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CHAPTER ONE









“Is that one a real girl?” I ask as a woman walks by our table. She’s wearing insanely high heels, and I can’t believe anyone can walk in those. I wonder if I could.

Alexis rolls her eyes, and I can tell she's frustrated with me. I've been here less than two minutes, and I'm already blowing it.

"I'm sorry. I'm trying, Sis. Really."

She sighs and smiles at me. It's been almost four months now since she told me she was transitioning, and it's still strange to see her like this. Her long hair is pulled back in a ponytail, and she's wearing a tight black tank top and a short pink skirt that flares out from her waist. It’s so short, I’d be surprised if it even covered her panties when she’s sitting.

I take a sip of the rum and coke that she brought over for me and then screw my face up into a pout. When we were younger, she could never resist it. I could get anything I wanted from her if I just pouted enough. Of course, that was before everything that happened. That was before I turned into an absolute asshole and almost ruined our relationship.

"Okay, so look..." She leans toward me, and the low-cut tank top would expose her cleavage if she had any. We’ve never really talked about her transition—I’ve always been too embarrassed to bring it up—so I don’t know if that’s something she wants. I don’t even know if she’s taking hormones. "She's presenting as a girl, therefore she's a girl. It's simple. Jacob, you need to stop overthinking and trying to fit everyone into neat little boxes. You'll be a lot happier once you do."

Easier said than done. I was twelve when she came out. First as gay. She didn't tell us she was trans until later. But I held onto those boxes and did everything I could to force her back into them. And it worked. Too well. She made herself miserable trying to keep our relationship intact. And I made myself miserable trying to take over the mantle of the good son for mom and dad. I lift my glass and drain the rest.

Alexis motions for one of the other servers to bring me another. She's technically on the clock now too, but she's taking a break so she can talk to me. It helps that she's dating the owner.

"You're not driving home tonight." She's firm, and I know that this isn't up for debate.

I shake my head. "Took a Lyft here." A man sets a drink in front of me. He's wearing the same tank top as Alexis, but he has on black shorts. I watch as he walks away. His ass is too firm to jiggle, but it still bounces with each step. I try not to drool. “Now he's a man, right?” I stick my tongue out at Alexis, and she reaches across the table and slaps my arm.

I like watching her laugh. I went years without seeing it, and even now, it doesn't happen enough. "You still haven't heard from him, have you?"

The smile falls from her face, and she pulls her arms across her body. Even six months later, it's like she thinks she has to shield herself from him. "Not a peep. But I still look over my shoulder sometimes just to make sure. That's stupid, isn't it?"

I slide my chair closer to hers so I can take her hand. “It's not stupid at all. Stupid is what I did that night—”

"Hey, no. We're not going there. You thought you were helping me."

I take another drink and hope that if the room spins enough, I'll at least forget about what happened for a while.

“What’s it like?” I can barely get the words out of my mouth, and I’m not sure they’re loud enough for her to hear over the music.

Her throat bobs up and down as she swallows. “What’s what like?”

“This.” I motion along her body. “The whole thing. Wearing that. Being the sexiest girl in here. Being a girl.”

The tension that swept over her face disappears. “Oh. I don’t know. Sometimes it’s a lot. There are a lot of steps I have to follow to get everything lined up. But just being here and now like this? It’s natural. After a lifetime of feeling…”

“Unnatural?” I offer.

“A lifetime of feeling like the wrong person.” She blows out a breath, then her lips turn up into a grin. “Why? Are you thinking of transitioning, Little Brother?”

I force myself to laugh, and I hope it doesn’t sound too fake. My face is so red it’s burning, but maybe she’ll just think that’s from the alcohol. Before I can answer her, the bass starts thumping through the room and all the lights except those on the stage go out. The audience quiets for half a second, but then they roar in anticipation.

A hand on my shoulder makes me jump, but it’s just Alexis. She's standing beside me now, leaning down so her face is just inches away from mine. “I was just teasing. But I need to get back to work now.” She's yelling as loud as she can, and I can still barely hear her above the music.

"I love you, Bro." She kisses me on the cheek and then disappears through the crowd back toward the bar.

I turn toward the stage. The first girl is walking out, and she's gorgeous. She's wearing a floor length black ballgown with bright red pumps. My stomach tightens as I watch her dance across the stage. Spinning and twirling and grinding, all in a formal dress and heels. Halfway through the second song, one of her breasts pops free of her dress. She plays it off as an accident, but since she has a pink pasty covering her nipple, it's obviously planned. The crowd noise vibrates through my body.

By the time she's finished, I'm yelling as loudly as anyone. I even drain my rum and coke so I can go to the stage and throw her a couple of dollars. I've visited Alexis at work before, but never on the evening of a performance like this. I was always scared to come on one of these nights, not sure what it would be like. Not sure I could handle seeing it.

My body is pressed up against the stage when the next woman comes out. She saunters toward the microphone stand, and it seems like the slower she walks, the more the crowd screams for her. She eats it all up like she lives on their adulation.

When she takes hold of the microphone, she's within arm's reach of me. I can't take my eyes off her. The way she tosses her hair back over her shoulder. The way she juts out her hips—first the left, then the right. Each movement is choreographed to bring more cheering, and it does. But when she looks down at me, and I see her blue eyes shimmering in the stage lights, she freezes, and I'm sure my entire body disintegrates.













CHAPTER TWO









It seems like hours before either of us can move. The crowd is quiet and restless. Their murmuring fills the cavernous room. At last, she shakes her entire body—her breasts swaying from left to right under her dress—and holds her hands out to her sides. The audience roars again, and she takes the microphone from the stand and walks to the rear of the stage, away from me. It feels like the chill that passes over during a solar eclipse, but when she turns, she finds me and winks before looking out to the audience.

“You mother fuckers better make a hell of a lot more noise than that for Miss Sierra,” she says. “She was up here working it for y'all. And I know y'all enjoyed it. With all the new wood that she made spring up, I'm gonna start calling her miracle grow.” She motions for more applause, and the audience goes crazy. My eyes float up and down the white sequined dress she's wearing. It hugs all of her curves, real or not, and there's a slit at her hip. Her entire left leg is out of the dress, and I follow it down to the bend of her knee and then to the smooth curve where her ankle meets her foot, enclosed in a glittering silver high-heeled pump. When I look back up at her face, she's holding the microphone just inches away from her mouth, and I need to put more distance between us.

I turn my back to her and walk back to my table. It's still empty, so I sit down. Almost as soon as I do, the server comes by and asks if I want another drink. I do. I need the whole bottle, not just a glass. I don't look up at the performer the rest of the time that she's on stage. I don't need to. I can feel her walking from one side to the next. Telling jokes, teasing people in the audience, and getting everyone excited for the rest of the night. When she's finished, she introduces the next act, but I don't hear who it is. I don't care. No one is going to come close to her.
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"Why is a handsome man like you here all alone?" Her words and her hand running from my shoulder to my neck snap me out of the stupor I've settled into. When I look up, the first things I see are her eyes. They're a stormy blue now. “Mind if I sit? You try wearing five-inch heels and see how long you can stand around in them.”

"I..." I look down at her feet as she sits across from me. They aren't as large as I expected. In fact, neither is she. On stage, she seemed like a giant. Now she's human. And sitting across from me. And even more gorgeous than I thought. "I wasn't here alone.”

She looks around. "Oh? Is there a Mr. So-Hot-I-Could-Provide-Half-the-Heat-for-This-Town-In-an-Emergency? I want to meet the man who thinks he deserves you."

“No. I mean, I did come alone, but I came—” Am I really about to tell her that I came here to see my sister? Is that where I want this conversation to go?

"Yes, tell me all about how you came. I want to know what I have to look forward to." Her hand glides down my arm. Her dark red fingernails leaving her mark on my skin like a river eroding rock. And my gaze falls to watch every movement of it.

"Uh, so how long have you been doing this?" Jesus Christ, Jacob. Can't I come up with something at least half original?

"Touching strange men so I can watch them stumble all over themselves? I've been doing that for a long time. But this is the first time I've done it for a different reason."

I raise my head so I can look at her, and the room starts to move. At first it's just my chair, but then the table and the floor and the rest of the club join in. They're all swaying around. Left, then right, then back to the left again. But it stops when my eyes settle on her. It all stops because it all vanishes. There is nothing else, and I can't imagine I would ever need anything except her. I try to put my hand on hers, but I miss. When I miss a second time, she takes my hand. She rubs her thumb along my palm, and goosebumps ripple out from the epicenter.

"So what's your name?" she asks.

“Jacob. What's yours?”

She stares at me, and we hold each other's gaze forever. Then she laughs, and her entire face lights up. The right side of her mouth curls just a bit more than her left, and the way her eyes squint gives her tiny lines in their corners. But they don't make her look old. They give her face an approachability that makes her more beautiful than I thought was possible. "You’re serious, aren’t you?"

About everything. About every thought I've had since I first saw her. About everything that I want to do to her. To do with her. But I know I'm not drunk enough to have said any of those things out loud. The confusion must show on my face.

"When you asked my name. You didn't hear me introduce myself on stage?"

I shake my head. I may have been a little distracted. I may have been a lot distracted.

"That's fair. I did only say it a dozen times. I knew I should have added one more. I'm Lee. Pleased to properly meet you." She pulls my hand and raises it to her mouth, kissing the back of it. Then she slides her tongue under one of my fingers and takes it into her mouth. Her bright red lips wrapping it while she sucks on it. When she's done, she gives a tiny kiss on the tip and sets my hand back on the table.

"I didn't tip you." I don't know why my mind goes to this when there are so many other things I could be thinking or saying or doing. But I reach behind me and pull my wallet from my pocket. My head sways as I hold out a twenty-dollar bill.

I expect her to take it from my hand, but she doesn't. She leans over, and I can see down the front of her dress. I still can’t tell if her breasts are real, but real or not, drool forms at the corner of my mouth. I catch it with my tongue just as it's about to tumble. When her breasts are even with the table, she takes my hand and pulls it toward her again. This time toward her cleavage. At first I'm not sure what she wants me to do, but when she looks into my eyes, I realize. I slip the bill inside her dress. The back of my fingers rub against her breasts, and she shudders. Real. They're so warm I want to slip my hand in and hold it there all night. And I think she would let me. I linger for a second and then two, but then I pull away, tracing the back of my fingernail along her skin as I do.

She bites her lip and pulls both a black marker and the twenty-dollar bill from between her breasts. I watch as she takes the cap off and draws something on the bill. When she's done, she puts the marker back into her bra and stands up.

She slides a hand under my elbow and guides me up with her. When I'm standing, I'm almost her height. I might be a little taller if she wasn't wearing heels. Or if I was. Without intending to, I move closer to her. My body falling toward hers. And when I'm a few inches away, I wonder if I'm going to kiss her. I wonder if she's going to let me. But she stops me with a hand on my shoulder. She holds the twenty-dollar bill in front of my face and lowers it. Slowly. I watch as she sweeps it along my chest and then my stomach. She pauses at my waistband and pulls it out just enough so she can slip her hand through. The bill scrapes against my cock, and my dick twitches. But just as soon as she enters, she pulls away. And with a wink, she turns and vanishes into the crowd.













CHAPTER THREE









When I wake up, my head feels like I used it to pound nails last night. I almost crawl to the shower, and once inside it, I let the hot water flow in thick rivers down my body. As it pours over me, I feel clearer, and I take the soap from its shelf and later my body. As soon as I touch my dick, it pulses to life, almost growling if it could, and I think of Lee.

She might be the most gorgeous woman I've ever seen. And I don't know if that's just because it's been so long since I've dated someone, but I don't care. I close my eyes and lean back against the wall, and it's like she's here with me. I can imagine her perfect naked body. Her hair is hanging dark and wet around her shoulders, and I follow it down to her breasts. I wrap my hand around my cock as I think about them. As I imagine their curves. Their nipples hard and pulling for me. And I want to take them in my mouth.

My hand is sliding faster now as my imagination drifts lower. Between her breasts and down her hairless belly, and I stop at the belly button. It's a perfect circle drawn into her core, and it draws me in. But I move lower and my dick twitches. The steam from the shower is blocking the view in my imagination, so I reach out. I imagine gliding my hands down her hips and then around to the front. Between her legs and... fuck! My cock spasms, and all my attention is on it now as it sprays ropes of its thick cum. All my weight is pressed against the wall, and I start to slide down it before I catch myself.

I shake my head, and then clean myself and the shower. When I turn off the water, I stand and let everything drip off of me. I don't know anything about Lee. I don't know if she lives as a man or a woman or something else. I don't even know what she has between her legs. But she’s doing things to me that I’ve never felt. I've never come that quickly. The touch of the towel makes the blood rush back into my cock, and I know I have to see her again.

As soon as I pull on an old t-shirt and pair of shorts, I grab my phone and the twenty-dollar bill from last night. The bill she shoved down my pants when I tried to give it to her. Her number is scrawled across the front, slashing across Andrew Jackson's face.



Me: I don't know if you remember, but you gave me your number at the club last night.





As soon as I press send, I regret it. I should have said something else. Anything else. Something to make her laugh or to remind her of the way she ran her fingers over my skin or even just to tell her how beautiful she was last night. What I sent her is a slightly longer version of the "hey what's up" text I would send to one of my friends. I wish I could unsend it. But when I look at it, it's marked as read. My stomach drops, and I toss the phone onto the cushion beside me. I blew it. I probably didn't have a chance anyway, but at least there was a sliver of hope. Maybe the most beautiful woman I've ever seen could possibly maybe be interested in me enough to give me a shot. And what do I do? I practically text "'Sup?" like some stoner texting his friend when he wants to go out for nachos.



Lee: Gorgeous green eyes. Brown hair that could really use a trim. All alone. I've been waiting for you to text.





Holy shit. I try to message back right away, but my hands are trembling and my thumbs can't find the letters. I don't want to keep her waiting, but I really need to be able to hit that E key. Finally, I give up and use talk-to-text.



Me: Wow, I'm surplussed that you're a member. I'd really like to seize you again sometime. Maybe somewhere without a thousand screaming fans the Stime?





"Oh no, no no, no! Fuck you fucking phone!" I scream to an empty house. What on earth made me press send without proofreading it first? But who would think a phone could get things that wrong? And what the hell is a Stime? I bury my head in my hands.



Lee: Are you asking me on a date to one of those members-only surplus clubs? I have a better idea. Meet me at Centennial Fountain at 7:30pm tonight? Dress casual but warm.

Me: I'm looking forward to it. See you then!





What I really want to text back is "Yessss!!!!!!!!!" but I need to play it cool since she already thinks I'm an enormous dork. Tonight! I can't believe it. I let my head roll back, and it feels like my smile curls all the way to my ears.
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There are hundreds of people roaming around the fountain when I get there, and I wonder if the city has some mid-winter festival in the park that I didn't know about. I search the crowd for Lee, worried that I won't be able to spot her in all these people. But I find her right away, like there's a spotlight on her. She's sitting on a park bench. Her legs are crossed, and she tosses back her long black hair as she laughs with the older man sitting next to her.

When she sees me, she stands up. It looks like she was in the middle of a sentence, but her mouth stops moving and hangs slightly open. I smile. She's wearing a black and green sports jersey under a green coat. But she could be wearing a frumpy blanket, and she'd still be beautiful.

"I guess I should have been a little more specific when I told you to dress casually," she says. I'm wearing a sweater over a button-up shirt with jeans. "Casual, but no red."

I look down at my red sweater. "You don't like red, or you're afraid that we look a little too much like Christmas when we're together?"

"Definitely the latter. But if the little pointy elf shoe fits..." She presses her body against mine and holds a hand above us. I glance up at it, but it looks empty to me. “It's imaginary mistletoe,” she says.

Her other arm wraps behind me and pulls me into her, and she kisses me. If her arm weren’t around me, I know I would float away, weightless, caught up in the lake breeze. I squeeze her in my arms and hold tight.

When our lips separate, it feels like part of me is missing. I lean forward and my forehead rests against hers. "That was..." The best kiss I've ever had in my entire life? Better than a lot of sex I've had? Something I'm going to remember on my deathbed?

"It was, wasn't it?" She sounds like she just sprinted up fourteen flights of stairs. "That's the power of mistletoe."

"But Christmas is over." I would have loved to have woken up to her on Christmas morning. It would have been better than the Christmas when I got my first real bike. "I think it's all you." I kiss her again, and my toes curl in my shoes.

"You're right. It is all me." She squeezes my ass, and I jump. I look behind her. The old man is still sitting there, and he's grinning now as he watches us.

"As much as I hate to," she says, "we really should go."

I let out a whine that makes me sound like a spoiled child. "You never have told me where we're going."

"Just over there." She points with her chin. "Tien Arena."

"A concert?"

She laughs. "Way better than that."

She takes my hand and pulls me toward the arena. It's a block away, and it's even more crowded than the park. Everyone around me is wearing black and green. Most of them are wearing jerseys like Lee.

"A game?" I ask her, but I have no clue what it could be. I haven't followed sports since I graduated from high school. Back then, I had to pretend to like sports or everyone would accuse me of being gay like my sister.

"Do you seriously not know? Boy, there is so much that I have to teach you."

I look down at the black high-heeled boots she's wearing. My eyes trace her body all the way to her face. To her pink lipstick and matching eyeshadow. "I promise to be a good student."

"You'd better be." She winks, and a devious look flashes over her face. "Tien Arena is the home of the Sea Eagles. The best team in hockey, as long as you don't go by their win-loss record. Now come on. I need a pretzel."

We each get a pretzel and then fight our way to our seats. Lee elbows at least two people. The first one was wearing the opponent's jersey. I'm not sure what the second man did to her, but after seeing how quickly her elbows fly, I'm afraid to ask.

Our seats are right on the ice, and every time a player from the other team comes close, Lee is up and pounding on the glass. Once, a player stopped and stared at her, and I wasn't sure if he was noticing how hot she is or wondering if he could fight her.

By the end of the game, she's hoarse, and she winces when I hold her hand. As soon as we can stop without being trampled by the mob, I pull her aside and rub my thumbs along her palms. They're red and swollen.

"So, what did you think? Best hockey team in the league, right?"

"We lost by seven points." I pull her hand to my mouth and kiss it. "But I had fun watching it with you."

"Maybe you're in the mood for a little more fun?"

I'm definitely in the mood, and my throbbing cock won't let me forget it. But I'm afraid to agree without knowing what she's going to suggest. For all I know, she may want us to go downtown and start flipping over cars to protest the Sea Eagles’ defeat. "Maybe..."

“At my place?” she asks.

"Absolutely."

Her apartment is just a few blocks away from the arena, so we walk the whole way. When I first see it, my jaw drops. "It's enormous."

"That's what he said." She winks.

I walk to the middle of the room and spin to take it all in. The living room, dining room, and kitchen are all one space. The only division between them is a long kitchen island. I think just those three rooms are bigger than my entire house.

Lee stands in front of me and takes my hands. "So, other than admiring my apartment, what do you want to do?"

"Admire you."

"Mmm, I can go along with that." She guides me over to the couch, and we both sit. Our eyes not leaving the other's. She drops one of her hands from mine and rubs up my thigh to my crotch. "Whoa. Someone is excited."

My breath catches as she strums her fingernail over my dick. "Someone is very excited."

"Someone has been a good boy today..." I feel her start to work on my zipper, but I can't look away from her face. Her pink mouth is contorted into a perfect O.

"How do you do that?"

"Unzip a pair of pants? It's actually easy. You just take this little flap thingy and tug it down." As she says the words, I feel a rush of cool air spill against my boxer briefs.

"I mean the makeup. The everything. How do you look so perfect?"

"Oh." She stares at me, and it seems like we're both frozen. "I knew you were going to ask. I could tell you were special the instant I saw you. I didn't expect you to ask right as I was getting ready to suck your dick, though." She giggles.

"I probably should have waited a few minutes."

"Only a few minutes? Oh, you poor deprived thing. I promise to give you more than a few minutes. But come with me first." She tugs me up, and I follow behind her.

She goes into the bathroom, but I stop at the doorway. She walks to the vanity and pulls out a small plastic case from under the sink.

"It's not going to hurt. Get over here."

I'm nervous as I walk closer to her. "What is it?"

"Stand right there and do exactly what I say. Got it?"

"What are you doing?" My heart is racing.

"You really need to shave closer if you're going to do this. Or get a few zaps of the laser and never have to worry about it again. Now close your eyes."

"Lee?"

"What did I just say? Now close until I tell you to open them."

I do what she says and feel a sponge drag across my face. Is she really doing this? Is she putting makeup on me? I've wondered about this since Alexis came out all those years ago. Even before she came out, I knew I was attracted to boys and girls. But the first time I saw her wear women’s clothes, I was so jealous.

"Someone likes makeup." Her hand wraps around my cock, and I gasp. I don't know if I've ever been this hard. If she doesn't let go of me, I'm going to cum into my underwear right here. But she releases me, and I blow out a long breath. "We'll get to that later. First, I have to make you pretty."

I moan at the words. I've thought about being pretty. Dreamed of it. But I've never done more than that.

When Lee makes a satisfied noise a few minutes later, I want to open my eyes and look, but I don't. As much as I want to see, an even bigger part of me doesn't. If I'm ugly when I look into the mirror, all of my dreams will shatter around me. It's almost better to never find out than to find out it could never be.

"Such an obedient girl, waiting until I tell you to open your eyes. Open up."

I blink a couple of times, but I don't look at the mirror. Just at Lee. The smile across her face is huge, but I don't know her well enough to know if it's from pride or because she's laughing at me.

"Well..." She points to the mirror. Even though I don't mean to, my gaze follows her finger, and I see...

"How?" The mouth on the woman in the mirror moves at the same time mine does. It's like she's lip-syncing my word.

“When will people stop asking that? Picasso had his paints. I have my powders and creams.”

I lean closer to the mirror and open and close my mouth. The woman does the same. When I blink, she blinks. When I back away, she backs away. "But how..."

"Honey, just accept that it is. Is this your first time?"

I nod my head. First time in makeup. First time I saw myself as a woman.

"I was ten my first time. I snuck into my mama's makeup drawer and made such a mess on my face. Believe it or not, I wasn't a natural at this. I didn't really get good until my freshman year of high school. That's when all the other girls started coming to me in the mornings so I could do them up. Except Teresa. Such a bitch. She had to go all through high school without once experiencing my magic touch. Served her right."

"I don't think I can do this."

"Wear makeup? Be pretty? You're already doing both of those things right now."

"No. I..." I storm out of the bathroom, grab my coat and phone, and walk outside. I don't look back. I just order a car.













CHAPTER FOUR









On the way home, I call Alexis, praying that she picks up. I have to see her, and it has to be now. There's so much I need to finally tell her.

The driver pulls over in front of a brown brick building, and I text my sister to let her know I'm here. She's standing in the doorway when I get there. Thankfully, the landing is dark, so she can't see me. Yet.

I follow her inside. This is Sean's apartment, and it's as impressive as Lee's. Alexis walks ahead to the living room and looks out a wall of windows before she turns to me.

“So what's so important—oh.”

“Yeah.”

She walks closer to me. Too close. But I don't move. I let her lean in and examine me. "So, what should I call you?"

"What do you mean?"

“Do you still go by Jacob?”

I feel my face turn beet red. "I... that's what I wanted to talk to you about."

She throws her arms around me. "I love you no matter what you look like or what pronouns you use. I hope you never doubted that."

I wait for her to let go, but she doesn't. "Alexis, it's not like that."

Finally, she takes a step back and looks up at me. She looks like she wants to tell me that it's okay. That I don't have to be afraid to tell her. But she's wrong.

"This was just... Lee. I had a date with Lee. Then afterward she did this."

"Oh." Her eyes are wide and her mouth is hanging open, and then she bursts into laughter. "I should have known. If anyone can make a man look gorgeous, it would be her."

My chest puffs out a little when she calls me gorgeous. "But it's not like that either."

She stops laughing and bites her lip. Her head tilts a little.

“You're pretty,” I say.

"Uh, okay?"

"That's not why I'm here. Well… sorta. I've never been able to say that to you, but I've thought it for a long time. Look, you remember how I was... before that night, right?" The night I hand-delivered her to the man who made her life hell and who could have very well killed her.

She moves to the couch. She's stiff now. All trace of laughter is gone. She won't admit it, but I know that she's never forgiven me for the way I treated her growing up. And I don't blame her. I don't forgive me either. Not for any of it.

“I was hurt,” I say.

"I know. You were just a kid, and you lashed out because you thought you lost your big brother." She's looking down at her feet.

"No. I was hurt because I was jealous." I sit beside her and reach for her hand. It's clamped so tightly to her knee that I have to pry it away, but once I do, she laces her fingers through mine and squeezes. "I thought you ruined everything for me. Because you had the courage to come out before me."

She stares up at me, and I know what she's thinking.

"Not as trans. As bi. As poly. I'd just started puberty and figured out that gender didn't matter to me. Remember Kyle? He was my first kiss. My first hand job. But then when you came out, everyone was so angry all the time. At home and at school. And it's like a giant wind came along and forced me deeper into the closet and then held the doors shut. How could I come out after that?"

She stares at me, and there's a tear running down her cheek. “So you knew what I was going through, but did nothing?”

“Alexis, you remember what it was like. There was no way I could have thrown myself into that. Even if I did, everyone would have thought I just wanted the attention. They would have all thought I was just copying you.”

“It’s not even that you did nothing. You shut me out. You didn't talk to me for months. Not a single word. I worshipped the ground you walked on, Jacob. I did everything for you. And you made me think you hated me. You made me hate myself. I…” She pulls her knees up to her chest and rocks back onto the couch. “I didn’t care what anyone else thought. But you were the reason I cried myself to sleep each night. And now... what? You're telling me you did that to me because you were scared?”

My heart is thumping against the side of my chest, and I’m sure she can hear it. Maybe this was a mistake. Maybe I should have never told her the truth. "I'm sorry, Lex. You don't know how sorry I am. But I was a kid, and I was scared. Terrified. And… fuck, I'm just sorry. Every day of my life, I'm just unbelievably sorry."

I walk to the door, hoping she'll stop me. A touch, a word. I just want some signal to tell me that she might understand. Not today. But some day. But it's completely silent except for her sobs, and when I turn the knob and pull open the door. There's nothing. I step out and close the door behind me.
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  *



For almost a week, Alexis has been ignoring me. And I've been ignoring Lee. I don't know what to say to her. Yes, I loved what you did to me. I want to do it again. But also it made me realize what a terrible person I am and opened up this huge hole in my heart that can never be repaired. And I don't deserve to have it repaired, even if it could be.

But when she texts an emoji with a single tear, it’s like she punches me. I have to sit down. I’m not just punishing myself.



Me: Hey. I've been an asshole, and I'm sorry.

Lee: No, that's not fair. Assholes are one of my favorite body parts, so don't compare them to you. You've been something gross and worthless. Like an armpit. You've been an absolute armpit to me.

Me: I have. I’ve been the stinkiest king of the armpits. And I feel terrible about it.

Lee: Dinner tomorrow to make it up to me?

Me: I'd like that. Where?

Lee: Be at my apartment at six. Use lots of deodorant, King Stinky.





The next day I stand outside her apartment building at 5:30pm. I wanted to be sure I wasn't late, but I ended up too early. Now I'm pacing up and down the sidewalk with a bouquet of flowers in my hand. I don't know what flowers she likes, so I told the florist to put one of everything in here. It's a clashing mix of colors that reminds me of either a field of wildflowers in the summer or the outfit of a clown.

At exactly six, I knock on her door, and she opens it right away. "You could have knocked earlier, you know."

“I—”

"I've been watching you walk back and forth outside. Those poor flowers are probably frozen to death by now. Let me have them so I can get them into some water.” She takes them from my hand and walks to the kitchen. She rummages under her sink and then pulls out a vase for them. “They’re very beautiful, by the way."

"So you saw me out there?"

She doesn't say anything as she fills the vase and then sets it on a table beside the couch. She looks at the flowers and spins the vase a couple of times, finally finding an angle she likes. "You were right outside my windows."

A shiver runs through my freezing body. "You could have gotten me and told me to come in."

She smiles. "I know. But I wanted to see how sorry you were. Did you get cold standing out there?" She runs her hands along my cheeks and pecks my lips. "Do you need someone to warm you up?" Her hands work down my face to my neck. Then my chest. Then around to my back and my ass. She grips it and pulls me closer to her.

"I did get a little cold. "

She kisses me again, and this time her lips stay. Through my jeans, she teases a finger along my crack, and I moan against her mouth.

"I think I know a way to warm you up. Follow me."

She turns and walks toward the bedroom. I don't say anything. I just watch her ass as she walks three steps in front of me. She stops when she gets to the bed, and my pulse quickens.

"Take off your clothes." My dick gets hard at her words, and I rush to unbutton my shirt and pants.

In seconds, I'm standing naked in front of her. I expect her to undress too, or at least lift her dress a little. But she does neither. She just watches me. When I'm naked, she takes a step closer to me and looks down. Her finger runs along the length of my cock, and I want to melt at her touch. But she keeps moving. Around me. Trailing her finger against my skin as she does. My head tilts back, and I groan.

"I like it." She's back to my front now. Not touching me, but she's so close that I can feel the warmth of her breath. Of her body. I don't know if I've ever needed anything as much as I need to feel her against me, but she takes a step further away. She looks me up and down one more time, and I whimper.

She laughs and turns away. "I think we should have a little fun first." My shoulders slump, but that just makes her laugh again. "Trust me, you'll love this," she says.

When she faces me again, she's holding black panties and a pair of black stockings. My breath catches, and my dick somehow grows even harder. She teases the foot of a stocking across its top. It's so light I can barely feel it, but it almost knocks me to the ground. My back arches backward and my knees start to buckle.

"What did I tell you? I want you to pull these on." She rubs the panties down my arm to my hand. I take them from her and pull them up my legs. But I can't get them around my dick. "Hmm, we'll have to take care of that little problem before the night is over. Now sit, so we can finish." She pushes on my shoulder, and I drop backward onto the bed.

Lee kneels at my feet and bunches one stocking in her hand. I hold my foot out for her and she quickly pulls it up to my ankle, but then she slows down. She glides it up my calf so slowly that it almost seems like she's not moving at all. But her fingernails scraping my skin tell me she is. By the time she gets to my knee, I can't hold my body up, and I fall backward. She stops there and starts to work her way up my other leg in the same slow process. I growl, and she just chuckles.

When both stockings are up to my knees, she starts pulling them up further. I sit up to watch her.

She slides the silky material an inch up my thigh and bends over me. I think that she's going to take my dick into her mouth, and my heart races. But she doesn't. She kisses the inside of my thigh, and I writhe at the ticklish sensation. Then pulls the other stocking up an inch. Another kiss. Another inch. Another kiss. And after four of these, I want to scream.

She must sense my frustration, because she slides up and blows across the tip of my cock. My hips buck, my dick strains, but she laughs and gives me another kiss on my thigh. She's so close now. If I just close my thighs, I could hold her there. She would have to take me then. But I don't. And she doesn't.

She drops lower to the floor. Her ass resting on her heels and looks up at me. She's not looking for permission. She's warning me. She runs her tongue up my left leg. By the time she gets to my thigh, her tongue is dry, and it pulls my sensitive skin, stretching it toward my burning core. And she's almost there. If I just move a couple of inches.... But before I can even think it, she's disappeared, and I feel her tongue against my right ankle. I roll back onto the mattress and stare at the ceiling. My heart is beating so hard my entire chest moves in time with it.

When she licks toward my cock this time, I pinch my eyes shut. I don't want to see her get so close, only to move away. But she doesn't. Her lips close around my head, and I gasp. Her mouth is warm and moist, and I'm not going to last long. I need to warn her. But I can't form the words. The only sound that comes out is a crackle from the back of my throat.

"Either you just died or you like that." She pulls away just enough to say the words before plunging back around me.

"Both."

She laughs against my dick. It makes her move faster. Sucking and twisting her tongue around me. I arch into the bed, and I would drive my shoulders to the ground if it weren't there. My entire body wants to curl backward. My hands clench into tight fists around her blanket, and I think I literally explode into her. I can hear her mouth sloshing around me now as she takes it all. And I collapse. Gravity pulls me in on myself.













CHAPTER FIVE









Lee crawls beside me. Our hands find each other, and our fingers knit themselves together. I would be happy laying like this all night, but after a few minutes my stomach growls louder than any moan I'd just made. Lee laughs so hard she has tears in her eyes.

“You did tell me this would be a dinner date.” I haven't eaten all day. I've been too nervous. The only part of relationships that I'm good at is ruining them. My sister. My ex-wife. Almost Lee.

When she stops laughing, Lee rolls over to face me. "What do you call yourself when you're dressed like this?"

I look at her for a second but then stare at the ceiling again. "I don't know."

"Yes, you do. Tell me. My name is Lee, for God's sake. Do you really think I'm going to judge you?"

I twist my head and kiss her. "No, I don't think you will. What is Lee short for?"

She bites my lip and pulls it toward her. "You're changing the subject. Do you know the martial arts star, Sean Lee? My parents were huge fans of him. So they named us Sean and Lee. My brother was born twelve minutes before me, so he's Sean."

A chill runs through my body. I sit up and spin so I'm facing her, pulling my legs in. "Not Sean from the club."

"The very one." She props herself up on an elbow, and rubs her other hand along my stockinged leg.

"As in Alexis's boyfriend?"

"You didn't know?" She bends and kisses my knee and my cock stirs at the memory of her mouth running up my leg.

I can't say anything. How did I not know this? Why did no one tell me? Does Alexis think I'm only dating Lee because she's dating Sean?

"We're identical twins. It's always fun to reveal that to strangers and watch as they try to work out how that's possible... Are you not going to say something?"

"You..."

"Okay, that's kinda the bare minimum, but I guess it's something. Me. Are you that weirded out by dating your future sister-in-law?"

I stare at her for a few seconds and then nod my head. "You're not?" I completely ignore the fact that she's assuming Sean and Alexis will marry.

"Not at all. When my future brother-in-law is this sexy, I don't worry about anything else. Besides, it's not like you're the one dating Sean. That would be awkward. And unusual since he and I are both straight." She chuckles, but I just keep staring at her. "There's nothing wrong with it. People do it all the time. Holidays are a lot easier to plan because there are fewer people involved. Now, what do you say about going out for dinner?"

I nod my head, still wondering what Alexis must think of me. Poisoning our relationship again without even knowing it this time.

"Will you do something special for me?" Her fingers slide up between my legs, and as soon as she touches my dick, I would agree to anything. "Will you go out dressed like this for me?"

My jaw drops open and every thought swirling in my head falls crashing down. "Like this?" There's no way that I heard her right.

"You're so fucking sexy like this." She growls out the words. "But I have a dress that would look hot on you. And wouldn't get us kicked out of the restaurant."

“Lee.” I don't think I need to say any more. The answer is so obvious.

She walks to her closet and pulls out a black dress that looks two sizes too small and a foot too short. She holds it at arm's length and looks from the dress to me and back. "This will be perfect. Do you feel like being a brunette or a blonde tonight?"

"Lee, this is fine for here. It's fun for here. But I can't go out like this."

"Of course you can. I know just the place. Very queer friendly and the owner is a friend. He comes to the club all the time. No one there will judge you. They won't even suspect a thing."

I rub my palms together. Their sweat makes them slick. "I don't know."

"Honey, trust me. I know what it's like to be scared your first time. But if anyone even looks at you just a little funny, I'll make sure tonight is the most humiliating night of their life. I won't let anything happen to you. Trust me?" She sets the dress on the bed and takes my hands. And despite the wolf clawing and thrashing inside my stomach, I do trust her.

We go into the bathroom, and I clean up while she gets her makeup ready. It's just like last weekend, only this time I'm standing in just a pair of panties and stockings.

"So you never did answer me..."

My cheeks turn red. I've been thinking about it ever since she asked me, but I didn't want to say anything. I don't want to seem too eager for this. The bile boiling in my stomach tells me that I'm not too eager for this. "Blonde."

Lee lets her arms fall to her sides and tilts her head as she stares at me. "You either misunderstood what I meant, or you have the strangest and maybe most boring imagination ever. What name do you call yourself when you're dressed like this?"

"Oh." I cover my mouth in embarrassment, but she yanks my hand away and yells at me for messing up her artwork. "I haven't really done this before. Just once with one of Alexis's dresses when I was a teen. But not since then."

"But your legs are shaved."

"I just like them better that way."

She starts blending the contour creams on my face, and I hope that means she's moved on. "So you never had a name for yourself?" Guess she hasn't.

"Jasmine." I say it so softly that I hope she doesn't hear.

"Like the princess?"

I wish I could dig a hole in her bathroom and bury myself in it. The name I’ve always used was one I picked out when I was ten. “I watched that all the time growing up. And I always thought she was pretty.”

“And your family somehow thought that Alexis was the only queer one?”

Lee doesn’t know, but this brings back all the memories of the way I treated Alexis.

"I'm teasing you. It's a gorgeous name. Now, let's finish getting you ready, Jasmine."

I don't know what I expected to feel hearing that name. But it wasn't this. It feels right. And it feels wrong. The same way that Jacob has always felt both right and wrong. I shake the feeling away and focus on Lee. She's smiling at me, so I smile back.

"Ready to try on the dress?"

Ready to be embarrassed because that thing won't even fit one of my thighs? No, but I suppose we have to. Maybe seeing that will make her realize this idea won't work.

The dress is so small that I don't even know what to do once she hands it to me. I look up at her like a lost puppy. She takes it from me, unzipping it and holding it out so I can step into it. Once I do, she shimmies it up my body. Somehow, it makes it past my butt and to my waist. I can't believe it. Then it's to my chest, and Lee holds each sleeve out so I can put my arms into them. When I do, she pulls it snug to my shoulders and has me turn around.

"Suck it in, princess."

I chortle, and then I feel the cold zipper slide up my back. I hear the rapid clicks as the teeth weave together. When she has it up all the way, she tugs the bottom down, and I can't believe it actually fits. "Wait right here," she says and walks to her closet.

She takes a box from the top shelf and pulls out what looks like a small white stocking. "Sit on the bed, so I can work easier." She stands over me and pulls the stocking onto my head, tucking my hair into it.

"Are we robbing a bank to pay for dinner?"

"We can, but it's a Sunday evening, so it might be kind of hard to find a bank that's open. It’s a wig cap. Now, hold still. I'm going to put some glue around your edges."

A lump forms in my throat. "Glue? As in permanent? I have to work tomorrow."

"Glue as in, holds it in place until you're ready to take it off. Splash a little water on it, and poof! Speaking of that, no sweating tonight while you have this on. Unless you want me to use the longer lasting stuff..."

"No sweating. Got it." I wipe my forehead without thinking about it.

She slaps my hand, and I pull it back. "None of that, either. No touching your hairline or your face tonight." She takes the wig from the box and lowers it around my head. My hair has never been longer than a couple of inches, so it's strange to suddenly have long blonde strands tickling my neck and shoulders. I close my eyes while she presses it into place and then fluffs it out.

"Back to the bathroom. I need to curl it."

I sigh. Getting ready like this—as Jasmine—is so much harder than getting ready as Jacob. As him, I would have been finished thirty minutes ago. But it doesn't take her long to curl my hair, and once she's finished with that, she walks me to the full-length mirror in her bedroom and finally lets me see myself.

The pit that was in my stomach vanishes and leaves me feeling hollow. "That's... I'm..."

“You're beautiful. You look like—”

"Alexis."

"It's almost like you two could be sisters." She sticks her tongue out at me. "But we don't have time for gawking. I texted Sebastian and told him to have a table ready for us at eight, and we still have to find you a pair of shoes."

The mention of shoes makes this real for me, and the pit reforms in my stomach, twice the size as before. “Do you even have a pair?”

"Honey, did you seriously just ask a drag queen if she has a pair of shoes? There is so much you need to learn."

"I meant big enough for me."

"Girl, you are now 0 for 2. If you were in the majors, they would trade you away for the man who carries the hot dogs around the stadium. You just asked a drag queen if she has shoes big enough for you." She mutters to herself the whole time she walks to the closet and roots through the bottom. "Have you ever worn heels?"

“No. I’ve never even dressed other than that one time I had the house to myself in high school.”

"Shit. That eliminates about ninety percent of what I have. Well, these are completely reasonable and you're just going to have to deal."

She turns and holds out a pair of black ankle boots. The heel is thick, but it still looks enormous. I shake my head. There's no way I can wear those.

“It's a two-inch heel,” she says. “If you can't walk in these, then you've got bigger problems than a sprained ankle. Now put them on."

I look down at the boots where she set them beside my feet. She already has them unzipped, so I step into them and re-zip. When I have them on, I look up at her, begging her to find something else. But she has her arms crossed, and I know there's no way she's going to let me out of these. Until she sees me walk in them.

I pull my feet up closer to the bed. I already feel unstable. My ankles and feet aren't used to this new position. When I stand, I have to wave my arms to catch my balance. I wasn't expecting to be thrown forward. Lee still doesn't say anything. She just stares. So I take a tiny step. Then another. And these actually aren't too bad. I try a couple bigger steps, and I'm able to move around the room without much problem. I still focus on each step, but it's because it's unfamiliar, not because I'm going to fall.

"You look like a pro. I hope you've learned to have a little faith in me? Now you keep strutting, I mean, practicing. I need to go fix my hair and makeup. Your dick wrecked my look."

My penis swells with pride when it hears her say that. Or maybe it's because I have a flashback to just how my dick wrecked her. Either way, it twinges in my panties, and the tight tuck makes it worse. Instead of being uncomfortable, I'm turned on by having it pulled between my legs. I worry that it'll spring forward, but better for it to happen here than at the restaurant.

When Lee comes out, she's wearing a red dress. I'm pretty sure it's the twin of the one I have on, but it looks so much better on her. She's stunning, and I want to keep her here all night. Keep her all for myself. I walk up to her, just about to suggest that we stay in when she asks if I'm ready to go. My body tenses, and I can feel the hair on the back of my neck rise.

"I don't think I can do this."

She walks to a closet and takes out two coats. She hands me the long black wool one while she takes the short leather jacket. "The car is already out front."

I hold the coat in front of me, like I'm begging. And I am. "Lee, I really don't think I can do this."

"Honey..." she puts her hands on my shoulders and leans against me. Our foreheads almost touch. "You absolutely can do this. And you're going to love it. And I'm going to love seeing you do it. You don't know how hot you are, but girl, you could melt the sun. Now let's do this." She takes my hand and squeezes it.

“The sun can't be melted. It's not—”

"You're hot enough to do it. Now come on. Stop stalling."

I make it into the hall. And then through the door to the outside. I'm blocking everything out. Pretending this is just a normal date and I'm wearing normal men's clothes. But then a breeze blows up my dress, and everything stops. What the fuck am I doing? I watch Lee walk around the car and open the back door. Before she gets in, she looks at me and waits. And waits. I still don't move. I see the driver turn in his seat to look at me now. And the restaurant is going to be just like this but well-lit and with dozens of people all staring. All laughing. All talking about me. All judging me.

"Jasmine, honey?"

I can't say anything, so I shake my head.

"Jas?" Lee whispers something to the driver and then shuts the back door and walks to me. I should get used to the whispering. Everyone is going to do it tonight.

"Jas, baby." She kisses me, and that forces me to take a breath. "You're the one making the scene here. Everything is normal. Just two women getting into a car. You're making it weird by the way you're acting, honey. Now, you can do this. I wouldn't just say that. If you act like you belong, everyone will think you belong. Because you do. Come on." She kisses me again before tugging my hand, and as much as I don't want to, I let her lead me to the car. I slide into the back, and as soon as my rear hits the cold seat, I realize I didn't smooth my dress under me, and I didn't even try to keep my legs together.

The car ride is a blur. I don't know if it takes five minutes or five hours, but too soon we pull up to the curb. I let Lee open her door first. I don't know why, but I feel better knowing she's out there waiting for me. When I do step out, I look around. Hardly anyone is on the street, but it's so light it could be daytime. Anyone could see me.

"This is perfect timing. Sebastian is right there at the front of the restaurant." Lee laces her fingers through mine.

I look up at the sign above the restaurant windows. "Tallow and Lace? You got us into Tallow and Lace?"

"Yes. And it's a lot warmer inside, so can we move it? The owner is a friend."

I don't budge. "Even if the owner is your husband, you can't just get a table here on one hour's notice."

"And yet I did. Magic. Ooh, I wonder if I could learn magic and add that to my act? Now come on?" She pulls me so hard I almost fall, but I follow her into the restaurant.

As soon as we walk in, a man dressed in all black walks up to us. He's beaming, and he wraps his arms around Lee. They hug for so long I wonder if I could sneak away with no one noticing. But then he pulls back, kisses her on both cheeks, and turns to me.

"And who is your stunning friend?"

He looks like he wants to rip this dress off me, and when he kisses my cheeks, I whimper.

"Oh, gorgeous but shy."

"This is Jasmine," Lee answers for me. "She's my date."

“You make me jealous, Lee. I may try to lure her away before the evening is over. But I thought you only…” He looks at Lee and then back at me. "Oh. So does that mean? I never would have guessed. So beautiful. Right this way, ladies." Before he turns around, he looks me up and down one more time, and this time I'm surprised that he doesn't throw me over his shoulder and take me to the back.

When we sit at the table, I remember to smooth my dress. Not that it does a lot of good. It rides halfway up my ass when I sit, and the tops of my stockings are showing. I'm mortified, but I look around and see that no one is watching us. Everyone is too wrapped up in their own dinners and dates. I relax into my seat and smile at Lee across the table.

"Smiling? Oh my God, Jasmine, let me get my phone so I can take a picture of this momentous event." She wrinkles her face. "So, do you believe me now that you can do it?"

I look around one more time and cross my legs at the knee. I don't know.













CHAPTER SIX









The dinner is wonderful. The food, the company, the environment, Sebastian. He checks on us after every course. Every time, he stares at me like he wants to toss me onto the table, and by the time he personally brings me a dessert that I didn't even order, I'm flattered by the attention. If I weren't already on a date, I could be interested. If I hadn't already met Lee, I would definitely be interested. But there's only one person who deserves my attention, and right now, I can see her face turning just a little pink when Sebastian slides his finger along the tablecloth so close that he could be touching me.

"Sebastian, love, maybe you could find your own girl? One who isn't on a date with me?"

"But the fun is in the pursuit, is it not?" he asks. "And when the prize is forbidden, that makes the pursuit all the more exciting."

He stares at me the whole time he speaks. I shift my gaze from him to Lee, not sure what I should say or do.

“You're going to get an exciting stiletto shoved up your forbidden little asshole if you don't leave her alone,” she says.

My eyes go wide. Sebastian turns toward her, and they stare at each other. I'm trying to think of some way to break the ice when they both erupt into laughter. Every person in the restaurant looks at our table.

"That was very good, Lee," Sebastian says. "Do you mind if I steal that?"

"I am pretty proud of it. Use it all you want. Threats like that are meant to be shared."

"Very good... very good. If you ladies will excuse me, I truly will leave you alone this time, so you two may enjoy each other as much as you enjoy this cake. And Jasmine—so stunning—it was truly a pleasure to meet you. I hope to see you again." He lifts my hand and kisses the back of it. I sit still and hold my breath. I have no idea what the proper response is. I just know that all the other diners saw everything, and the heat from their stares is burning a hole into me.

I try to enjoy the cake. I try to enjoy the rest of the evening with Lee, but I can't. Even though I know no one is looking at us anymore, I still feel like they are. Every time I lower my head, I feel them turn toward me. Every time I gaze at Lee instead of sweeping the room, they face me. Every clatter of forks and every soft murmur is about me.

"Jas, don't let him get to you. He's harmless. I promise he didn't mean anything by it. Well, if I weren't here with you, he would have."

I don't want to tell her that it's not him. I don't want her to think I'm a coward or that I'm paranoid. "Do you mind if I leave? I'm getting tired. I promise I'll bring your dress back to you later this week."

Lee's face grows long, but she nods her head. "You can keep the dress. I want you to have it. It's gorgeous on you. Promise me you won't wait a week to call me this time?"

"I promise."
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  *



The next morning, I call in sick. There's no way I can work. I didn't sleep at all. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw them and heard them. Everyone in the room laughing and pointing at me. And Lee just sat across from me, smiling and telling me that everything was fine. But it wasn’t. Not for me.

No one would ever look at her and think that she started life as a boy. No one would ever wonder what she has between her legs. But it's not the same for me. Everyone can see what I really am. They all know exactly what I'm hiding under my dress. And no amount of makeup or wigs will ever cover that up. But Lee will never understand. She doesn't know what it's like for people like me who are too masculine to pass as a woman. She'll never understand the torment I felt when everyone was staring. And she'll always want me to go out with her. And I'll wish I could. Maybe I would even try. But each time would be hell for me.



Me: Writing this is one of the hardest things I've ever done, but I know it's the right decision for both of us. I can't see you again. You're exactly what I want, but I'll never be who you expect me to be. It's best to end this now, before either of us gets too involved. You're beautiful and smart and funny, and I have no doubt that you'll find someone who can make you happy in ways I can't. I know I'll never find anyone who can compare to you, but I have to do this. I'm so sorry Lee. I wish I could be the person you need, but I can't.





As soon as I press send, I block her number. She'll try to talk me out of this, and I'm weak enough to let her. I drop the phone and collapse onto my bed. Tears are pouring from my eyes. But I know this is for the best. I pull the blanket over my head. Even my bedroom is too big for me right now.
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  *



I call off work the rest of the week. I can't go for thirty minutes without crying. There's no way I could go through an entire workday. Everything reminds me of her. When I walk around my kitchen island, I think of hers. When I wash my hands, I think of how much better her soap smells. When I lie in my bed, I remember lying in hers while she sucked my dick. Even when I sleep, I dream of her. I know this will pass eventually, but I don't know how long I can take it. I want to look out onto the street and not imagine that I see her walking on the sidewalk. I want to stop looking into passing cars and wondering if she's in one of them. I want to text her and tell her it was all a mistake. But I can't.

All I can do is take short naps—hopefully too short to dream—but I can't even do that now. Just as I close my eyes, someone bangs on my front door. Is it her? What will I do if it is?

"Jacob, you butt, open this door! I know you're in there."

It's Alexis.

I don't say anything as I open the door. I barely even take a step back before she barges in. She's just wearing jeans with a red wool coat. Her hair is pulled back in a ponytail. Simple but pretty. I sigh and shut the door.

She stops in the middle of the entrance and faces me with her hands on her hips. "What the heck is wrong with you?"

"Good to see you too, Sis." I walk around her and plop down on the couch. I wish I hadn’t bought such a firm couch so I could sink into it.

"Well?"

I run a hand through my hair. I should be a good host and a good brother. I should tell her to sit down. Get her a drink. Ask her how she is. I don't do any of that. “This isn't a good time,” I say.

She looks around, and I can tell she notices all the clothes and food wrappers strewn wherever I’ve dropped them. Then she looks at me, and her face softens for just a second. I'm wearing the same sweatpants and t-shirt I've worn for the last 48 hours, and I haven't showered or shaved all week. I think maybe she'll feel sorry for me and leave me alone. But her face hardens again, and she groans.

"Jacob..."

"Lex."

"Lee is miserable." Alexis sits on the chair directly across from me. “Sean says he's never seen her like this. The only time she talks to anyone is to snap at them. She wouldn't even go on stage last night.”

I look around. Does it seem like I'm doing any better? "It would have been worse if I didn't do it now."

"But why did you do it? You two are both head over heels for each other. Anyone could see that."

I bury myself in a blanket. I don't want to look at her, and I don't want her to look at me. "She thinks I'm someone I'm not. She'll forget all about me, eventually." I wish I could say I would too.

"Is this about the other night? At the restaurant?"

I'm lightheaded, and it feels like I can't get enough air under the blanket. She knows? I can't ever look at her again. Not now.

"Jacob, it's okay. You should know I’ll never judge you about that. If anyone understands, it's me. And Lee. We've been through it." She waits for me to say something, but I don't. "Should I call you something other than Jacob? Should I start calling you my little sister now? I have always wanted a sister."

"No." My throat tightens around the word, and I have to force myself to swallow before I can say more. "I'm not like you. You don't understand. Lee doesn't either."

"It's okay." Her voice is quiet. Like a mother talking to an upset child. "It's nothing to be ashamed of."

"I'm not!" Then why am I hiding beneath this blanket? Why can I feel the heat in my ears and cheeks? "You're a woman. I'm not. I just like to... I don't even fucking know."

"You just like to dress up sometimes? Sometimes you feel a little more like a woman than a man?"

Yes, but there's no way I'm going to admit that to her. I can't. I'm too... Fuck, I am so ashamed of this that I can't even tell my transgender sister?

"It's okay to be that way too,” she says. “You don't have to be a boy all the time or a girl all the time. Or you can even be a boy who likes feeling pretty sometimes. Who cares? You can't listen to all that crap in your brain. Maybe I don't know exactly the way you feel, but I know about that voice in your head. That voice is pure evil. You can never ever listen to it."

I wish I could tell it to go fuck itself, but that's too hard sometimes. I sniffle and wipe away a tear that's just starting to overflow my eye, and I pull the blanket down. Alexis's lips are curled up just a little, and all the anger that masked her face is gone now. "I'm not just doing this because of you."

She chuckles.

"I mean it. I'm not copying you or trying to be like you. Although I wish I could be like you. You have everything figured out. I don't have anything figured out."

"Ha! I don't know anything. I just bounce through each day because that's all anyone can do."

"But that still doesn't change anything with Lee. I'm not who she wants."

“You're the smart one in our family. How do you not see this? Lee likes you. A lot. You. She knows exactly who you are. She knows—”

“She thinks I'm a trans woman like her or like you. She doesn't want—”

“Jacob, she's straight. She knows you're not a woman or she wouldn't be this heartbroken. I'm the one who thought... I assumed because I'm like this that maybe you are too. But you're not. And that's okay. But Lee knows.”

I chew on my lip and watch her. She's kneading her hands in front of her chest like she's nervous. Or afraid of what I'm going to say.

"How bad is she?" I ask.

"She's really bad. Why don't you call her?"

I shake my head. I can't. We both need this clean break. It's killing us now, but it's better than a messy separation dragging on for months. I know all about messy separations. It's the only kind I've ever had, and I don't want that for Lee.

"What if you come down to the club tonight?" she asks. "You don't even have to tell her. Just go. She'll be there whether or not she performs. See how she is and then tell me that you think this is best for her."













CHAPTER SEVEN









My heartbeats feel like explosions in my chest. Each one so loud it rattles my body. But I have to do this. I pull open the door and walk inside. It's noisy. Someone must be performing, and I can hear the crowd roaring. I close my eyes and take a couple deep breaths to calm myself. It doesn't work. My hand shakes as I pay the cover to get into the club. The man working the door just smiles at me though, as he wraps the wristband around my arm. Then I push into the main bar.

It's even louder in here. I wince at the noise and look around. Sean is working behind the bar, but I don't see Alexis or Lee. With everyone crowded around the stage, there are a few empty tables. I take one toward the back of the room, in the corner, so I can watch everyone, and so no one can watch me.

I smooth the dress under me as I sit. And as soon as I do, I cross my legs. The stockings swish against each other, and my dick begs to be let free. But not tonight. I look around again. I don't see Lee, but I do see Alexis now. It looks like she's staring right at me, but there's no recognition on her face. So I wave at her. I almost laugh as I watch her face scrunch up while she studies me and then her eyes grow wider than I ever thought possible.

She sets the last of her drinks at a table and pockets the tips the men give her. Then she fights her way through the crowd to get to me. "Jacob? You're so pretty! Up. Give me a hug."

I stand, and she slides her arms around me and squeezes.

"I'm so proud of you for doing this! What should I call you? You obviously aren't a Jacob tonight."

"Jasmine."

“Like the—”

I blush. "Yes, as in that Jasmine."

"I knew you watched that movie way more than any straight boy would. I knew it!"

I toss my hands up as she chuckles. "So is Lee here tonight?"

"Did you do your own makeup? Ugh, you're better at it than I am. Never mind. She's sorta here."

I lean in to make sure I heard her right. "Sorta here?"

She nods her head. "Just keep watching. You'll see. I have to get back. You want anything? It's on the house for my cute little sister."

I laugh. Now I know she's just saying it to boost my confidence. "Just a water? No alcohol for me tonight."

She disappears and is back within a couple minutes. She sets the water in front of me and then leans into my ear. "Lee is scheduled to go on right after this girl. If she goes out there. She refused last night."

I nod. I can't say anything. If I do, I'm going to cry, and I've already done too much of that this week. The thought of hurting Lee makes me sick. I can't even sip the water in front of me.

Alexis rubs my shoulder, and I miss the days before I fucked everything up. We were so close, and then I let fear drive me away from her. "I love you, Little Sis," she says. The look she gives me lets me know that she understands I can't speak right now. She heads back to the bar and leaves me alone at the table.

I watch the woman on stage perform. It's still early, so I wonder if she's a newer girl. She doesn't move with the confidence of the more experienced drag queens. But it's more confidence than I'll ever have. I'm sitting in the back corner of an LGBTQ club, and I’m still terrified to be dressed like this. There's no way I could ever go on stage.

She finishes her act, and the crowd applauds politely and then starts to quiet. My breathing gets louder until I can hear it over them. Shouldn't she be out here by now? I don't notice doing it, but I grip my hands like I'm praying and hold them in front of my face. And I guess I am praying that she's really okay. That Alexis is exaggerating. But I know she doesn't do that.

A woman walks onto the stage, and at first I assume she's a worker. She's wearing jeans, sneakers, and a plaid flannel top that's so big it looks like something she stole from her husband's closet. Her hair is pulled into a bun, but most of it is falling out. When she walks to the microphone stand and stops, I realize that it's Lee, and I collapse down into my chair. She looks even worse than I imagined.

The crowd cheers. Their applause is hesitant, but it's not as hesitant as Lee. She rests her hand on top of the microphone, but she stares at her feet. She does it so long that the audience grows louder. They assume she's doing this for the cheers. When she finally looks up, there's a sparkle in her eyes. Tears. She’s crying on the stage. I fight back my own as she takes the microphone, and the music plays.

Oh no, Lee.

I know the song just after the first few notes, but she can't be doing this one, can she? One of the saddest breakup songs ever? One that made me cry as a teenage boy, so I don't want to know what it will do to me now. But I guess I'm about to find out.

She's standing in the middle of the stage, looking out at the audience, but I'm sure she's not seeing any of them. Her face is blank. She's not wearing makeup, but her eyes and nose are so red that it looks like she is. She sings quietly, and the noise from the audience lowers as quickly as it rose.

Her voice is perfect for this song. Even when she's not trying. Even when she's broken. If this were somewhere else, I would be in awe of her voice. But all I can think now is how sorry I am for her. Another woman that I've crushed because I'm a coward.

When she gets to the chorus, the music swells, but she doesn't. She's still quiet and lifeless, and the people in the audience are starting to look at each other. I’m sure they expect that this is the setup for something. They probably assume that she's going to rip the flannel off. She'll have a revealing outfit underneath, and a new song will cut into this one. One that will have them all screaming and dancing. But I know that's not coming.

I want to crawl under the table. I want to disappear from everyone forever. But I stand up. I don't know what makes me do it, but I walk toward the stage. Everything is in slow motion. Each step takes forever. People turn to look at me as I pass by, but I barely notice them.

When I'm at the side of the stage, I press my body into it. The lip digs into my stomach. She's not looking at me, and I do everything I can to will her to notice me. She just has to make eye contact with me. To know that I'm here. But she's not looking at anything now.

"Lee!" I scream as loudly as I can, but she doesn't look. I don't know if she even heard me. She just keeps singing. Her voice is so soft now that I can barely hear it over the music.

Fuck.

I blow out a breath, and before I have time to talk myself out of it, I push myself up onto the stage. This dress is way too short for this, and I know the entire club can see my panties and maybe even more. My heart is racing so fast that I'm sure it could burst any second. But I don't care.

I assume that Lee will notice me when I'm standing on the stage with her, but she doesn’t. Her eyes are fixed on the floor. But finally, she looks up. It could almost be funny how slowly she does it. It takes two lines for her eyes to move from my feet to my face. And she keeps singing the whole time. Until she recognizes me.

Her mouth falls open, and her arm sags. She mouths "Jasmine" as she drops the microphone. I try to smile, but I can't. I nod my head and put my arms around her. She's limp and doesn't hug me back.

"I'm so fucking sorry, Lee. Christ, I am so sorry."

"Why?" Her voice is weak, and if someone hadn't turned off the music, I don't think I would have been able to hear it.

I squeeze her tighter, and all I want right now is for her to put her arms back around me. But she doesn't. "Because of what I did. That was the biggest mistake of my life. I've been miserable all week."

I feel her shake. "No. Why are you here?"

"To tell you I was wrong. To tell you I want you back, if you'll—" The audience is cheering so loudly now that I can't even hear myself. They obviously think this is part of the performance. I find her hand and wrap mine around it. When she looks at me, I motion off-stage. She nods, and we walk behind the curtain. The crowd noise is shaking the entire building now, and I hope they know something I don't.

As soon as the crowd can no longer see us, Lee comes to life. It’s like a dormant volcano suddenly spewing lava. She flicks her hand down and out of my grip. "Jas, what the hell was that?"

I look down at the black wood floor. "I fucked up. I was wrong."

"Yeah, you absolutely fucked up." She stomps away, and her shoulders shake with each step. "Did you even care what you did to me?"

"I thought it was best for you." My voice is weak, and hearing it out loud makes me realize how foolish I was. She's standing against the wall now, and I walk closer to her.

“Oh, well thank you. You're my hero for protecting little old me. I thought we had something. You were the only person I've ever thought I saw a future with, and then... that. A goddamned text, Jasmine! I thought I maybe even lo—”

"Don't say that." I put my hands on her arms. She jerks a little, but she doesn't pull away.

"Why shouldn't I say it, Jas? Are you afraid of that, too?" Her breath is warm against my cheek as she spits the words at me.

"Yes." That word petrifies me. “I've fucked up with everyone I've ever loved, so don't say that. I can’t—”

She laughs. "What? You're afraid you'll fuck this up too if I say it? Guess what? It's too late for that. So I can say it all I want now. I thought I loved you."

Hearing that word makes me lose control, and I lean forward and press my lips to hers. She twists her head away, and I lean my face against her. My nose pushes into her cheek. "Damn it, Lee."

She blows out a breath. "I love you."

I nuzzle my mouth into her neck. She's so warm against me. I kiss my way around the front and to the other side, and I take her earlobe in my mouth and pinch it between my teeth.

"I love you." Her words are just breaths now.

I slide my hands under her shirt and up to her breasts. She moans as I cup them. My thumbs press against her pebbled nipples, and I circle around them. She turns to face me, and I kiss her again. She opens for me this time. I slide my tongue inside her mouth. Every emotion I felt in the last week is pouring out of me.

She twists her fist into the back of my hair and pulls my head back, pulling my lips from hers, exposing my neck. She runs her tongue down my chin. To my neck. To the center of my chest, to the top of the dress. "I love you."

I roll my head to the side. "I love you too." She sucks the skin of my chest so hard I know there will be a mark. But I don't care.

"Come with me." She takes my hand and pulls me along before I even process what she just said. She leads me down a hallway. We stop outside a locked door, and I wrap my arms around her from behind while she punches in a code on the lock pad. When I slide a hand up to her breasts again, she swats it through her shirt. "Quit distracting me."

The lock beeps, and she pushes the door open. Sean is sitting behind a desk in the room, and as soon as I see him, I drop my arms from Lee and stand straight up. I hide behind her as much as I can.

"Outta here. I need the office."

“I'm busy,” he says.

Lee snatches the papers out of his hand and tosses them against the far wall. "Now you're not. So get out. I need the office."

Sean looks from Lee to me. “Oh. Is this the asshole—”

"Sean," Lee interrupts him, “in ten seconds I'm not going to be able to keep my hands off Jasmine's body. So unless you want to watch your sister fuck the living hell out of the person she loves, you had better leave right now.”

"Jesus, Lee."

"You're down to eight seconds."

Sean stands up and gathers what he can. "Give me time to get out of here, at least."

But she doesn't. She pushes me to the couch. I fall backward onto it, and she lifts up my dress. Her fingers find the waistband of my panties, and she slithers them down my hips and thighs. I look up to see if Sean is still here. I see the door close. And we're alone.

"I meant what I told him." Lee pulls the panties from my ankles and tosses them onto the desk. "I'm going to fuck the hell out of you."

She stands and slides her jeans off. Then her panties. And I finally see it. Her cock. It's huge, and my mouth starts to water just from looking at it. I want to lick it. I want to taste it. But she walks over to the desk, opens the top right drawer, and pulls out a small foil package.

"Do you want this?"

I bite my lip as I stare at it, bouncing as she walks back to me. "Mmm-hmm." In this moment, I don't think there's anything I want more.

"You know what you did tonight, don't you?" She tears open the foil and slides the condom down her cock. I can't help myself, I reach out to touch it. Just the tip of a finger at first. Then I wrap my hand around it. It doesn't go all the way around. "You went up on that stage out there. In front of all those people."

I freeze. I don't even breathe. Some tiny part of me knew I did that, but I blocked it out until now.

"As Jasmine."

Oh my God.

"I'm so proud of you. And you did that for me. Even if we wouldn't have been in this mess if you hadn't screwed up. You did that for me." She climbs onto the couch. Her knees are between my legs, and she reaches down to my already hard dick and slides her hand up and down its length. "So proud of you."

I lift my hips for her, and she pulls up both my legs and pushes them back toward my head. Her hands glide down the stocking-covered skin as she does. But then she presses against me. Her cock against my asshole, and I moan.

"I think you like that."

"Very much." I can barely talk.

"How about this?" She doesn't wait. She just presses into me. My hole expands to take her, but her cock stretches it further and further. I don't know how much more I can take.

"You're too big." I'm worried that she's going to tear something.

She stops, and I relax. "You're perfect," she says. "So tight for me. Are you ready to take the rest?"

"The rest?" She slides further into me, and oh my God. This isn't my first time, but I've never felt this before. My hole and even my insides feel like they're stretched to their limits.

"I'll be gentle." She pulls out slowly, but now there's just an ache where she was. A giant void inside me that I need her to fill. When she slips back into me, I purr.

“My girl likes that,” she says.

I nod my head. No one has ever called me their girl during sex. My cock gets so hard that it hurts. I slide a hand down to it, and rub around its swollen and sensitive tip. Lee must see me, because she starts pumping faster. Either the lube or her condom or something in the office smells like coconut. And the more she pumps into me, the more I can smell it. I try to inhale, but my body sliding up and down along the couch makes it impossible to take anything other than shallow breaths. And in just a few seconds, I forget all about the smell.

I close my eyes, and she's driving into me so hard and so fast now that I'm sure I'll come any second. I work my hand around my cock and pump it faster and faster. Then I feel it building inside me. With every thrust from her cock, it grows out and fills more of me. Steady. This isn't the sudden tense and release that I'm used to.

"Fuck."

"Hold it for me." She pants. "Just a little bit more."

I try to clamp down on the surge building inside me. To at least delay it. But it builds and builds. And she thrusts. And my hand slides to my tip. And it all overwhelms me. And I scream her name over and over as my cock spurts its warm, sticky fluid onto my chest.

Then I hear her breath. Two staccato inhales followed by nothing. Then her cock tenses, and I slam my hips into her as much as I can. Matching her strokes. She's moaning now. It almost sounds like she's crying out. I reach for her, but I can't find her in my haze. But then she collapses on me and sucks in a deep breath. She slips out of me, and I wrap my legs around her. Holding her in place. I'm never going to let her go.













EPILOGUE









"Jasmine? Oh my God, you came as Jasmine? Girl, I'm so proud of you!" Alexis practically runs up to hug me as I walk through the door.

Not long ago, I thought I could never be close to her again. I thought I had ruined even the smallest chance of ever rebuilding what we had. But she made that first step when no one in the world would have blamed her for walking away. Sean even tried to talk her out of it. But she didn't listen.

I understand now that we can never rebuild what we had before, but we're making something else. Something different. It's not built on a foundation of brotherhood anymore. Now, it's friends first and siblings second. It feels strange that way sometimes, but this is the closest we've been since we were kids.

"You look good," Sean says. He’s looking at both me and Lee, so I can't tell which one of us he's talking to.

We're wearing matching dresses. Lee loves doing that, and as much as I feel like a dork when we do, I think it's kind of sweet too. They’re springtime green sleeveless v-necks that flare at our hips and drop to just above our knees. We're both wearing white sandals with four-inch heels. I've been practicing, but I'm still a little nervous about these.

"Everything is ready, so we can all go to the dining room."

"Sean! We haven't even had a chance to say hello to them yet." Alexis has her hands on her hips and is shaking her head.

“We see them all the time. And I said they look good. Now, I'll bring out the lamb.”

"He's just hungry." Lee says. "He gets cranky when he's hungry."

"As opposed to?" Alexis laughs.

"Well, he's also cranky when he's full. And when he's thirsty. And when he's not thirsty. But when he's asleep, he's an angel."

Alexis leans toward us. "I don't know if he's an angel, but he's definitely something in the bedroom." She winks, and I cover my mouth. I really do not need to hear abut my sister's sex life. At least not without warning.

The three of us walk to the dining room and sit around the table. Most of the side dishes are already there. I look at the pie in the exact center of the table. "Is that sweet potato? Who has sweet potato pie for Easter?"

Alexis smiles at Lee like they're sharing an inside joke. "We do. I baked it myself."

Sean comes out carrying the lamb before I can ask one of them to explain. He sets it at the end of the table. The ribs are Frenched, and the roast is shaped into a perfect circle on the cutting board. There are torn mint leaves scattered around it.

"He worked all day on this, and he's very proud of it." Alexis beams at Sean, and he just shrugs as he makes the first cut. I love seeing her so happy. Especially after everything she's been through.

"So," Alexis turns to me, "does this mean you'll be bringing Jasmine out more often? Maybe in public?"

I know from the smile on her face that she's hoping my answer will be yes. She understands there are some days I feel like Jacob and other days I feel like Jasmine. And there are some days I just feel lazy. Jacob is the default on those days because it's so much easier to be lazy as a man than as a woman. But she's always pushing for more time with Jasmine. She wants me to be the sister she always wished she could have. And I am. But I'm also still her little brother.

"Oh, she has been." Lee answers. "We've been practicing to get ready for our honeymoon."

Sean's face goes white, and the knife clunks out of his hand onto the cutting board. He looks like a ghost just gave him an enema.

Alexis squeals and rushes around the table, throwing her arms around me and Lee. "I'm so happy! But why didn't you tell me, you butt!" She punches my shoulder. "Where's the ring? Do you both have rings? When is the wedding?"

"Whoa, Lex. Slow down and breathe." I laugh. "There's no wedding. We're not even engaged. So no rings either." I hold out my hand so she can see.

“We’re not sure we want to get married," Lee says. "Plus, we would just end up fighting over whose dress was prettier or whose makeup was better. So we decided to skip all that and go right to the good part. The honeymoon.”

I look up at Sean. He has the knife in his hand again and is cutting another slice of meat. He looks much more relaxed than he did just a minute ago.

“Oh.” Alexis moves back to her seat, her head hanging a little. “So, where are you going, and are you going as Jacob or Jasmine?”

"Europe. We both want to see at least one real-life castle. And I'll be both. Just like I am here. Whatever mood I'm in that day."

Alexis stares at me. The smile is back on her face. “I’m so proud of you, Sis.”

Lee kisses me on the cheek. "I am too," she whispers. "And I'll show you just how proud I am when we get home."
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"You're mine, girl. And I'll do whatever I want with you. Do you understand?"



 


I’ve loved him since I first saw him, but I thought he could never love someone like me. That all changed when he invited me to the club, and I saw the kind of girl he’s attracted to.



 


Now I’m sitting in my car wearing a dress and makeup. My entire body shakes as he comes closer. And when he sees me, we both freeze.



 


We’re each about to experience a side of the other that we’ve never seen. Years of friendship haven’t prepared us for this. Is either of us ready for what comes next?
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This BUNDLE contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls Series.



 


One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...



 


It all started with a request — no, an order. “You’re going to work for me.” They never knew it would lead to so much more. They never knew giving up control would change their lives forever. They never knew how much they would love it.
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BECOMING ALEXIS

I want to show Sean my secret. I want him to see the real me. But what if everything changes once he does?

 

BEING SABRINA

After years of friendship, it’s time to show him my true self. We both freeze when he sees me. Is either of us ready for what comes next?

 

DISCOVERING SIERRA

Dancing on stage in front of a bunch of guys is one thing, but doing it while dressed like a girl and in heels? That’s totally different.

 

FINDING JASMINE

My heart races as she hands me a pair of black stockings. I’ve never let anyone see this side of me, but when she kisses me, I forget all my doubts.

 

FOREVER MADDIE

Matthew needs a new administrative assistant to replace the one he just fired. He doesn’t realize he’s the perfect woman for the job.

 

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

 

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

 

HOMECOMING

My wife wants a daughter. But we’ve tried everything. There’s just no way…

 

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

 

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

 

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

 

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

 

THE TROPHY CLINIC SERIES

It’s a clinic famous for turning ordinary women into hot trophy wives. But these men are about to find out that not every client started as a woman…
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ABOUT ME







I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.



 


Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.



 


https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Point your smartphone camera

at the QR code to open my signup page.
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