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The Right Medicine



Blake, Michael (his friend, Tara (woman with prescription)

“I’m sorry, Blake, but we can’t overlook the absences anymore,” Mr. Henderson said, his fingers tented before him on the mahogany desk that seemed to expand with each word he spoke.

I shifted in my chair, the leather cold and unyielding beneath me. “I understand, sir.” My voice didn’t sound like my own; it was hollow somehow, a shell of the force it usually carried.

“You’ve been a great asset when you’re here—that’s not in question. But reliability is key in this business.” He leaned back, and through the thick tension, I swear I could hear every creak of his chair.

The sickness in my stomach churned as I tried to form the words sitting on the tip of my tongue like prisoners awaiting release. “Mr. Henderson, I’ve been struggling with some personal issues.”

He looked at me then, really looked at me, with a hint of something akin to understanding in his eyes. “Personal issues?”

“Yes,” I said, finally free from my internal prison. “Depression. I’m on medication, but some days are just...harder than others.”

Mr. Henderson nodded slowly, as if digesting the information was an effort in itself. “Blake, why didn’t you come to HR sooner? We could have tried to work something out.”

Guilt and frustration bubbled inside me as I thought of all the days spent staring at my ceiling instead of being here in the place I fought so hard to belong to. “I don’t know,” I admitted softly. “I guess I thought I could handle it on my own.”

“Handling things on our own isn’t always the best approach.” He sighed then and picked up a pen, rolling it between his fingers—a gesture that seemed to shrink him back into mere mortality.

“Is there any way we can renegotiate this decision? Maybe a reduced schedule or temporary leave?” The desperation must have shown through because Mr. Henderson put down his pen and folded his hands once again.

“Unfortunately, Blake, our decision is final. It wouldn’t be fair to make exceptions at this point. But we will provide a decent reference for you—based on your performance when you were here,” he said with a touch of sympathy that did little to ease the tightness in my chest.

I nodded numbly; what else was there to do? The walls of his office felt like they were closing in around me—the awards on the shelf mockingly polished and gleaming under the harsh light.

“We’ll have someone escort you to clear out your desk,” Mr. Henderson continued.

“Right... My desk.” The words tasted like ash as images of all that my cubicle contained flickered through my mind: photos of happier times, knick-knacks gifted from co-workers who didn’t know my struggle.

As I stood up, the room spun slightly and Mr. Henderson’s voice became distant although he was only a few feet away. “Take care of yourself, Blake.”

“Yes... Thank you,” I managed to say, though gratitude was far from what filled me at that moment.

And with each step out of his office, it was as though I was walking through molasses—each drag forward pulling me further from where I wanted so desperately to be.

Back at home, I had to tell my roommate, Michael, that I was now jobless. The apartment was dimly lit when I stumbled in, Michael’s carefree whistling accompanying the sound of sizzling from the kitchen. He looked up, an easy smile on his face that dropped when he caught sight of my expression.

"Blake, you look like you've seen a ghost, man. What's up?" His spatula hung mid-air, forgotten for a moment.

I hesitated, leaning against the doorframe. "I... lost my job today, Mike."

The spatula clattered onto the counter as Michael's eyebrows shot up. "Dude, seriously? That's rough. But hey," he said with a shrug that seemed to lift the weight of the world off anyone's shoulders but mine, "don't worry about it too much. We'll figure it out."

I shuffled over to the couch and sank into its familiar embrace—less comforting than usual. "Yeah?" My voice cracked just a little.

Michael slid onto the cushion beside me, still wearing his beaming confidence like a second skin. "Yeah. I can cover rent for a month or two while you look for something new."

A bitter laugh escaped me before I could stop it. "Thanks, Mike... But it's not just the rent," I confessed as I dragged my hands down my face.

Michael cocked his head to the side. "Talk to me."

"I won't have insurance... without that, I can't get my depression meds." Saying it out loud made reality bite even harder.

Michael's face softened, and he laid a hand on my shoulder. "Hey, from what I've seen lately those pills don't seem to be doing much anyway. You've seemed more down than ever."

I wanted to argue—to tell him he didn't understand—but instead found myself slumping further into the couch. "Maybe," I conceded with a heavy sigh, "but they helped a bit... It wasn't all bad days."

"Well," Michael started thoughtfully, tapping his chin with his finger, "look at this as a chance to reset then! New job might mean new insurance and new treatments—ones that actually make you feel good more often than not."

His optimism was like trying to ignite wet tinder in my chest; sparks of hope that fizzled out as quickly as they came alive. We fell into silence; Michael probably pondering his next uplifting spiel and me wondering how long before darkness consumed me whole without even the small buffer my medication provided.

Suddenly Michael stood up and stretched his arms above his head—one of those stretches that seems to pull all of life’s wrinkles smooth again. “You know what we need? A game plan! Let’s hit some job sites tonight after dinner.”

He acted like it was nothing—a simple fix for an inconvenient hiccup in life. I wished desperately I could borrow his lenses for just one day—to see the world in its carefree hues instead of the greys that painted mine.

“Sure,” was all I could muster—the lie evident in my lack of enthusiasm but not called out by Michael’s undeterred spirit.

“You stay put,” he said with a grin and returned to whatever culinary concoction he’d been brewing when I walked in.

As I listened to him hum along with whatever tune played in his mind, a sliver of gratitude sliced through the fog. Maybe Michael was right. Maybe it was a reset button—forced but possibly fortuitous. My thoughts were cut short as he returned, two steaming plates in hand. “Eat up, chef’s special.”

I managed a weak smile, the aroma teasing my appetite back from the edge of despair. We ate mostly in silence, the clinking of forks against plates filling in for conversation.

Then Michael set his fork down with a finality that made me look up. “I’ve been thinking about your medication situation,” he said, his eyes narrowing with the intensity of an idea on the brink of spilling over.

I braced myself, unsure if I was ready for another dose of well-meaning advice.

“There’s someone you should meet – Tara.” He pulled out his phone with quick fingers and started scrolling.

“Tara?” I echoed, my brows furrowing. “Who’s Tara?”

“She’s this girl I know from way back. A bit of a free spirit, dabbles in...” He lowered his voice even though we were alone, “...pharmaceutical sales.”

“Mike, man,” I started, but he held up a hand.

“No prescription needed. Look, it’s not ideal—I know that. But she gets her hands on the real stuff; lots of people who can’t afford their meds go to her.”

My stomach churned at the thought. Buying medication off the street? That was a line I never imagined crossing.

“Listen,” Michael continued with an earnestness I rarely saw in him, “it's just until you get sorted with a new job and insurance. Tara's legit. She wouldn’t do you wrong.”

His eyes held mine—a silent plea to just consider it. It was reckless—a part of me screamed that loud and clear—but another part, a desperate whispering part, wondered if it wasn’t also a lifeline.

“I don’t know…” The words were hollow even to my own ears.

Michael reached over and put his hand on my shoulder again. “Let me just give you her number, okay? No commitment. You decide what to do when you’re ready.”

He scribbled down a number on a piece of paper and slid it across the table towards me. It sat there—a tiny scrawl that felt like both an anchor and an abyss.

“I appreciate it, Mike…I really do.” The gratitude was genuine but diluted with waves of apprehension. “Just… give me some time to think about it.”

He gave me a reassuring squeeze on the shoulder and leaned back into his chair. “Anytime you need, Blake.” His voice had returned to its usual light-heartedness as he picked up his fork to finish his meal.

I pocketed the number without looking at it again and tried to focus on my dinner—the first real decision in my uncertain future weighing heavily in my jeans pocket.

I lay in bed that night, heart racing as I stared at Tara’s number, wondering if I should call. The moonlight that snuck through my blinds painted the room in a cold, blue hue. The digits on the paper seemed to dance each time I blinked, mocking my indecision. My thumb hovered over the call button on my phone, then retreated—a pattern that lasted for what might have been an hour. My heartbeat was a frenzied drum solo played out on hollow ribs.

Each time I convinced myself to call her, a surge of panic would flood my veins with ice water, and I hung up before the first ring could betray my resolve. What would I even say? That Michael said she could fix me up? That I was desperate?

After multiple aborted attempts, I tossed the phone onto the other side of the bed, a small island out of reach where it couldn't tempt me further. Between shallow breaths, I attempted to rationalize both action and inaction until exhaustion claimed me and dragged me into a restless sleep.

I woke up to the sharp trill of the phone piercing the muted morning light. My body tensed as those familiar digits flashed across the screen—Tara was calling me back.

“Hello?” My voice was barely above a whisper when I answered, more out of shock than intentional discretion.

There was a brief pause before she spoke. “Blake? This is Tara. I had a missed call from this number…”

“Yes, that… that was me,” I stammered, fidgeting with the corner of my blanket like it could somehow anchor me in this conversation.

“You know Michael then?” Her tone was careful but not unfriendly.

I nodded before realizing she couldn’t see me. Clearing my throat, I managed to find some semblance of confidence. “Yeah, he said you might be able to help me out with some medication...for depression.”

Another pause settled on the line before her voice returned, softer now but laced with caution. “I don’t usually do calls like this over the phone...but if Michael vouched for you...”

“I understand,” I interjected quickly. “We can—we can meet somewhere public if that makes you more comfortable.”

She seemed to consider this for a moment. “Alright,” she agreed slowly. “There’s a coffee shop downtown—The Grind House—meet me there tomorrow at ten?”

My breath caught in relief. “Yes, yes that works." The idea of face-to-face interaction sparked new anxiety within me, but it also felt like progress.

"Okay," she confirmed and then added almost as an afterthought, "And Blake? Don't worry, we’ll figure this out."

“Thank you," I said earnestly as we ended the call—a tiny flicker of hope kindling amidst the shadows of my doubts and fears.

As I set down the phone and tried to calm my racing heart, I wondered what tomorrow would bring. Meeting Tara felt like stepping into unknown territory—a place where desperation met opportunity—and as dawn crept into full daybreak, so did a cautious optimism within me; maybe this was indeed some kind of reset button that Michael had promised it could be.
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The next day, I met up with Tara at the coffee shop. Michael didn’t tell me how attractive she’d be. Her hair was a cascade of chocolate waves, and her eyes bore the kind of green you'd find in the untouched depths of a rainforest. They were a striking contrast to her ivory skin. She wore a fitted black dress that hugged her figure in all the right places, accentuating curves that my eyes shamelessly traced before I caught myself. The air around her carried a mix of coffee beans and an enticing floral perfume that made me want to lean in closer.

As I approached the table, she looked up from her phone and studied me with an intensity that felt like it was peeling back layers of my psyche. I shifted uncomfortably under her gaze.

Tara's lips curved into a half-smile, "Blake?"

I cleared my throat, suddenly self-conscious, "Yeah, hi. Tara?"

She nodded, setting her phone down on the table. "What are you looking to buy?" Her voice was direct, skipping formalities.

In that moment, caught in the gravity of her presence, I wanted to buy time—time to bask in her beauty, time to collect my thoughts, which were scattering like marbles on a tilted floor. But that wasn’t an option.

Swallowing hard, I confessed my predicament. "I take depression medication. But I just lost my insurance." My words came out rushed and I braced for judgment.

Her expression shifted from curiosity to suspicion—her eyes narrowing slightly as they bore into mine. But then she reached into her bag and pulled out a bottle of pills. It wasn't subtle; it wasn't discreet.

I glanced around nervously before muttering under my breath. "It feels weird... doing this out in the open."

Money exchanged hands—a transaction as cold as it was necessary—and she pressed the bottle into my palm with an assurance that felt both hollow and comforting. "This will make your depression go away."

I scoffed lightly, pocketing the bottle discreetly. “If only it was that simple.” I opened the bottle and spilled the pills into my palm. They looked different. “Are these the right ones?”

She nodded, while stifling a smile that unsettled me. “Different manufacturer. That’s all. I promise you’ll feel better soon.”

She locked eyes with me one last time—a silent understanding passing between us—and then with nothing more than a nod, I turned and left The Grind House.

Outside, the city noise engulfed me—it was an ordinary day for everyone else—but for me? It was the day I met Tara and crossed a threshold I never thought I would.
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I began to take the pills. Tara had been right. They were making me happier. Probably happier than the other pills had made me feel, though she had guaranteed me these were the right ones.

Weeks turned into a blur of newfound joy, like living in a perpetual sunrise. I stopped counting days by the night's sleep but by the moments that swept me off my feet. Michael noticed the change.

"Dude, you're like, different," he commented one night as we both slouched on our battered couch, gaming controllers in hand. "It's those pills Tara hooked you up with?"

"Yeah, man," I replied, my eyes still glued to the screen as I maneuvered my character through virtual enemies. "They're incredible."

Michael let out a low whistle and shook his head. "Careful, Blake. That sounds... intense."

I nodded absentmindedly. I wasn't worried. How could anything that made me feel so alive be wrong?

And then came the day at the big box store—a day like any other, except for the sudden magnetic pull I felt toward the women's clothing department. The fabrics were a garden of textures beckoning to be touched, and each caress whispered promises of comfort and escape.

I didn't question it when my fingers closed around a pair of lace panties, soft and delicate as if spun from dreams. Sliding them into my pocket was an impulse—irrational and thrilling.

Once outside, my heartbeat was a staccato rhythm against my ribcage; exhilaration flowed through me like an unchecked river. I'd never stolen anything before, why now? The question lingered unanswered because another, more pressing curiosity overshadowed it: how would they feel against my skin?

The excitement carried me home on swift legs.

Inside the safety of my bedroom, the world outside fell away as I unfolded the panties from their secret hiding place and slipped them on. The fabric hugged my hips with a gentleness that was alien but not unwelcome—a sensation so novel and yet so deeply right.

Standing before the mirror, I looked at myself—a mix of confusion and contentment staring back at me. A laugh bubbled up in my throat, strange and maniacal—I couldn't remember when I last felt so liberated.

But then, a wave of fear swept through me. What if I got caught wearing women’s clothing? And why was I even trying out wearing women’s clothing in the first place? Adrenaline coursed through my veins and I wondered if it could be a side effect of the pills, though that made no sense.

Still, it made me want to call up Tara and ask her about it. I hesitated, my fingers hovering over the phone. Was it really worth bringing up? But the questions gnawed at me, and I had to know if the pills were responsible for this shift or if this was something that had always been a part of me, just waiting for the right moment to surface.

Taking a deep breath, I dialed Tara's number. It rang three times before she picked up.

"Hey, Blake! How’s everything?" Her voice was chipper, laced with enthusiasm.

I cleared my throat, feeling suddenly foolish. "Um, Tara... about these pills. They're making me do things... feel things that are new to me."

"Oh?" The caution in her voice was palpable. "Like what?"

I glanced at my reflection once more and admitted softly, "I took some... women's clothing today. And I liked it."

Silence hung on the line for a beat too long.

"Blake," Tara finally said, her voice shifting to a more serious tone. "We should talk about this in person. Can you come over?"

"Sure," I replied, relief washing over me at not having to divulge more over the phone.

"Great. You have my address?"

"Yeah, I'll be there soon."

Hanging up, a mix of apprehension and anticipation wrestled within me. What if these pills were changing me? Or revealing truths I wasn't ready to face? With one last look in the mirror, I changed back into my jeans and grabbed my jacket before heading out.

The drive to Tara's place felt longer than usual. My mind raced with possible explanations for what was happening to me. Maybe it was a hormonal imbalance? Some strange psychological reaction?

When I arrived at Tara's apartment complex, I found her outside waiting for me on the front steps—a tall figure with her dark hair pulled back in a ponytail.

"You made it," she greeted me with a warm but concerned smile.

"Yeah," I muttered as I ascended the steps to meet her.

We walked inside, and she led me down a narrow hallway to her living room where eclectic paintings adorned the walls and plants perched in every corner soaking up the sparse sunlight from the window.

"Have a seat," Tara said gesturing toward an overstuffed sofa.

I sank into it and watched as she took a chair opposite me.

"So," she started cautiously, "you're feeling happy with the pills, right?"

"Yeah," I admitted. "Happier than ever."

"But they're also causing some... unexpected side effects."

I nodded slowly. "That's one way to put it."

Tara leaned forward slightly. "Blake, I didn’t give you anti-depressants. I gave you female hormones.”

I stared at her, blinking. I wasn’t sure I’d heard her correctly. Swallowing, I replied with, “What?”

“That’s why you feel happy. I took one look at you that day at the coffee shop. I saw it in your eyes. In the way you carried yourself. You aren’t depressed from a chemical imbalance. You’re depressed because you were meant to be a girl.”

My head was spinning. Was she serious? “You gave me the wrong medicine?”

She shook her head. “No. I gave you the right medicine. It just wasn’t what you thought it was.”

“Are you serious? How could you?” I stood up, ready to storm out when she grabbed my arm.

“Please, Blake. Let me show you. Let me help you.”

I gazed down at her. Tara was so beautiful and her eyes were full of genuine kindness even though I felt like I’d been betrayed. “Help me, how?” I asked.

A smile tugged at her lips. “Let me turn you into a girl. Then you can decide for yourself.”

Tara stood and pulled me toward her bedroom. I reluctantly followed, wondering how on earth she was going to ‘turn me into a girl.’

In her bedroom, the air was heavy with the scent of jasmine from a diffuser puffing gently in the corner. Tara's closet door was wide open, revealing a collection of dresses, skirts, and blouses in an array of colors and fabrics. My heart raced as she began to rummage through the hangers.

"Here," she said, pulling out a soft, baby pink skater dress crafted from a smooth, stretch fabric. "Put this on."

She handed me the dress, and our fingers brushed momentarily causing an unexpected jolt of energy between us. I hesitated, holding the fabric against my skin. It was cool and soft; it felt like something forbidden yet inviting. Slowly, I stripped off my shirt and jeans, feeling both vulnerable and curious under Tara's watchful gaze.

With gentle encouragement, I slipped the dress over my head. The fabric cascaded down my body, hugging me lightly around the chest before flaring out around my thighs. It was oddly comfortable and alarmingly right. It was only then that I realized my chest was different. It was starting to fill out the upper curve of the dress, like I was growing breasts.

“Are those—”

“Breasts,” Tara answered. “Yes, you will have a nice pair come in soon.”

I swallowed. If I keep taking the medicine, I thought.

Next came the underwear—a pair of lacy panties that made me blush furiously as I stepped into them. Tara guided them up my legs with an intimacy that made my breath catch in my throat. The lace tickled slightly as it settled into place comfortably against my skin. My cock hardened inside them, but it wasn’t as hard as usual. Something inside me was definitely changing.

Tara stepped closer with a pair of opaque tights in her hands. "Lift your foot," she commanded softly.

I complied, and she slid the tights up my leg, her fingers brushing against my skin sent waves of electricity through me. The tight-knit fabric squeezed gently against my legs as she pulled them up to my waist. I'd never felt anything like it—confining yet bizarrely reassuring.

"Now for your hair," Tara said with a twinkle in her eye as she produced a long brunette wig from her dresser drawer.

The wig cap was first, smoothing down any stray hairs before she positioned the wig atop my head and adjusted it until it fell in soft waves around my shoulders. It changed everything—the way I looked at myself began morphing in ways I didn't understand but couldn't deny either.

Tara's hands were careful yet deliberate as they artfully applied makeup to my face—a foundation that matched perfectly to the skin tone of ‘Blake-who-was-becoming-something-else,’ followed by touches of blush to bring life to my cheeks. She drew eyeliner with precision that bordered on artistry and coated my lashes with mascara until they fanned out darkly above eyes that started looking back at me differently from the mirror.

Finally, a glossy pink lipstick that matched the dress glazed over my lips; Tara finished with a gentle press of her own lips to mine—a gesture that both applied the lipstick more evenly and set forth a fluttering deep inside me.

"Shoes," she whispered next, slipping delicate ballet flats onto each foot—embellished with tiny bows that made me feel dainty and cute.

When I finally caught sight of myself in the full-length mirror, I hardly recognized the person staring back at me. She—I—looked... stunning; vulnerable yet complete.

My breath hitched as Tara stood behind me, our eyes meeting in the reflection. She traced a finger along the cheekbone of this new girl in the mirror—a girl I was becoming—and her touch was electric. A sinful, slow smile spread across Tara's lips as she leaned into my ear.

"You look beautiful, Blake," she murmured, her hand now trailing down my neck and over the curve of my new breasts.

The contact sent shivers down my spine, and I could feel myself responding to her touch despite the confusion swirling within me. My cock twitched within the confines of the lacy panties, aching for attention that both embarrassed and excited me.

Tara's hands continued their journey downward, gliding over the fabric of the dress until they rested on my hips. She pulled me closer, our bodies almost touching, and I could feel her breath hot against my skin.

"You're irresistible like this," she said breathlessly before pressing her lips firmly against mine.

I kissed her back tentatively at first, but her passion was infectious. The softness of her lips, the taste of her mouth—it was overwhelming yet profoundly right. Tara's hands moved with purpose now, one sliding up to caress my cheek while the other slipped beneath the hem of my dress and found the bulge in my panties.

She broke the kiss just long enough to look into my eyes with a mischievous glint. "Can't hold back, can you?"

Her fingers danced teasingly over the lace, sending jolts of pleasure through me until they wrapped around my cock through the fabric. She began stroking me gently at first, then with more intent as I started to moan helplessly.

The world narrowed down to just this—the sensation of Tara's hand on me, her breath on my face, the overwhelming femininity that draped and clung to every part of me.

I couldn't contain it anymore. With a few more strokes from Tara's skilled hand, I came hard, spilling into the delicate fabric of the panties that now clung even tighter with wetness. The release was shattering, and I found myself gripping onto Tara for support as waves of pleasure rolled through me.

As I caught my breath, Tara giggled softly and kissed my forehead before pulling back slightly to admire her handiwork. "Well," she teased in that lovingly flirty tone that made warmth spread through me all over again. "Looks like someone enjoyed their transformation."

Her words should have embarrassed me further but instead filled me with a strange pride. I was lost in this new identity—a blend of Blake and something else entirely—and Tara's acceptance and desire only fueled that sense of self.

"We'll have to get you some more panties," she purred playfully. "Wouldn't want to ruin these ones too quickly."

She winked at me before giving a gentle tug at the edge of my soiled panties—still wrapped around the softening evidence of my arousal—and led me back into her arms for another kiss.
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I reluctantly returned to my apartment with a new bottle of pills and the girly items Tara had given me tucked in a small bag she let me borrow. She wanted me to practice being a girl at home and see if I liked it. I already knew the answer, even if I didn’t want to admit it. I did like it. And I’d never been happier.

More weeks passed and with each week, Tara gave me new clothes to play with in my spare time. I’d also been looking for work, but I found myself drawn to new industries like fashion and marketing for female products.

It was starting to get hard to go back to my boy clothes, especially as my curves began to develop. Still, I’d never been happier. My breasts grew larger and my orgasms changed. They lasted longer, felt softer, and I felt the desire to be pinned against the wall and be taken by someone big and strong. Someone like my roommate, Michael.

The flood of sensations that overtook me was too much to handle. I was gaining an attraction for my roommate and I could tell he’d started to notice the changes in me, too. He started looking at me oddly as if he found me attractive, though maybe I was wrong. “You look so happy,” he said for the millionth time. “Did Tara give you the right medicine?”

I blushed and smiled, thinking about how Tara had called it the ‘right’ medicine even after I told her it was the wrong one. Maybe she knew what she was talking about after all.

The question hung between us, frosted with an unspoken tension that was becoming all too familiar. Michael's gaze held a curiosity that made my gut twist—the secret I harbored felt like a widening chasm in the room we shared.

"Yeah, she did," I said, too quickly. My voice was softer these days, edged with a vulnerability that was as foreign to me as the contours of my slowly changing body.

Michael's eyes lingered on me for a moment longer than necessary before he shrugged and turned back to his laptop. "Well, whatever it is, keep at it," he muttered, his fingers dancing over the keyboard.

Later that evening, the silence of our apartment was punctured by the rhythmic thud of music filtering through Michael’s headphones. Shirtless and lost in concentration, he didn't notice as I slipped into the bathroom with my small bag of secrets.

Alone with my reflection, I let the soft fabrics fall from my body. The mirror revealed a softer Blake, more curves and fewer angles—a sight that filled me with both elation and dread. Swallowing hard, I donned the girly clothes Tara had given me: a silky nightie that hugged my form and whispered against my skin as I moved.

Emerging from the bathroom felt like stepping onto a stage. My heart hammered against my chest with each step toward my bedroom. But then Michael looked up.

"Hey, Blake—"

His words died in his throat as he finally noticed me there—me, yet not quite me. His eyes widened impossibly round as his gaze swept over my altered form. For a breathless second, there was only silence—a taut thread stretched to breaking.

I should have been mortified, horrified, terrified—but instead, there was an electric thrill in being seen.

"Michael... I—" The words fell away, lost in the space between us.

His headphones slipped from his ears and dangled around his neck as he stood up slowly. The music became a distant heartbeat that seemed to sync with our pulsing adrenaline.

"What's going on, Blake?" His voice was a soft growl that vibrated through the room and settled deep in my belly.

I opened my mouth to explain—to spill everything or to fabricate yet another lie—but what came out was barely above a whisper. "This is me... or at least part of me."

Michael's Adam's apple bobbed once as he swallowed hard. Something flickered across his face—a mix of confusion laced with an emotion I dared not name or even hope for. He took a hesitant step closer until we were standing just inches apart—close enough for me to feel his warmth radiating into the cool space around me.

"I don't understand," he said truthfully, "but... God help me, Blake—I can't stop looking at you."

Our gazes locked—two storms colliding—and for an infinite moment we existed in the eye of something dangerous and divine. Then Michael reached out tentatively, his hand brushing against mine with a touch lighter than air yet heavy with implication.

Our breaths mingled—a shuddering inhale that spoke volumes more than words could convey—and then his lips were on mine in a kiss that was both question and answer; tender yet fraught with urgency; exploration and revelation all at once.

The kiss broke the dam of our silent tensions, unleashing waves of desire that I never knew could dwell within the confines of our shared walls. His touch was both foreign and familiar, igniting a fire that had been smoldering beneath layers of uncertainty and secrets.

Michael's hands moved hesitantly at first, tracing the lace trim of the nightie before gripping my waist with a newfound confidence. The shift in his demeanor emboldened me, encouraged me to pull him closer until there was no air left between us—just the heat of our bodies and the erratic beating of our hearts.

"I shouldn't want this," he murmured against my lips, breaking away just enough to gasp for breath—a confession wrapped in a plea. His eyes searched mine, dark with an emotion too powerful to name.

"But you do," I whispered back, giving voice to his silent admission. My own fears were still there, lurking in the shadows of my mind, but they were drowned out by the need to be seen, understood, and wanted in my entirety.

Michael's response was not in words but action; his hands roamed over my body with an intensity that left no room for doubt. We stumbled together toward my bedroom door, our movements fueled by a passion neither of us had anticipated.

Inside the sanctity of my room—the place where I had so often dressed in secret—we found freedom in each other. He ran his hands over my body, cupping my breasts. His thumbs brushed over my hardened nipples and it all felt so unbelievably good.

My fingers found his belt and unfastened it. “What are you doing?” he asked, barely able to get the words out. But I couldn’t help it. I wanted to know what it would feel like to be on my knees sucking a man’s cock while dressed as a girl.

“I’m going to make you cum,” I told him as I fell to the floor.

His eyes rolled back as I pulled out his throbbing cock. It was as big and hard as I’d always imagined. My shaking hands gripped it through my stockings, feeling its heat and veins beneath its velvety skin. Then I leaned forward and licked it from base to tip—a slow, sensual lick that had him moaning my name.

The taste of him—musky, salty, and undeniably male—filled my senses as I took him into my mouth. I savored every inch, swirling my tongue around his head before taking him deeper. Michael’s hands grabbed fistfuls of my wig, his breathing ragged and unchecked as I sucked him off with all the skill I’d learned from countless hours spent fantasizing about this very moment.

"Blake," he moaned, his voice a desperate plea. "I'm going to..."

I took him deeper, my tongue working double-time as I squeezed the base of his shaft. It was a heady rush, the power I wielded over him in that moment—to be the one in control, the one in charge. Michael's hips bucked against my mouth as he came, his release hot and salty in my mouth. I swallowed every drop, savoring the taste of him as he shuddered above me.

But instead of the release I'd expected, a wave of awkwardness washed over us. We both looked at each other, unsure of what to say or do next. Our eyes met, and in that moment, I saw the million questions swirling in his, mirroring my own.

“Uh, thanks,” was all he said before zipping up his pants and leaving my room. I felt humiliated, but I understood him all the same. Why had I done that? Why had I gone down on him? It was one thing to dress as a woman but to suck another man’s cock? And of all the guys to choose, why Michael?

I went to bed with a sinking heart and decided to visit Tara the next day. I needed help and so far she’d been the only one who could fix me, in more ways than one.
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“Wow,” Tara said when she opened her door. “Your breasts are really coming in nicely. Do you mind if I touch them?”

I shook my head. We were still on her front porch when she reached forward and gave them a squeeze. The feeling sent a jolt of pleasure through me. All I wanted was to be touched and to experience the new sensuality of my new body.

“You look like you have a lot of pent up frustration,” she said. “Tell me everything.”

I went inside and we sat down in her living room. I told her about Michael and what I’d done. I told her that we hadn’t spoken since and we both felt awkward about it. But I also told her that I was so horny, like unbelievably so. “Will this ever get better?” I asked.

She nodded. “You just need to release some of that tension.” Her hand was on my thigh, squeezing. “Let’s dress you up and maybe I can help with the rest.”

“What do you mean? How?”

She took my hand and led me to her bedroom again. “Trust me.”

Once in her bedroom, she closed the door and locked it. “I have a secret,” she said. “I’ve always wanted to share it with you.”

I swallowed. “What is it?”

“I’m a trans woman. I still have a dick.”

Shock paralyzed me. I couldn’t believe it. I couldn’t imagine it. Could it be? Was she really trans? No wonder she was so good at helping me.

Tara undressed me slowly, starting with my shirt. My new breasts were indeed perky and she couldn't help but to caress them gently. "Mmm, so soft," she purred. Next, she slid off my jeans, revealing my newfound curves and my thick cock. "I see you're excited," she smirked.

Tara opened her drawers, searching for the perfect attire for me. She wanted me to feel sexy and irresistible. She found a lacy black thong and a matching push-up bra. "Here, try these on," she said, handing them to me. I hesitantly put them on, blushing the entire time.

Once I was in the lingerie, Tara stood back to admire her work. "Oh, Blake, I mean... you look stunning."

"Thanks, Tara. I never thought I'd say this, but I kinda... like it?" I said, spinning around in front of the full-length mirror.

"Well, there's more where that came from," Tara said with a wink. "Now, let's help with that... tension."

Tara placed her hands on my hips, drawing me in close. I could feel how hard Tara was becoming, and surprisingly, it didn't gross me out as much as I thought it would. Tara gently guided me to get on my knees. I hesitated for a moment, looking into her eyes, searching for reassurance. She nodded at me, giving me silent permission to continue. The room was filled with a heavy tension, and I could hear my own heartbeat in my ears.

"Remember how you said you wanted my help?" Tara whispered, her voice thick with desire. "I want to help you. Make me feel good, like you did for Michael."

The mention of Michael sent a shiver down my spine. I had crossed a line with him that I never intended to cross, yet here I was again, on the precipice of something equally forbidden.

"But," I started to protest.

"No buts," she said firmly. "If you're not comfortable with it, we can stop. But if you want to help ease your horniness... and mine... then let's enjoy this together."

I nodded slowly, my mind a whirlwind of confusion and excitement. I lifted up her dress and pulled the hard cock out of her lacy black panties. I leaned forward and took her cock in my mouth. It was strange and unfamiliar, yet somehow intimate in a way that both scared and enticed me.

Just as I began to find a rhythm, the sound of rapid footsteps approached Tara's bedroom door. My eyes widened in terror as the door swung open unexpectedly.

"Tara!" Michael's urgent voice cut through the silence like a knife. He rushed in, looking frenzied and upset.

For a split second, everything seemed to stand still. Michael's eyes locked onto the scene before him—me on my knees before Tara—and his face turned an array of colors from shock to anger to something that looked suspiciously like intrigue.

"Tara! I came here to yell at you for giving Blake the wrong damn medic—"

His words trailed off as he took in Tara's exposed body and my compromised position. His anger seemed to dissipate as quickly as it had arrived.

"What the..." Michael stated more than asked as his gaze shifted from one of us to the other.

Tara composed herself first. "Michael," she said calmly, though there was an underlying note of mischief in her voice, "it seems like we've all got an interesting situation here."

Michael closed the door behind him with a click that seemed overly loud in the charged atmosphere. His expression morphed into one of curiosity now as he stepped closer.

A mix of fear and anticipation knotted up inside me; every nerve was awake and screaming for attention. Did Michael want in on this? Was there even an 'in' for him?

"I..." Michael started, glancing between us again before his gaze settled on me—the sight of his friend seemingly lost in the act of submission.

Tara intervened before things could get more awkward—or more heated—depending on how one wanted to look at it. "You wanted an apology, right? How about we make amends another way?"

Those words hung heavily in the air, an offer laid bare just as much as our bodies were at that moment. Michael hesitated only briefly before his lips curled into an unexpected grin—a silent agreement forming amidst the tangled web we had woven ourselves into.

He stepped forward, his eyes still locked on me, and I could feel the intensity of his gaze like a physical touch. The air in the room seemed to thicken with anticipation, and I found that I was holding my breath, waiting for his next move.

Michael slowly reached for the hem of his shirt, pulling it over his head in one fluid motion. His chest was a tapestry of toned muscles, and I couldn't help but let out a small gasp at the sight. He kicked off his shoes and let his pants fall to the floor, stepping out of them with an ease that betrayed no hesitation.

"Fine," he said with a smirk that made my heart pound against my ribcage. "I'll take you up on that offer."

Tara's cock was still in my mouth, her taste mixed with the hint of lavender from her soap. Michael watched us for a moment longer before reaching down to free his own arousal. He started stroking himself slowly; each movement of his hand was hypnotic.

The room filled with the sounds of our breathing, the wet noises of my mouth on Tara's cock, and the unmistakable slick rhythm of Michael pleasuring himself. Tara moaned softly above me, her hands finding purchase in my hair.

As if guided by an unspoken signal, Michael advanced towards us. His hand left his cock as he took hold of my chin and tilted my face towards him. He pressed his cock against my lips alongside Tara's, their two shafts contrasting yet equally demanding.

I opened wider to accommodate them both, feeling stretched and completely consumed by the sensation. Michael and Tara’s eyes met over me, sharing a look that spoke volumes about their own complicated dynamic. They leaned into each other and kissed passionately while I worked to please them both.

The dual sensation was overwhelming—two cocks pulsing in my mouth at once—and I could barely keep up with the rhythm they set between themselves. Every now and then Michael or Tara would thrust just a bit deeper, causing me to gag slightly but also sending pleasure shooting through me.

Meanwhile, Michael’s hand wandered across Tara's body, exploring every curve and edge as if he were seeing her for the first time all over again. Their kiss deepened and became more fervent; it was as though they were feeding off my submission to fuel their own connection.

And then it happened—their bodies tensed almost simultaneously. Michael groaned as he pulled back slightly only to push forward again forcefully. His breath hitched as he spilled into my mouth alongside Tara who shuddered above me before releasing her own climax into the mix.

I felt their hot releases mingle on my tongue as they continued to kiss above me; their combined essence was intoxicating. It was too much and not enough all at once; my own dick throbbed painfully with need.

Despite being overwhelmed by them both, part of me craved completion, but this wasn’t about me—not yet. As they finally broke their kiss and looked down at me with glazed eyes and satisfied smiles, I knew that although I hadn't reached my own peak, I had served them both in just the way they needed.

"God damn," Michael panted, running a hand through his damp hair. "That was...unexpectedly hot."

“Blake, why don’t you get on the bed while I get you something to drink. We have so much more to explore, still.”

I nodded and did as I was told. Once I laid back against the headboard, I noticed Michael watching me.

His gaze seemed to wander over the curves that Tara's insistence had taught me to showcase, the lingerie hugging my form, leaving little to the imagination. A flush crept over his cheeks.

"Blake, I... I'm sorry about last time," Michael stammered, his eyes not quite meeting mine. "After you... you know, when I... I didn't handle it well."

I offered him a reassuring smile, brushing off the awkwardness with a wave of my hand. "It's okay, Michael. We were all figuring things out."

He shifted uncomfortably, finally locking eyes with me. "Are you happy like this?"

The question was earnest—filled with a curious concern that made my heart swell a bit. "Yes," I replied firmly, feeling the weight of the silk against my skin. "I am."

Michael's face softened as he processed my words. He glanced around the room and then back at me. "You know, Blake, if dressing like this is who you are... You should do it around the apartment too. If it makes you comfortable."

A sense of warmth spread through me at his acceptance; it somehow felt more intimate than what we had just shared physically. My smile deepened just as Tara returned to the room.

"Here you go," she said cheerfully as she offered a delicate china cup to me—steaming tea swirling inside.

Taking the cup in my hands, I enjoyed the heat seeping into my palms and up my arms—a stark contrast to the raw sexuality that had permeated the air moments before. Tara sat down beside me on the bed, her thigh pressing against mine reassuringly as we all settled into a new understanding.

"Thank you," I murmured gratefully to both of them—the simple gesture grounding me after floating in a sea of sensation. It was moments like these that painted my transformation into vivid strokes; it wasn't just about feminization or pleasure—it was about finding peace in being unabashedly me.

Once I was finished with the tea, Tara crawled over me and kissed me long and hard. “I want you to bend over for me,” she said. “On all fours.”

She pulled back, allowing me the space to follow her orders. Reluctantly, I climbed on all fours.

From over my shoulder, I could see her remove her dress, revealing her fully naked trans body to us. She was gorgeous with big, full tits and a throbbing cock between her thighs. But everything about her seemed perfect and ‘right.’ It gave me hope to think I could look ‘right’ one day.

Then I heard the click of a lube bottle as Tara positioned herself behind me. She gave the lube to Michael then pulled my thong to the side. She stroked her lubed up cock over my ass before working a finger slowly inside me.

I gasped as she stretched me out.

"You're so tight," Tara moaned. "I can't wait to feel myself inside you." Her voice was deep with lust and desire, sending shivers down my spine. As she continued to loosen me up with her fingers, I couldn't help but anticipate the feeling of her cock inside of me.

"Are you ready for more, baby?" Tara asked, her voice dripping with want.

"Yes, I'm ready," I panted, my ass clenching with anticipation. I felt her position her cock at my entrance, her tip teasing me for a moment before she pushed inch by inch inside me. I moaned as her hard cock filled me up, stretching me in ways I'd never known possible.

As Tara started to move, I whimpered, the sensation of her thrusting into me overwhelming but in the best possible way. I felt another presence behind me and realized it was Michael, his hands caressing Tara's breasts as he guided his hard dick to her ass. It was surreal, the three of us connected in this intimate dance of lust and desire.

Tara reached around my waist, her fingers finding my hard cock as she stroked me in time with their thrusts. I couldn't believe how good it felt—their cocks rubbing against each other through our bodies as the room filled with our moans and moans. I'd never felt more alive or more connected to anyone in my life.

"I'm close," I panted, my orgasm building with each thrust.

"Me too," Tara gasped, her breath hot against my neck. The rhythm of her strokes on my cock increased, urging me closer to the edge.

Michael grunted, his hands now gripping Tara's hips tightly as he drove into her with fervor. The chain of movement sent wave after wave of pleasure rippling through me, the intensity mounting.

"Yeah, take it," Michael growled. His voice was thick with arousal, and I could tell he was nearing his climax as well.

Tara's thrusts quickened, and she leaned in to whisper in my ear, "Come for me, Blake. I want you to spill all over my hand."

Her words were the final spark to the powder keg within me. With a loud cry, I surrendered to the sensations flooding over me. My body spasmed as I released into Tara's skilled hand, feeling every pulse and shudder as if it echoed through all three of us.

Tara followed closely after. Her movements became erratic as she reached her own peak, a high-pitched moan escaping her lips while her cock twitched inside me. Her warmth filled me in waves, binding us even more intimately.

Just moments later, Michael let out a deep groan and pushed hard into Tara one last time before his own orgasm overtook him. I could feel Tara's body shudder with the force of Michael's release inside her, his seed joining ours in this shared moment of ecstasy.

The three of us collapsed together in a heap of tangled limbs and heavy breathing. Sweat coated our skin, and our hearts thundered in unison against the silence that followed the storm of our passion.

As we caught our breaths, Tara kissed my shoulder gently. "That was incredible," she whispered, her voice filled with contentment.

Michael leaned forward and kissed Tara's neck, murmuring his agreement before disentangling himself from behind her. We lay intertwined for a few minutes longer, savoring the afterglow and the connection we had shared.

“Did that help relieve some of the tension?” Tara teased me.

I chuckled, finding my voice finally returning after being lost in the whirlwind of sensation. "Oh, definitely," I said with a smirk. "And to think, I was worried this evening would go a lot worse."

Tara and Michael exchanged a look that seemed to hold a secret conversation before she turned her attention back to me. "Blake," she said softly, her hand still caressing my face. “You've been so brave stepping into this new version of yourself. But it feels like you're still holding onto something that doesn’t quite fit anymore. You need a name that suits the beautiful person you've become.”

My heart stammered for a beat at the gravity in her voice. It was true; Blake was a mask that no longer represented me, not fully. A new identity flickered at the edges of my consciousness, a name that might just encapsulate all that I had become through this journey.

Michael nodded encouragingly. "You're among friends here. Whatever you choose, we'll honor it."

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly, feeling the remnants of my old self slip away with the exhalation. The room waited for me in patient silence until finally, the name floated up from within and I let it escape my lips.

“Bella,” I said definitively.

Tara's smile widened in delight and Michael's eyes lit up with approval. “Bella,” Tara echoed back to me lovingly. “It suits you perfectly.”

Michael nodded in agreement. "It really does. A fitting name for someone as radiant as you are."

I felt my cheeks blush at the compliment but there was also an overwhelming sense of rightness that washed over me with the acceptance of my new name.

“Bella,” I repeated to myself quietly and it felt like coming home.

In that moment, enveloped in the warmth of Tara and Michael’s embrace and basking in the joyous beginning of my life as Bella, I knew happiness unlike any other.
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I spent the next month focused on exactly what I wanted out of life. Not just in the bedroom, but professionally too. I’d always been an artist, but I’d given it up for a corporate marketing position—the one I’d been let go from. In the time since I’d rediscovered who I was, I put together a fashion portfolio, bringing some of my art skills back to life.

And now here I was, sitting in the waiting area of Eclatante Magazine, my heart fluttering like a caged bird ready to take flight. Tara had always said my eye for fashion could lead to something big, and Michael had encouraged me to apply for this job—even if it meant our little trio wouldn't share as many evenings wrapped up in each other.

The receptionist, a woman with sharp glasses and a sharper bob, called out, "Bella Hughes?" Her eyes appraised me with a curious tilt to her head. I stood up, straightening the blouse that draped over my frame in just the right way to both celebrate and flatter my figure.

Walking through the pristine halls lined with framed covers of past issues felt surreal. It wasn't long before I found myself seated opposite an impeccably dressed woman with silver hair that suggested wisdom more than age. She was leafing through my portfolio, her fingers brushing the pages as if she could feel the creativity that had gone into each design.

"So, Bella," she began, her voice a melody of interest and businesslike efficiency, "tell us why you feel you are the right fit for Eclatante."

I took a deep breath and leaned forward slightly, my hands folded on my lap. "Eclatante is about bold statements and fearless fashion—it's about being who you are, unabashedly. I've reinvented myself—my identity—and I understand what it means to step out with confidence against judgment. Each piece in my portfolio is not just about clothes; it's about telling that story of transformation and empowerment."

The editor paused, her gaze lifting from the pages to meet mine. There was a warmth there, an ember of recognition. "That’s exactly what we need here," she said thoughtfully. "Someone who can bring authenticity to our brand while also pushing boundaries."

My heart raced—I could see it now: My designs gracing these pages, inspiring others like me who were finding their own paths in a world quick to draw lines in the sand.

She extended her hand across the desk and shook mine firmly. "Welcome aboard, Bella."

The word anchor dropped away from my old fears as I found new ground. "Thank you," I said sincerely. "I won't let you down."

As I stepped out of the building, sunlight kissed my face like a benediction. The city seemed different somehow—as if it had reshaped itself around my newfound certainty.

I couldn’t wait to share everything with Tara and Michael—the interview, the acceptance, the bubbling anticipation for what came next. Our celebration tonight would be different; it would be about more than our usual intertwining closeness—it would be about futures unfolding.

My phone buzzed in my purse with a text from Tara: *Can't wait for tonight! How'd it go? 💖*

A smile spread across my face as I tapped back a reply: *Got the job! Celebrate tonight? 😘*

Michael's response came seconds later: *Fantastic news! So proud of you! We’ll make this a night to remember.*

I knew exactly what he meant, and warmth suffused me at the thought—both of our love and of what lay ahead.

Tonight would indeed be special; not only as Bella Hughes, fashion visionary and newest member of Eclatante Magazine, but as Bella Hughes, fully realized and embraced, surrounded by those who cherished her true self.

As I walked, my steps felt lighter, each stride a testament to the journey that had brought me to this moment. My mind raced with ideas for future designs, each concept interwoven with my own narrative—threads of my story that I could share with the world.

The city pulsed around me—strangers weaving in and out of their own lives, oblivious to the quiet triumph unfolding within mine. But that didn’t matter; what mattered was the inner victory, the sense of belonging not just within myself but in the broader tapestry of life and creativity.

As the street corners turned and buildings blurred by, I could almost hear Tara’s laughter ringing out to welcome me home, Michael’s steady presence grounding us as we’d come together in our small sanctuary. Images flashed through my mind: a bottle of wine on the table, soft music filtering through our shared space, the gentle brush of lips against skin in tender acknowledgment of all we’d weathered together.

I imagined telling them every detail—the nerves at first sitting in that stylish office, the way my voice had steadied as I spoke of passion and identity, and the decisive nod that sealed my new beginning. I could picture Tara's eyes lighting up with shared excitement, Michael's broad smile speaking volumes without words.

My apartment was not far now; I could see it at the end of the street. With each step closer, anticipation built within me. And so with joy in my heart and dreams taking flight like doves from their cages, I hurried home to the embrace of my loves, ready to step into this new chapter together.

Want more transgender/feminization short stories?

My Secret Is Out

The Assignment

Earning It

Truth or Dare

Girl Talk

Sweet and Sour

New Roommate

Older Woman Next Door

Revealing

Leading Lady

Bombshell

You’re Mine

Party Pills

What She Wants

Tucked

Big Trouble

The Dollhouse

Hookup

Sissy Spot

Femboy Caught

Anything You Want

Highest Bidder

Exposed

Sissy Summer

New Therapy

No Going Back

Transgender and Feminization Series:

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?



Want more transgender/feminization short stories?

My Secret Is Out

The Assignment

Earning It

Truth or Dare

Girl Talk

Sweet and Sour

New Roommate

Older Woman Next Door

Revealing

Leading Lady

Bombshell

You’re Mine

Party Pills

What She Wants

Tucked

Big Trouble

The Dollhouse

Hookup

Sissy Spot

Femboy Caught

Anything You Want

Highest Bidder

Exposed

Sissy Summer

New Therapy

No Going Back

Transgender and Feminization Series:

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_rsrcNP.jpg






OEBPS/image_rsrcNN.jpg
THE rJ IVIEI]ICINE

, Aﬂi% FEMBOY FEMINI






OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Title Page

		Contents

		Copyright

		Mailing List

		Dedication

		The Right Medicine

		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






