

She worked up past my knee onto my thigh, and I stared at the ceiling and thought about baseball stats and tax returns and anything that wasn't the feeling of Jenna's hands on my inner thigh. It didn't work.

The combination of her touch and the warm water and the scented oil and the vulnerability of standing naked was doing something I couldn't override with willpower. I could feel myself getting hard in slow increments, powerless to prevent it and painfully aware of it.

She moved to the other leg. Same pace. Same attention. Then my chest, my arms, my stomach. I watched the hair come away in the cream and felt, with each stroke, like she was removing something more than body hair. Like she was taking apart something I'd built without realizing I'd built it.

By the time she finished, I didn't recognize my own body. Smooth and gleaming, every nerve ending dialed up to twice its normal sensitivity. The air itself felt like a stimulus.

She wrapped a towel around my waist, and her fingers brushed my stomach. I twitched — not from ticklishness but from the shock of how different my skin felt under her touch now. Then she picked up a bottle of lotion from the counter. Her lotion. The same one I'd smelled on her a hundred times.

"Drop the towel," she said.

I let it fall.

She started at my shoulders, rubbing the lotion in with long firm strokes that worked down across my deltoids and over my biceps. The scent hit me immediately — warm and sweet and unmistakably hers — and I realized that when she was done, I was going to smell like her.

That was the point. She wanted me to carry her scent on my skin, and the intimacy of that intention made my throat tighten.

She knelt and worked the lotion up each leg, and I stopped breathing when her hands reached the tops of my quads. Her thumbs pressed into the crease where my thigh met my hip and stayed there for a beat.

I was half-hard. There was no hiding it anymore. I was standing naked in her bathroom, smooth and oiled and scented like her, and my cock was thickening in a way that was visible from space. I willed it to stop. But biology doesn't negotiate.

She stood, her eyes traveling up my body to my face. She held my gaze, and then — just for a second — her eyes dropped. It registered what was happening between my legs then came back up.

She didn't mention it. She didn't smirk or tease or acknowledge it in any way that would've given me the relief of being able to laugh it off. She just met my eyes and said, with a voice that had gone slightly rougher around the edges, "You have no idea how good you're going to look."

I stood there bare and smooth and breathing her scent off my own skin, half-hard and unable to pretend I wasn't, and I realized I believed her.

That was the part that scared me.
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She led me to her bedroom and I followed without question.

Then I saw what was on the bed. Two items, laid out side by side with the kind of care you'd give something precious. A pair of panties — satin, pale pink, lace trim along the edges. Next to them, a silk nightgown in a deeper shade of rose, sleeveless, with thin straps and a hemline that would hit mid-thigh.

My mouth went dry.

"Nothing crazy," Jenna said from the doorframe. "I'm not starting you in heels and a corset. We're going simple tonight."

Starting. The word implied a trajectory. I filed that away and tried not to think about it too hard.

She picked up the panties and held them out, satin catching the candlelight. "Put these on."

They weighed nothing. The fabric was cool and impossibly smooth, and I ran my thumb across it involuntarily. Everything I'd ever worn on my lower body had substance and structure. This was barely there.

I stepped into them. The satin slid over my freshly shaved skin and ripped a shiver out of me so visible there was no pretending it hadn't happened. The panties settled over my hips and conformed to my body in a way cotton never had.

Snug. Not tight, but snug in a way that acknowledged what they were holding. The satin cupped my cock with a light, persistent pressure, and every shift of weight produced a faint slide of fabric that reminded me these belonged to a different category of person.

Something in my posture changed without my permission. My hips shifted. My shoulders dropped. I stood differently than I had ten seconds ago.

Jenna saw it. "Good," she said, her voice dropping into that lower register. The one that bypassed my brain entirely.

She walked toward me with the nightgown. "Arms up."

I raised my arms. She gathered the silk and lifted it over my head, guiding my hands through the straps. The nightgown slid down my body and nearly buckled my knees.

Silk on satin on bare skin. Three layers of sensation stacking on top of each other, all of them wrong and all of them exquisite. My shaved skin received every whisper of movement with a sensitivity that made me clench my jaw to keep from making a sound.

She smoothed the fabric down my sides with both hands, then guided me by the shoulders until I faced the full-length mirror. She stepped behind me, close enough that I could feel her warmth through the silk, and rested her chin near my shoulder while her hands settled on my waist.

The person in the mirror was me. Same height, same build, same face. But I was softened. My body looked leaner in the nightgown. The thin straps made my neck look longer. The hemline exposed legs that didn't look like my legs anymore — too smooth, too bare. Not feminine, not yet. But altered in a way I could see and couldn't articulate.

"This is just the beginning," she said. "How do you feel?"

The honest answer came out before I could censor it. "I don't want to take it off."

Her face did something complicated in the reflection — desire, then satisfaction, then something deeper that looked like confirmation. Like I'd validated something she'd believed about me for a long time.

She pressed her lips against my shoulder through the silk. The heat of her mouth bled through the fabric and I felt it all the way to my spine.

"Good," she said. "Because that's what you're sleeping in tonight."

She stepped away and moved to her side of the bed. I watched her unzip the black dress and let it fall, catching a flash of her bare stomach and the swell of her breasts before she pulled a T-shirt on and climbed under the covers.

"Come on," she said.

I slid in beside her. The sheets against the silk against the satin against my skin created a layered whisper of friction that made me exhale like I'd been hit.

We lay facing each other. She was close enough to touch, and I wanted to touch her so badly my hands ached with it. I wanted to reach across the narrow space and put my hand on her waist, her hip, the warm curve of her neck. I wanted to kiss her the way I'd thought about kissing her for nine years.

I reached for her.

She caught my wrist. Her grip was gentle but absolute. She guided my hand back to my side of the bed.

"Not yet," she said. "You haven't earned it."

The words detonated quietly somewhere between my chest and my stomach. She shook her head once, a small movement that closed the conversation, and blew out the candle.

I lay there in Jenna's bed in Jenna's nightgown and Jenna's panties, smelling like Jenna's lotion, and stared at the ceiling while my body vibrated with a want so acute it felt like a medical condition. Every time I breathed, the silk moved. The panties held me with that same snug pressure, and I was still half-hard, and the satin registered every subtle change with a fidelity that cotton never approached.

She was three inches away and I wasn't allowed to touch her, and somehow that denial was the most erotic thing that had ever happened to me.

I fell asleep sometime after one, still hard, still aching, still wondering what exactly I needed to do to earn it.
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I woke before her. Saturday morning light was coming through the curtains in pale strips, landing across the bed and across my body, and I lay still for a moment taking inventory of myself the way you do when you wake up somewhere unfamiliar.

The nightgown had ridden up in my sleep. The hem sat across my upper thighs, the silk warm from hours against my skin. The panties were still in place, still snug, still making themselves known with that quiet satin pressure I'd fallen asleep to. I looked down at myself and waited for the wave of embarrassment I was sure was coming.

It didn't come.

What came instead was anticipation. A pull in my chest that leaned forward toward whatever Jenna had planned next, and the fact that I felt it — genuinely felt it, without pretense or performance — scared me more than anything from the night before.

Jenna stirred beside me. She stretched with her eyes still closed, arms overhead, back arching, her T-shirt riding up to expose a strip of stomach. Then she opened her eyes and found me watching her. She didn't seem surprised.

"Morning," she said, voice still rough with sleep. "How'd you sleep?"

"Good," I admitted. "Better than I expected."

She smiled, slow and knowing. "Good. Today's the real work."

Twenty minutes later I was showered, back in the panties and nightgown, and sitting at her vanity. It was a small table against the bedroom wall with a round mirror and a lamp that threw warm, even light. She'd arranged everything on the surface in a specific order — bottles, tubes, brushes, palettes — and the organization told me she'd rehearsed this. Maybe not on a person, but in her head. She'd walked through the steps enough times to have a system.

"Moisturizer first," she said, squeezing a pump onto her fingertips. "Close your eyes."

She smoothed it across my forehead, my cheeks, my jaw. Her fingers were light and precise, blending in small circles, and the product felt cool and thin on my skin. Then primer, which she explained would give the foundation something to hold onto. I didn't know what any of this meant. I just sat still and let her work.

The foundation came next. She'd matched it to my skin tone, which meant she'd either guessed well or done research. She applied it with a small sponge, dabbing it across my face in a pattern that covered everything evenly.

When she pulled back to check her work, I could already see a difference. My skin looked smoother. More uniform. Like someone had taken an eraser to every imperfection I'd stopped noticing years ago.

"Look up," she said, and she started on my eyes.

This was where the intimacy became almost unbearable. She held my jaw in one hand, tilting my face toward the light, and leaned in close with a small brush in the other. Her face was inches from mine.

I could see the individual strokes of her mascara, the tiny freckle below her left eye, the way her lips parted slightly when she concentrated. Her breath touched my skin in warm little pulses and I sat perfectly still, barely breathing, every nerve focused on the impossible nearness of her.

She swept shadow across my lids in soft neutral tones. Then liner, a thin precise line along my lash line that required her to hold my eyelid taut with one finger while she drew with the other.

Then mascara, the wand moving through my lashes with careful upward strokes. Each step brought her closer. Each step required me to hold still and surrender another piece of control I hadn't realized I was holding.

"You're doing well," she murmured, and the praise hit me like a drug.

Lip color came next — something subtle, a shade darker than my natural tone. She applied it with her fingertip instead of a brush, pressing the color into my lower lip and then my upper lip with a touch so deliberate it felt more intimate than a kiss. Blush across my cheekbones. A light dusting of something shimmery along my brow bone.

Then she turned to my hair. It was longer than I usually kept it — past my ears, hitting my collar — because I'd been lazy about haircuts for the past few months. She worked product through it with her fingers, combing and shaping, then pinned the sides back in a way that swept it away from my face and let the length fall soft behind my ears. Two small clips held it in place, and the style was simple but transformative. It framed my face the way a frame changes a painting.

She sat back. Studied me. Something shifted in her expression that she didn't try to hide.

"Turn around," she said.

I turned on the vanity stool to face the mirror.

The person looking back had my face. Same bone structure, same brow, same jawline. But everything about it was different in emphasis. My eyes looked larger, darker, framed by lashes I didn't know I had. My mouth looked fuller, softer, tinted just enough to draw attention. My skin was luminous in a way that male skin isn't supposed to be. The hair, pinned back and falling soft, erased the hard lines I was used to seeing and replaced them with something gentler.

I wasn't a woman. I wasn't trying to pass as one and the reflection didn't suggest I could. But I wasn't the man I'd been when I woke up this morning, either. I was something between the two — something I didn't have a word for — and the person in the mirror was, objectively and undeniably, beautiful.

I met Jenna's eyes in the mirror. She was standing behind me, arms at her sides, watching my reaction with an intensity that bordered on hunger. Her lips were parted. Her breathing was shallow. She was aroused — visibly, unmistakably aroused — by what she'd made of me, and she wasn't trying to conceal it.

"Now," she said, and her voice had a texture to it that I felt along the back of my neck, "we get you dressed."
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She'd been shopping for this. That was clear the moment she opened her closet and pulled out a garment bag I'd never seen before, along with a small shopping bag from a store I didn't recognize. This wasn't improvised. She'd walked into stores, browsed racks, held things up and imagined them on my body, purchased them with her own money, and brought them home to wait for this exact moment.

The thought made my pulse stutter.

"Take the nightgown off," she said.

I pulled it over my head and stood in front of her in just the panties. Morning light from the window fell across my chest and stomach, highlighting the smoothness she'd created last night, and I felt her gaze travel across it. She let the look linger before turning to the bed where she'd laid everything out.

The bra came first. It was nude-colored, simple, lightly padded. She walked behind me and I felt her hands at my back, threading my arms through the straps, then pulling the band snug and clasping it.

Her fingertips adjusted the straps on my shoulders, tugging each one until the fit was right. The cups sat against my chest with a gentle pressure, and even empty they changed my silhouette. In the mirror across the room, I could see the suggestion of shape where there hadn't been one before.

"It's not about faking anything," Jenna said, reading my expression. "It's about the line it creates."

Then she knelt in front of me.

She opened a package of stockings — sheer, nude, with a faint shimmer that caught the light. She gathered one into a ring between her thumbs and held it at my ankle. "Step in."

I placed my hand on her shoulder for balance and slid my foot through. She rolled the stocking up my calf slowly, her fingers smoothing the nylon against my shaved skin, and the sensation was so acute that I had to lock my knee to keep my leg from trembling. She worked it up over my knee, up my thigh, her hands following the fabric all the way to my upper leg where she secured the top against my skin. Then she did the other one.

She was on her knees in front of me and she was entirely in control. The contradiction of that should've been confusing, but it wasn't. Every touch was an instruction. Every adjustment was a command. She was building me from the ground up, and the fact that she was doing it from below didn't diminish her authority. It amplified it.

The heels were low — maybe two inches — and she buckled them onto my feet herself before standing and placing her hand on my lower back. "Walk to the door and back."

I took a step and nearly rolled my ankle. She steadied me without comment. I tried again, shorter steps this time, and found a shaky rhythm. Her hand stayed on my lower back, warm through the bra strap, guiding my posture without words. By my third pass across the room I'd stopped wobbling, and something about the heels — the way they tilted my hips, shifted my weight forward, forced a different kind of movement — felt less foreign than I expected.

Then the dress. She unzipped a simple fitted dress in dark navy, knee-length, with a modest neckline and cap sleeves. She had me step into it and pulled it up my body, guiding my arms through the sleeves before zipping the back. The fabric settled against the bra and the stockings and the panties underneath, and each layer pressed against the next, and I was wrapped in so many textures that weren't mine that I couldn't feel where I ended and what she'd made of me began.

She circled me. That's the only way to describe it — she walked a slow loop around my body the way someone walks around a sculpture in a gallery, studying it from every angle. She adjusted a strap. Smoothed the dress over my hip with her palm. Reached up and tilted my chin with two fingers until I was looking straight ahead.

"Walk to the mirror," she said.

I crossed the room in the heels, steadier now, and stopped in front of the full-length mirror.

The person looking back stole my breath.

The makeup framed my face into something striking. The dress skimmed my body in a clean line that made my shoulders look narrower and my waist more defined. My legs, smooth and shimmering in the stockings, looked long and lean below the hemline. The heels gave me a posture I'd never had. Everything Jenna had done over the past twelve hours — the shaving, the lotion, the nails, the makeup, the clothes — converged in this reflection into a complete person I didn't recognize but couldn't stop staring at.

I turned around. Jenna was standing by the bed, arms at her sides, and her expression had changed completely. The composed authority was still there but layered now with something raw and unguarded. She was looking at me the way no one had ever looked at me in my life. Naked, undisguised, consuming want.

"This is who you are when you're mine," she said.

She crossed the room to me. Her hands came up and cupped my face, thumbs resting on my cheekbones, and she looked into my eyes for one suspended second before she kissed me.

The kiss was slow and commanding and deep. Her mouth moved against mine with an authority that matched everything she'd done all weekend, her fingers curling into my jaw, tilting my head where she wanted it. I tasted her lipstick and mine. I felt the dress shift against my body as I leaned into her. I kissed her back with nine years of suppressed want pouring through the crack she'd opened, and she took it all without yielding an inch of control.

When she pulled back, her thumb traced my lower lip, smearing the color she'd applied an hour ago.

"You're not done," she said.

I stood there in her dress and her makeup and her heels, breathing hard, lips swollen, and believed every word.
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She made dinner. That sounds mundane, and in some ways it was — pasta with a white wine sauce, a salad, bread from the bakery down the street. We sat at her kitchen table with glasses of wine, and she asked me about work.

I told her about Marcus's latest disaster with a client, and she laughed in that way she had where her whole face opened up. Normal. Comfortable. The kind of evening we'd shared a hundred times before.

Except I was in a dress. Full makeup. Heels tucked under my chair. And every time I shifted in my seat the stockings brushed against each other and the panties shifted against my cock.

Jenna watched me across the table with warm, easy eyes, but underneath the warmth was something patient and predatory. She was letting me marinate. Letting the domesticity of a shared meal contrast with the reality of what I was wearing until the tension between the two became its own kind of foreplay.

It worked.

After dinner she stood, collected the plates, and set them in the sink without rinsing them. That told me something. Jenna always rinsed her dishes. She turned to me and extended her hand, the same gesture from last night, and I took it, and she led me back to the bedroom.

"Stand at the foot of the bed," she said. "Don't move."

I positioned myself where she pointed. The heels put me at a slightly different height than usual, and I could feel them pressing into the carpet as I settled my weight. Jenna stood a few feet away, facing me, and held my gaze while she reached behind her neck and unclasped the top of her dress.

She undressed slowly. The dress came down. She stepped out of it. Her bra was black and simple, and her underwear matched, and the light caught the curves of her body in ways that made my hands flex at my sides.

She unhooked the bra and let it fall. Her breasts were full, the nipples already tightening in the cool air. She slid the underwear down her legs and straightened, and she was naked in front of me, completely bare, standing with a stillness that dared me to do something about it.

I didn't move. My cock was hard and straining against the panties, visible through the dress as an unmistakable ridge of fabric, and I saw her eyes drop to it with an expression that was equal parts satisfaction and ownership.

"That's mine tonight," she said. "You don't touch it unless I tell you to."

She sat on the edge of the bed, naked, her legs parted slightly. The light fell across her thighs, her stomach, the dark triangle between her legs. She was extraordinary and she knew it. She was using every inch of that knowledge.

"Kneel," she said.

I went down. The dress pooled around my knees on the carpet and the heels pressed against my ass as I settled onto them.

She reached out and took my jaw in her hand, tilting my face up, and pulled me toward her. She kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding against mine, tasting the lipstick she'd put on me hours ago. I felt her teeth catch my lower lip and tug gently before she released it.

Then she guided my head down. Her hand moved from my jaw to the back of my hair, fingers threading through the styled length she'd pinned back that morning.

"Show me what your pretty mouth can do," she said.

I lowered my face between her thighs. She was wet already — I could see it, the slick shine on her inner lips, the flush of arousal darkening her skin. I pressed my mouth against her and the taste hit me immediately, warm and sharp and real. I licked a slow line upward through her folds and felt her fingers tighten in my hair.

"Slower," she said. "Start wider. Don't go straight for it."

I adjusted. Broader strokes, my tongue flat against her, working the outer edges before narrowing toward her clit. Her thigh tensed against my cheek.

"Better. Now circle it. Don't press too hard yet."

I obeyed. Circling her clit with the tip of my tongue, keeping the pressure light, feeling her hips respond with small involuntary movements. She was directing me like she'd directed everything else this weekend — precise, explicit, patient. Correcting when I rushed. Praising when I listened.

"Right there," she breathed. "Just like that. Don't stop."

Her grip tightened in my hair and she pulled my face harder against her. I sealed my mouth over her clit and sucked gently while my tongue maintained the rhythm she'd taught me. Her thighs clamped against my ears. Her hips rocked into my mouth. I could hear her breathing change above me, going ragged and sharp. I held the pace because she'd told me to and because her pleasure was the only thing in the world that mattered.

"Good girl," she said.

The words tore through me. I felt them in my scalp where her hand gripped my hair and in my chest where something cracked open and in my cock where the panties held me impossibly tight.

Good girl. Two words that should've felt wrong and instead felt like the truest thing anyone had ever said to me.

She came against my mouth with a sound that was half gasp and half command, her hips lifting off the bed, her hand holding my face in place while she rode the orgasm out against my tongue. I felt her pulse against my lips, each wave of it, and I didn't stop until she unclenched her fingers from my hair and pushed me gently back.

I knelt there on the floor in her dress, my face wet, my lips swollen, my cock aching untouched inside the panties, and I understood something I hadn't understood before. I was on my knees. I was following orders. I was completely powerless.

I'd never felt more powerful in my life.

She pulled me up from the floor by both hands, and the shift in altitude made my head swim. One second, I was on my knees in the dress with her taste still on my lips. The next I was standing, swaying slightly in the heels, and she was behind me pulling the zipper down my back.

The dress slid off my shoulders and down my arms and past my hips and pooled on the floor. She didn't rush it. She let gravity do most of the work, her fingers just guiding the fabric as it fell. When I stepped out of it, I was standing in front of her in the bra, the panties, and the stockings. Nothing else.

She walked a slow circle around me. Her eyes moved over my body with an intensity that made my skin prickle — the masculine breadth of my shoulders against the bra straps, the flat plane of my stomach above the satin waistband, the stockings shimmering on legs that were too muscular to be feminine but too smooth to be what they were yesterday.

Her breathing had gone unsteady. I could hear it catching on every inhale.

She reached past me toward the nightstand. The drawer opened and she pulled something out, and when she held it up the air in the room changed completely.

A harness. Black, simple, well-made. Already fitted with a silicone cock that was realistic enough to make my stomach drop and abstract enough to keep me from spiraling. She held it at her side and let me look at it. Let the anticipation fill the space between us until it was almost solid.

"I've wanted to do this since the moment I made that bet," she said.

She stepped into the harness and pulled it up her thighs, buckling it at her hips. The cock jutted from between her legs, changing her silhouette, and the visual of Jenna short-circuited something in my brain. Fear and arousal tangled together so tightly I couldn't tell where one ended and the other began.

"On the bed," she said. "On your stomach."

I lay face-down on the comforter. The bra pressed into my chest. The panties stretched tight across my ass.

She climbed onto the bed behind me. I felt her knees between mine, spreading my legs apart. Her hands ran up the backs of my thighs over the stockings until her thumbs hooked the waistband of the panties and pulled them to the side.

She didn't take them off. The choice was deliberate and I understood it. She wanted me in them. She wanted me to feel the satin bunched against my hip while she did what she was about to do.

I heard the click of a cap opening. Then her fingers, slick and warm, pressing against me. I tensed involuntarily and she placed her other hand flat on my lower back.

"Breathe," she said. "I've got you."

Her finger eased inside me, slow, patient. The intrusion was foreign and startling and sent a deep, unfamiliar pulse through my core. She worked me gently, adding a second finger when my body unclenched, and the whole time she talked to me in that low, steady voice.

"You have no idea how long I've thought about this. Seeing you like this, taking me like this. You're so beautiful right now. You're doing so well."

The praise unraveled me the way her fingers were unraveling me — layer by layer, resistance by resistance, until I was open and trembling and pushing back against her hand without meaning to.

She withdrew her fingers. I felt the blunt pressure of the cock replace them, positioned against me, not pushing yet. Just there. Promising.

"Tell me you want this," she said.

"I want this." My voice came out wrecked.

She pushed inside me.

The fullness was nothing I could've prepared for. It wasn't pain, but it was an invasion in the most literal sense, a presence inside my body that rearranged everything I thought I knew about surrender. I gripped the comforter with both fists and pressed my forehead into the pillow. I made a sound I'd never heard come out of my own mouth.

Jenna held still, buried in me, her hands on my hips, waiting. When my breathing steadied, she pulled back slowly and pushed in again. The second stroke sent a shockwave through my entire body that ended in my cock, which was trapped against the mattress inside the satin panties.

She set a pace. Controlled, relentless, deep. Each thrust pressed me into the bed and the friction of satin against my cock matched the rhythm of her hips. Her hands gripped me hard enough to bruise. The bra shifted against my chest with every impact.

I was pinned beneath her, filled by her, fucked by her, and every piece of clothing she'd put on me was still there, still reminding me of what she'd turned me into.

She leaned forward, changing the angle, and reached around my hip. Her hand found my cock through the panties, wrapping around the satin-covered shaft, and she stroked me in time with her thrusts.

"You're mine," she said against my ear. "You're gorgeous. Come for me."

I came so hard my vision went white. My whole body seized, hips grinding into her hand and back against her cock, caught between two kinds of pressure that merged into a single obliterating wave. I felt myself pulse into the satin, soaking it, and she held herself deep inside me while I shook apart beneath her.

She didn't pull out. She stayed inside me, her weight against my back, her mouth against my ear, while the aftershocks rolled through me in diminishing tremors. Her hand released my cock and slid up my stomach, over the bra, and rested flat against my chest.

"You're never going to be the same after this," she whispered. "And you won’t want to be."

She was right. I didn't.

She eased out of me slowly and unbuckled the harness and set it aside, and then she lay down next to me and pressed her forehead against mine. We stayed like that for a while, just breathing.

Her hand found the side of my face and her thumb traced my cheekbone where the blush she'd applied that morning had probably smeared into nothing. I could feel mascara drying on my lashes and lipstick smudged across my chin and I didn't care about any of it.

"Hey," she said softly. "You okay?"

I nodded against her forehead. "Yeah. Oddly enough, I am."

She pulled back enough to look at me properly. Her eyes were searching, checking for something beyond what my words offered, and whatever she found there made her exhale with a relief she'd been holding onto longer than tonight.

"Jenna," I said. "This isn't about the bet anymore, is it?"

She smiled. It was the most unguarded I'd ever seen her — no strategy behind it, no composure, just her. "It was never about the bet."

"What do you mean?"

She propped herself up on her elbow. Her hair was messy, falling around her face in dark tangles, and I thought she'd never looked more beautiful. "I knew you'd lose. Your team was overseeded and their center was playing injured. I did the research."

I let out a breath that was almost a laugh. "You rigged it."

"I stacked the odds. I chose the forfeit because I've been thinking about this for years, and I never had the nerve to just ask you. What was I supposed to say? 'Hey, I know we've been friends for a decade, but I've been fantasizing about putting you in a dress and fucking you.' That's not exactly a casual conversation."

"Some part of me has always wanted this," I said. The words came out slowly, like I was testing each one for weight before I set it down. "Not this specifically. But giving someone control like that. Letting go of the thing I'm supposed to be. I just never knew what it looked like until you showed me."

Her eyes glistened. She blinked it away quickly.

"And the fact that it's you," I continued, "makes it matter more than I know how to say."

She kissed me. Gentle this time, not commanding, just warm and close and honest. When she pulled back she held my gaze with something new in her expression — not the authority she'd worn all weekend, but something fiercer. Possession laced with tenderness.

"I'm not finished with you," she said.

She rolled onto her back and pulled me with her, guiding me on top of her by the shoulders. I settled between her legs, bracing on my forearms, and the shift in position felt seismic.

For every other sexual encounter this weekend she'd been above me, behind me, directing me from a position of physical dominance. Now I was on top, and the weight of me pressed into her, and for a moment I thought she was giving up control.

She wasn't.

Her hands slid down to my hips. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of the panties and peeled them down, working them over my ass, down my thighs, past my knees until I kicked them free. The stockings stayed. The bra stayed. She reached between us and wrapped her hand around my cock. It was hard again, and she guided it to her entrance.

"Push in," she said. "Slowly."

I pressed inside her and the heat of her closed around me so completely that my arms nearly gave out. She was wet, impossibly wet, and the sensation of being inside her after everything she'd done to me — after the shaving and the dressing and the kneeling and the taking — was so overwhelming that I had to freeze and press my forehead against her collarbone to keep from finishing immediately.

"Don't move," she murmured. "Not until I say."

I held still. I could feel her pulse around my cock, or maybe that was mine, or maybe it was both. She lay beneath me looking up at my smudged makeup and the bra straps on my shoulders and the wrecked remains of everything she'd created, and her face did something that broke me.

"I've wanted you like this for so long," she said.

Her hands gripped my hips and began to move me. Not fast, not rough — a slow, controlled rhythm that she dictated entirely from below.

She pulled me into her and pushed me back, setting a pace that was almost unbearable in its restraint. I was on top of her and inside her and she was still in complete control, her fingers pressing into my hipbones hard enough to leave marks, orchestrating every stroke.

"Now," she said. "Move."

She released my hips and I moved freely for the first time all weekend. I thrust into her and she arched beneath me and our eyes locked, and what passed between us in that look was something I'll never have the right words for.

Nine years of circling each other. Nine years of something pulsing beneath the surface. Every bar night and borrowed hoodie and loaded silence collapsed into the space between our bodies, and what replaced it was something terrifyingly open and new.

I felt her start to come — a tightening around my cock, her breath catching, her nails digging into my back. I was right behind her.

The orgasm built from somewhere deep and central and when it broke it didn't feel like a climax so much as a demolition. Every wall I'd built between us, every careful boundary, every time I'd looked away when I should've looked closer — all of it came down at once.

She held onto me through it. I held onto her. We shook together in the ruined sheets with makeup on the pillowcases and stocking-clad legs tangled with bare ones, and when it was over neither of us moved.

Her hand came up and rested on the back of my neck. Her breathing slowed against my chest.

"Stay," she whispered. I knew she didn't just mean tonight.
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The morning came in through the curtains.

I woke before her. The light was soft and warm, and I lay still for a long time just taking in the evidence of what we'd done.

The pillowcases were streaked with foundation and mascara and lip color, a smeared record of the night pressed into white cotton. One stocking lay crumpled at the foot of the bed. The bra was on the floor next to Jenna's dress from dinner. The harness sat on the nightstand where she'd left it, unapologetic in the daylight.

Jenna was asleep on her side facing me, one hand tucked under the pillow, her dark hair fanned out behind her in a mess that would've made her groan if she'd seen it.

Her lips were slightly parted. The sheet had slipped to her waist and the morning light traced the line of her bare shoulder, the curve of her breast, the soft rise and fall of her breathing.

I watched her and knew with absolute certainty that everything between us had changed permanently. Not just the friendship, not just the dynamic, but the architecture of who I was in relation to her.

There was no going back to the night of the bet. There was no version of me that could sit on her couch and watch a game and pretend this weekend hadn't happened. She'd opened a door I hadn't known was there and walked me through it.

She stirred. Her eyes opened slowly, unfocused at first, then sharpening as they found my face. She studied me for a moment — the remnants of eyeliner still clinging to my lashes, the faint ghost of lip color at the corners of my mouth, the mascara smudged beneath my eyes — and a slow smile spread across her face.

"Good morning, gorgeous," she said.

I laughed. But I didn't deflect. I didn't roll my eyes or make a joke or redirect the compliment into something safer. I just let it land and felt it settle into a place that was ready for it.

"Morning," I said.

She reached out and traced her fingertip along my lower lash line, following the smudged liner like she was reading something written there. Her touch was light and unhurried, the same deliberate attention she'd given every other part of this weekend, but softer now. Less authority. More tenderness.

"What are you thinking?" she asked.

I could've given her something easy. Could've said I was thinking about breakfast or coffee or what time I needed to leave. But she'd spent forty-eight hours peeling away every deflection I had, and I didn't have the energy to rebuild them. I didn't want to rebuild them.

"I don't want this to end," I said. "And I don't mean the sex. I mean all of it. The way you looked at me when you were doing my makeup. The way I felt in those clothes, the way everything shifted when you told me what to do and I listened. That version of me you found." I paused, searching for the right words. "I didn't know she was in there. I think you did."

Her eyes softened. She didn't look surprised. She looked like someone who'd been holding her breath for a long time and was finally being told she could exhale.

She pulled me closer, sliding her arm across my waist, and pressed her body against mine. Skin against skin, warm from sleep, the sheet tangled around our legs. Her fingers trailed down my arm, tracing the smoothness she'd created two nights ago in the bath, and the touch raised goosebumps in its wake.

"The bet was for a weekend," she said. "But this?" Her hand ran back up to my shoulder and along my neck. "This is something else entirely. And I'm nowhere near done with you."

I looked past her, toward the full-length mirror on the closet door. From this angle I could see us both — Jenna wrapped around me, her dark hair against my shoulder, my arms around her waist.

My face was a wreck of smeared makeup. My body was smooth and bare and still faintly scented with her lotion. We looked like the aftermath of something transformative, which was exactly what we were.

The person in the mirror looked back at me, and for the first time all weekend I didn't feel a jolt of surprise or confusion at what I saw. I didn't search for the version of myself I used to be.

The reflection wasn't a costume or an experiment or a forfeit. It was just me — a more complete me, a me that had been waiting under the surface for nine years, maybe longer, for someone with steady hands and sharp eyes and the patience to bring him out.

It didn't feel like a performance. It felt like arrival.

Jenna followed my gaze to the mirror. She tightened her arms around me and rested her chin on my shoulder, her eyes meeting mine in the reflection. The same position she'd held me in last night when she'd first shown me the full transformation — her behind me, her hands on my waist, her voice in my ear. But this version was stripped of the authority and the choreography. This was just us, tangled and tired and irreversibly changed.

She pressed her lips to the side of my neck, soft and slow, and I felt the warmth of her mouth bloom against my skin and spread downward through my whole body.

I closed my eyes.

I was where I was always supposed to be. I just needed her to show me.

Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Fake Girlfriend

Femboy Model

Securing Every Inch

Under Lock and Lace

Feminized by My Wife

Dared Into a Dress

Wish to Be a Girl

Cheerleader Transformation

Our Neighbor’s Secret

Landlord’s New Sissy

His Vacation Transformation

Put Me in Panties

Girlfriend Material

Playing Dirty

The Girl in the Woods

Their Good Girl

He Thought I Was a Girl

Her Pretty Ex-Boyfriend

The Panty Assignment

The Secret Next Door

The Whole Package

Will You Be My Girl?

New Developments

The Femboy Test

Trapped and Curious

His Ex’s Favorite Dress

Catfishing My Bully

My Fake Girlfriend’s Secret

My Best Friend’s Doll

My Wife’s Dirty Deal

Naughty Roommate

Clothes Swap

Lesson in Obedience

Desperate for Her

They Know I’ll Obey

Pretty Enough to Win

Prank Week

Becoming My Ex-Wife

Her Bikini Secret

Dripping with Hormones

What He Doesn’t Know

Play by Her Rules

I Shouldn’t Want Her (Age Gap)

My Camgirl Roommate

Hiding in Her Skirt

Sensitivity Training

Femboy Training

Bride’s Orders

His First Time in Panties

Finish the Job

Boys Don’t Wear That

My Wife’s Pretty Project

One of the Girls

Side Effects May Vary

Dressed to Win

She’s in Charge

Breaking Him In

Passing as a Girl

My Wife’s Best Friend

Cheerleader Training

Feminine Correction

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)


Want New Stories?




Thank you for picking up one of my stories! I’m likely in the process of working on a new one. Did you know I have a catalog of over a hundred stories, all available as a kindle edition? Subscribing to my author page will let you know when each fun new story comes out.

But there’s also another way to learn about new stories! I’ve started a newsletter to let all of my beautiful readers know when I’m offering discounts, releasing new books, and giving away exclusive content for free! The sign up takes about five seconds - so fast! I will never share your email address with anyone, you will never receive any spam, and you can unsubscribe at any time with the click of a single button.

Click here to join my newsletter!

Can’t open the link? Just copy and paste this link into your browser: http://eepurl.com/cNUGC1

No spam, just romance goodies!


Want More Stories?




Check out my full catalog!

New Releases:

Fake Girlfriend

Femboy Model

Securing Every Inch

Under Lock and Lace

Feminized by My Wife

Dared Into a Dress

Wish to Be a Girl

Cheerleader Transformation

Our Neighbor’s Secret

Landlord’s New Sissy

His Vacation Transformation

Put Me in Panties

Girlfriend Material

Playing Dirty

The Girl in the Woods

Their Good Girl

He Thought I Was a Girl

Her Pretty Ex-Boyfriend

The Panty Assignment

The Secret Next Door

The Whole Package

Will You Be My Girl?

New Developments

The Femboy Test

Trapped and Curious

His Ex’s Favorite Dress

Catfishing My Bully

My Fake Girlfriend’s Secret

My Best Friend’s Doll

My Wife’s Dirty Deal

Naughty Roommate

Clothes Swap

Lesson in Obedience

Desperate for Her

They Know I’ll Obey

Pretty Enough to Win

Prank Week

Becoming My Ex-Wife

Her Bikini Secret

Dripping with Hormones

What He Doesn’t Know

Play by Her Rules

I Shouldn’t Want Her (Age Gap)

My Camgirl Roommate

Hiding in Her Skirt

Sensitivity Training

Femboy Training

Bride’s Orders

His First Time in Panties

Finish the Job

Boys Don’t Wear That

My Wife’s Pretty Project

One of the Girls

Side Effects May Vary

Dressed to Win

She’s in Charge

Breaking Him In

Passing as a Girl

My Wife’s Best Friend

Cheerleader Training

Feminine Correction

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.

Books by Jane

OEBPS/image_rsrcV1.jpg
THE FEMINIZATION BET

FEMINIZED AND TURNEG INTO A SISSY







OEBPS/image_rsrcV2.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Contents

		Copyright

		Mailing List

		The Feminization Bet

		Want New Stories?

		Want More Stories?

		About the Author




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58






