
        
            
                
            
        

    
Her New Daughter



A Steamy Feminization Romance



Kenzie McKay






Copyright © 2022 Kenzie McKay

All rights reserved

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

ISBN-13: 9781234567890
ISBN-10: 1477123456

Cover design by: Kenzie McKay
Library of Congress Control Number: 2018675309
Printed in the United States of America





Contents





Title Page

Copyright

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Want Free Stories?

The Trophy Clinic Series

The Girls Series

Injected Bundle

More By Kenzie McKay

About Me





Chapter 1






“What’s this? I’m not wearing this.” Julian looked at the bra his mother handed to him. It’s light blue with satin cups covered in lace the same color.

“Just trust me on this. You’ll feel more comfortable with it on. Put it on; you’ll see.”

“I’m a grown-ass adult man. I can’t wear a bra.”

“You’re an adult man who had to move in with his mom and who’s grown boobs. You need the support.” In more ways than one, she thought.

“They are definitely not boobs. Don’t call them that. They’re just… fatty lumps or something.”

“I’m not arguing. Quit being a baby and put it on. Then let me see.”

She walked away while he held the bra up. After looking at it, he slipped his arms through the straps and fastened it behind him. He adjusted himself in the cups and then looked in the mirror, turning left and right. It was surprisingly comfortable, and he liked the way it held his boobs. Satisfied, he pulled his shirt on and walked to the living room.

“Well?”

“Well what?”

“Let’s see the bra. What do you think?”

“Oh. I like it. It’s cute. Thanks.” He puffed his chest out a little.

“Does it fit? Let me see.”

“Yeah, it fits, and no. I’m not just going to show you my boobs.”

She noticed how he was suddenly calling them his boobs. “I’ll go tomorrow and buy you some more.”

“Fine. Whatever. Now flip it; the soccer game starts in a minute.”





Chapter 2



Cara couldn’t believe it when she got the call. Julian’s wife Ella had found him cheating on her. Again. This time, she kicked him out and filed for divorce. He told her he wouldn’t contest it. He knew it was his fault. Cara was disappointed he’d done this, and even more disappointed that she found out about it from her soon-to-be-ex daughter-in-law.

She called Julian, but he didn’t answer or return her texts. It was a week later when he finally called her. Not because he was ready to talk, but because he needed a place to stay. After Ella kicked him out, he moved in with his mistress. They thought they were in love and would be together forever, but she thought differently once she was with him all day, every day. Now, she told him he had to leave by Saturday. That’s when he finally came crawling to his mom.

Cara couldn’t turn him away, but she hoped it wouldn’t be like old times. Throughout school, he had been a handful. He thought he was more charming than he really was and, therefore, thought he could get away with more than he really could. He never realized she was the reason he didn’t get into more trouble. She’s the one who met the high school principal when he’d stuffed piece after piece of chewed bubblegum inside a girl’s flute. In his junior year of college, she’s the one who called his landlord to beg him not to evict her son. She never got back any of the extra security deposit she was forced to pay. The first time Ella found out Julian had cheated on her, it was Cara who convinced her to give him one more chance.

“I wish I’d had a daughter instead of a son.”

Cara muttered this under her breath so many times while Julian was growing up, and she did it again as she watched him carry his television into her house. She knew he had too much of his father in him. He was just as irresponsible and reckless as Julian, maybe more. And just like with Julian, Cara always cleaned up his messes. Until the day he left her. Julian was eight, and she already knew he was going to be trouble. In a way, it was a relief to only have one man to clean up after instead of two.

The next couple of weeks were exactly what Cara thought they would be. Julian was lazy and demanding, as always. He’d been unemployed over a month and didn’t even look for a job. Every time Cara would mention it, he would say he’s too heartbroken. He needed a little more time to heal. And each time, she accepted his excuse, even though she knew it was just an excuse.

Today, though, was the final straw. She came home from the grocery store, and he yelled at her because she forgot to buy his beer. She stayed calm at first and explained that, since she doesn’t drink, it had just slipped her mind. But when he demanded she go back to the store, she’d had it.

“I wish I’d had a daughter instead of a son.”

With each repetition of the phrase, the anger built inside her until the last wall crumbled. There is someone who could help me with this.

◆◆◆
She parked in front of the house. It’s a typical two-story suburban home—pale yellow siding, black shutters, and a red door. There’s a lawn sign promoting diversity and understanding, just like in front of many of the homes in this neighborhood. Cara walked up the three concrete steps and knocked on the door. She scheduled this appointment ahead, so she knew she was expected. But she wasn’t sure what to expect. In her imagination, the inside of the home would be dark. The fabrics and carpets would be black and dark maroon. The curtains would all be drawn, and the only light would come from 3 black candles in the center of a low, round table.

When Nirah opened the door, she smiled. She was wearing a bright yellow top and white shorts. She held the door open and motioned Cara to step inside.

“Cara! It’s so wonderful to see you again!” Her pink braids swayed as she hugged her old friend.

“You too. It’s been way too long.”

“It really has! Follow me. You can tell me more about your problems as we walk.”

Cara looked around. There was nothing black to be seen. Typical grey walls, grey and brown floors, plants, pictures of family. This was nothing like Nirah’s dorm room. She followed the woman downstairs, expecting that maybe things would be different there. But it was more of the same.

As they settled on opposite sides of a small walnut writing table, Cara told Nirah why she had driven the four hours to see her. She told her all about her troublesome son. The way he seemed to grow more irresponsible as he got older instead of growing more mature. She told her about his condescending attitude of entitlement. And she told her that she just couldn’t take any more—that she knew if Julian had been born a girl instead of a boy, she wouldn’t have these issues with him—and she came to the only person she knew who could help fix that problem.

Nirah leaned back in her chair and stared at the woman sitting across from her. “This is a very serious thing to ask. Very serious. You’re changing someone’s entire life. That’s not something you should just do on a whim.”

“Oh, this isn’t a whim. I’ve thought about it for years. Every time he does something stupid and I have to get him out of a new trouble he’s trapped in, I think about this. And I’m sure I’m right. I just know that he’s too much like his father. This would have never happened if he would have been born a girl… if he’d been my daughter.”

“You know I’d do anything for you Cara, but this is a lot. I can do it, but I really don’t think you should ask me to. It’s so drastic, and it may not even fix the problem. There’s a reason the old saying ‘be careful what you wish for’ has been around for centuries. If we do this, he’ll become the woman that he would have been if he’d been born a cisgender girl. I’ll have no control over what kind of woman that is.”

“I understand all that, and I really wouldn’t be here if I didn’t know in my heart that this will make his life so much better. You know how it is. A mother just knows. This is what he needs. And it is drastic, but I’m desperate. I’ve tried everything. This is the only thing that can help him.” She wiped a building tear away from her eye.

Cara had to make the witch understand. She’d thought about this for years, since Julian was caught trying to set the class cat on fire in fourth grade. Since then, she’s watched helplessly as her son’s life kept slipping further and further into bleakness. As she cleaned up mess after mess, she thought about this moment—about asking her old friend to do something so extreme that it should be unthinkable. But she was convinced that only something extreme could turn Julian’s life around now.

Nirah’s head dropped. “OK. I’ll do it. I just wanted to be sure you understood. Did you bring the money?”

Cara pulled an envelope from her purse. Ten thousand dollars. Nirah told her that a complicated and powerful spell like this would normally cost at least fifty thousand. She couldn’t do it for free, but she was giving as much of a discount as she could. A witch had to earn a living.

Nirah took the envelope without looking inside. “And then I’ll need several strands of his hair, his favorite childhood toy, and… a sample of his semen. I’m not sure how you’ll be able to get that.”

“That won’t be a problem. He leaves his filthy wadded tissues all over his room, like I don’t know what they are. I don’t know how anyone can have the sex drive that he does.”

“I can perform the incantations once I receive those. You can just mail them to me. That will be easier than driving all this way again. And I wouldn’t be comfortable if I didn’t ask one more time: Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I have never been more sure of anything in my life.”

Nirah sighed as Cara answered.





Chapter 3



Every morning now, as soon as Julian dried off from his shower, he pulled on his boxers and a bra. No matter what he was doing that day, he felt naked unless he had a bra on. And he had a large collection—blacks, whites, nudes, blues, pinks—satin cups, lace cups, even a couple with cotton cups. But why would he wear something made of boring cotton when he had so many other pretty choices?

He noticed his mom had been acting differently recently. Before, she always seemed annoyed with him. She was always in a bad mood for some reason. But now that lifted. Now, he sometimes caught her looking at him with a smile wide across her face. When she’d notice that he saw her, she’d look away, and the smile would fade. He wondered what was going on with her. Whatever it was, she kept buying him things, so he didn’t mind.

“What’s this?” He looked at the shopping bag she just dropped into his lap.

“I thought of you while I was at the mall today. They had a display with the cutest purple bra. I thought you might like it.”

Julian practically ripped the bag apart as he opened it. “Ooh, I don’t have a purple one yet! What’s the other stuff here, though?”

“Oh. There was a sale on panties too, so I got you a few. Just to try. To see if you like them.”

“Seriously? I can’t wear panties. Those are for women. That was stupid.”

“I know. I don’t know what I was thinking. I just thought maybe they would match some of your bras. That would be cute, maybe, to match them.”

“Yeah. I guess. Maybe… But I still can’t do that.”

“No. I just wasn’t thinking. But maybe you could try on at least one pair to see what you think. Just to see. Before I take them back.”

“I suppose I could while they’re here. I need to try on the bra anyway.”

Julian took the bag into his room. With the door closed, he stripped off all his clothes and took the purple bra from the bag. This is really pretty. I hope it fits. When he slipped it over his breasts, he smiled. It fit perfectly and looked even prettier than he thought it would.

He reached into the bag and pulled out the pair of panties that match the bra. They’re the same purple satin material, but these have cream-colored lace panels on the sides. These are pretty too. He found the front and held them out so he could step into them. A wave of electricity flowed up his legs as he pulled the panties up. The higher he went, the more he could feel the tingling. When he had them around his waist and had his boy parts tucked safely inside the smooth fabric, he looked in the mirror and fell in love. This set is gorgeous! I can’t believe Mom wanted to take these back. No way! He knew they needed washed, but he didn’t care. He pulled his clothes over them and walked back to the living room, where Cara was waiting for him.

“Well?”

“The bra is a perfect fit. I’ve got it on now.” He spun a little so she could see from the sides. “I only tried on one pair of panties, but they fit too. I’ll try the others on later and then get them all thrown in the hamper so you can wash them.”

“So, you’re keeping them?”

“If they fit, yeah, but they all look like they will. Thanks for getting them. I needed new underwear. All mine are… just so blah.”

“You’re welcome. So, you like them? Like how they look and feel?”

He looked at her. “Um, yeah. Why?”

“Oh. I was just making sure. You know, you really should think about shaving your legs someday. I know how you like the smooth panties and bras. I bet you’d love smooth legs, too.”

He squinted just a little. “Yeah, I might try that tomorrow when I shower. That could be a good idea.”

◆◆◆
Cara couldn’t believe it. She looked across the room to her son standing proudly with his breasts encased in silky material and now wearing matching panties and agreeing to shave his legs, too. As much as she tried to contain it, she had to smile. It was like finally seeing the sunshine after a week of flooding rains. From the corner of her eye, she saw Julian looking at her strangely, but she didn’t care. Every once in a while, he would look at her like that when she was smiling. No doubt he was wondering what had made her so happy. The poor boy had no clue.

Just the other day, she was talking to him about dinner when she noticed his voice. It was so much higher pitched and brighter than usual.

“Your voice is really pretty today.”

“My voice?”

“Yeah. I like it.”

“Uh… good. It’s the same voice I’ve had since I was a teenager, so I’m glad you like it.”

Like with everything else, she couldn’t believe that he hadn’t noticed. He just accepted it as natural, the way things had always been. The same way he accepted that his breasts were a natural part of him that he’d always had. She wondered how powerful the spell was. Was she the only one who could remember the real past? Was everyone else just as blinded as Julian was? Her thoughts were interrupted by Julian’s singing. He was doing a pitch perfect rendition of a pop song by a female artist. Cara felt like she would explode from the thrill.

One Friday night, she and Julian watched television—one of his shows, of course, just like always, whether or not she liked it—and a commercial gave her an idea. It was just a standard advertisement for a chain restaurant. In it, a mother and her daughter ate at the restaurant once a week to catch up with each other. Cara stared at the television. She wanted a relationship like that, but… could it work? Was it pushing things too far too soon?

“What are you doing tomorrow?”

“Me?”

“Yeah.” Like there could have been someone else she was talking to. “Do you have anything planned?”

“No. Why? America’s Next Best Good Boy: Dog Slalom is on at 4. I’ll watch that, but that’s it.”

“Then how about you and I go out for lunch tomorrow? My treat.”

“Yeah sure. Like, you mean you go get carryout and bring it back here? We could do that.”

“No. I mean a real sit-down meal at a restaurant.”

“Oh. For real? I’d rather just get it and bring it back here. It’s easier. You don’t have to get all dressed up then.”

When you live your life in old T-shirts and shorts, putting on anything else counts as getting dressed up. “Nothing fancy. Maybe that place with the free breadsticks. I just saw them on TV, and it looked good. You like them.”

“Yeah. They’re pretty good.”

“Good. Let’s plan on doing that, then.”

“I’ve lost so much weight, though. I don’t know if I have anything to wear.”

Just the way his newly feminine voice almost whined the words made Cara’s heart skip a beat. “I’ll figure something out for you. You know I always take care of you.”

The next morning, Cara pulled nearly everything she owned out of her closet at one point or another. Julian was the same size as her now, so he could wear one of her outfits. But which one? It couldn’t be anything too feminine. She knew that would scare him off right away. But she wanted it to be something that unmistakably belonged on a woman. What was the point of pushing him if she didn’t force him to make any progress? Finally, she found just the outfit and waited for him to get up.

It was almost noon when she heard him slip into the bathroom. “Hey, I dug through some old clothes today and found an outfit that should fit you.”

“OK.”

“Wear a nude bra and panties today.”

“OK.”

When he walked out of his bedroom just wearing his bra and panties, she thought she was going to faint. She didn’t know he was so comfortable in his new body that he would just walk out in his underwear like that. Try as she did to avoid it, her gaze was eventually drawn between his legs. She could still tell there was something a little extra there, but it wasn’t much, and it would be easily hidden behind his clothes. She wanted to ask if he was somehow tucking things away or if his front was already becoming that smooth on its own, but she didn’t dare.

“So here it is.” She hands him a pair of white shorts and a black and white striped V-neck shirt. She kept her fingers crossed that he wouldn’t object to it.

“Where did you find this?”

“Just digging through some old things and came across it.”

“Where was it? I don’t remember ever wearing this.”

She ignored his question. “I washed it up for you. Try it on, so we know if it fits.”

He took the clothes and pulled them on in front of her. The old Julian would have never done this. From the age of five, he would never let her see him in just his underwear. He would always dress alone in his room and come out when he was ready. Cara’s heart beat faster. This was the first personality change that she noticed.

When he had the shorts and top on, he looked every bit a woman. His hair was still too short, and his face was too plain, especially without makeup. But if he had longer hair, makeup, and jewelry on, even she would have never guessed that he was secretly a man.

“So, how does it look?”

He’s actually asking her opinion about it? “It looks good. It fits great. Go look.”

He walked into his bedroom, no doubt to look at himself in the full-length mirror there. When he didn’t come right back out, her stomach sank. He must not like it. What if even this is too much?

“It does look good.” He called out to her. “I like it. But I can’t find any shoes to wear with it.”

He was looking for shoes to go with his first woman’s outfit? Cara wanted to cry, but she knew she couldn’t. “Hold on. I might have that taken care of, too.”

She had desperately wanted to try getting him to wear a pair of saddle-colored wedge sandals today. It broke her heart to put them back into her closet, but she knew that would be too far for him. She couldn’t wait for the day when she and her daughter would be able to fully share clothes with no concerns at all. Today, though, she just had a simple pair of black canvas shoes for him to wear. Unisex, but the low profile and the size eight marked them as women’s shoes. As she carried them to his room, she wondered if these would even fit. She had assumed since her clothes would fit him now, that her shoes would too. She hadn’t stopped to actually look at his feet though.

She needed have worried. He took the shoes from her without a word and slipped them on. They fit perfectly. He was the absolute image of a casual young woman running her weekend errands. Cara could not have been more excited.





Chapter 4



Julian couldn’t explain it, but just that simple trip to a restaurant with his mother opened up a whole new world to him. Before then, he dreaded leaving the house and tried to never do it. But there was something freeing about being out that day. Something he had never felt before, but something that exhilarated him. Now it wasn’t unusual for him to go out four or five times each week.

For the first couple of trips, he had to raid his mom’s closet for clothes. They were the same size even down to the shoes, and he really had nothing in his closet to fit him. The more he left the house, though, the more that changed. He accumulated things each time he went out. First, just some shorts and shirts. Then shoes. Then a few earrings and necklaces. Today he was wearing a skirt that he had just bought two days ago. He didn’t realize it, but this was the first time in his life—his male life—that he had worn a skirt. It was a golden yellow maxi skirt with white magnolia flowers printed on it, and he was wearing it with a white cotton eyelet crop top and saddle-colored cork sandals with a three-inch wedge heel. He had found the shoes buried in the back of his mom’s closet, and as soon as he saw them, he knew he had to wear them.

He wanted to look good today because he had an appointment at a nail salon. This was his first manicure and pedicure, and he wanted to look pretty. He was so excited that he checked in almost twenty minutes early. Luckily, there was a chair available, so the woman working the counter walked him back to it.

With his feet out of his sandals, he slipped them into the tub of jetted warm water in front of the chair. He leaned back in the chair and toyed with the message settings while he waited for the manicurist. He decided he could very easily get used to this, and he started to think of ways that he could afford to do this at least once a month. Too soon, there was a woman bent over Julian’s feet. Her accent was so thick, he had trouble understanding her. But she was very friendly, so they eventually worked out a system of smiles and nods that they both understood.

With his toenails shaped and painted a pale metallic blue, the woman led him to the table where she would do his manicure. He had already told her what he wanted—gel extensions going nearly half an inch past the tips of his fingers. He wanted something dramatic. Continuing the dramatic look, he picked out a bright, almost florescent pink nail color. For some reason, he liked the color pink much more than he used to.

Once the manicurist began applying the color to his nails, the woman at the table next to them leaned over to get a closer look.

“Ooh. I love that color. Sexy!”

“Thanks!”

“I’m Paige by the way.” The small brunette smiled at Julian.

“Good to meet you. I’m Jillian.” It was just a slip up at first—Jillian had somehow mispronounced her own name—but as soon as the name left her lips, it felt right. She wondered why it sounded weird to her even for just a second? Why would her name sounds strange to her?

The two girls spent the rest of the time in the nail salon chatting. Paige was having some friends over that weekend for a moving party. Her old apartment would be empty except for a stereo and whatever food and alcohol people brought. It was one final farewell to the place where she had lived for two years, but more importantly, it was one last chance to piss off the neighbors who she had hated for almost two years. Jillian thought it sounded like fun and promised that she would be there. Before leaving the salon, the two exchanged numbers.

On Saturday, Jillian started getting ready at five o’clock. As she looked in the mirror, she told herself that she had to get a hair appointment soon. For some reason, her hair had been so wild and shaggy looking recently. Before she could try to work a miracle with that, though, she pulled out her makeup bag. She went shopping yesterday just for this.

After foundation and concealer—she really needed to start sleeping better—came the fun part. She lined her crease with a deep blood red shadow and then blended that into a pink on the rest of her eyelids. Over that, she brushed a glittery translucent powder. Then she did a very bold and very black winged eyeliner that extended up away from her eyes, lifting them. With the false eyelashes she stuck in place, she already looked fantastic, and she hadn’t even finished yet. Next, she filled in her eyebrows, making them a dark brown in contrast to the light blonde of her hair. Finally came the lips. A red that reminded her of a lunar eclipse. It was almost the perfect match for the eyeshadow. When she was finished, she looked in the mirror and blew herself a kiss. She was stunning. She loved getting all dolled up like this.

Jillian had a great time at the party. It felt like years since she’d been out, and being there lifted a giant weight off her shoulders. She felt free for the first time since she’d had to move in with her mom. By the time she was on her fifth drink, she could barely tell who she was. For some reason, she started to think of herself as a man. She tried to laugh it off, but the feeling stayed with her. She needed something to clear her head. Looking around the room, she saw just the thing.

“Hey. You. Why so tonight alone?” Her words were a slurred jumble as she approached the man standing by himself against the wall.

He was taller than her, but skinny. His glasses made him almost nerdy looking, and right then, she thought he was the sexiest man in the room. She didn’t even give him a chance to respond before she pushed her body into his and started swaying back and forth against him. He started moving against her and soon they were in some sort of strange dance. When that song ended and the next one started, Jullian threw her arms around the man’s neck and stopped moving side to side. She stared into his eyes and smiled. This was exactly what she needed. He didn’t say anything, so she rose up on her toes and kissed him.

First, it was chaste. He didn’t open his mouth, no matter what she did. But then he finally did, and her tongue slipped inside. She could taste the sour cream and onion chips on his breath, and she wondered if he could taste the drinks that she had had. As she kissed him, she moved her hand along his body, trying to find the buckle of his belt. Each time she got close, though, he would pull her hand away. He gently took her by the wrist, put her hand back around him, and pulled her more tightly into the kiss. But then her hand would slip away once more.

Finally, he broke away from the kiss and smiled at her. “Honey, this is fun, and I could do it all night. But you’re drunk, so we’re not doing anything more than this. Plus, I’m not here alone.”

Jillian panicked. Had she just made out with another woman’s man? She looked around but didn’t see any jealous eyes or a mouth twisted up in anger. Just then, another man walked up to them.

“Paul, look, I made a new friend.”

“I see that. What’s her name?”

“Jillian,” she said as she sized up the newcomer. He was even more handsome than this man. And very muscular too. Maybe this would go from a good night to a fantastic night.

“Jillian, meet Paul. He’s my boyfriend.”

“Jillian, nice to meet you. I saw you and Dion having fun together. Should I be jealous?” He laughed.

“Oh my God, you’re… I’m so sorry! This is embarrassing. ”

“Honey, do not be embarrassed or sorry about that. Gay or straight, that was still phenomenal. If I were just a new baby gay on the fence, maybe you would have even convinced me that I was straight. I’m going to have you give some tips to Paul, though, because after tonight, I have higher expectations.” He laughed while Paul acted affronted.

Too embarrassed to try with anyone else, Jillian stayed with Paul and Dion the rest of the night. They were hilarious and seemed like so much fun.

At the end of the night, Paige threw her arms around Jillian, and the two stayed like that for a while.

“Thank you so much for coming tonight. I hope you had fun.”

“So much fun. I had such a good time.”

“Yeah, I saw you making out with Dion. You two looked hot.”

“It was hot. What a shame that he and Paul are wasted by being gay.”

Paige laughed. “Wanna do something next Friday? Go out somewhere?”

“Um, yes!”

“Awesome! Girl, we’re going to get you laid this Friday. You clearly need it. And we’ll make sure it’s by a straight man. Or maybe bi.”

Jillian really did need to get laid. All she could think about was fucking every man who walked by her. But she knew there was a problem in her panties that kept her from having any of them. She couldn’t let them find out about that.

“We’ll see!” Maybe there was something she could do that would ease some of this pent up desire…





Chapter 5



Friday evening came, and Jillian was dressed in another new purchase. A bright blue bodycon dress with a halter neck. The front was cut low enough to give everyone a view of her generous cleavage, and the back plunged almost to the top of her panties. She wore it with spike-heeled silver sandals. Tonight, she looked good enough to eat, if she did say so herself. Her mother, though, disagreed.

“Is that what you’re wearing?” she asked when Jillian walked out of her bedroom.

“Yep! Like it?” She turns so her mother can see it from all sides.

“It’s cute. It’s just a little revealing. That’s all. Why don’t you let me see if I can find something that might be better?” She walked around the counter and toward her bedroom.

“No, that’s OK. But thanks. I like this.”

“You’re sure? You don’t want to try anything else?”

Try something else when she was practically screaming fuck me in this dress? Why would she want that? “No. I love this one. Don’t know when I’ll be home, but if it’s late, I’ll be quiet so I don’t wake you.”

“Oh… OK. Love you.”

“Love you too.” Jillian had her bag and headed out the door.

The inside of the club was full of people grinding together and lights flashing off every surface. Jillian’s eyes went wide as soon as she and Paige walked in.

“I love this place already!” She shouted over the music to her friend.

“Right? It’s the best!”

The two friends circled around the crowd once before settling into a dark booth in the corner of the room.

“So which one?”

“What?”

“Don’t what me. Which man? I told you we’re going to get you laid tonight. And you’re certainly dressed the part. So which one is it going to be?”

Jillian’s cheeks heated at the thought. Thanks to a little quirk in her anatomy, she might not be able to get laid by a stranger in the way Paige meant, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t have fun. She looked around the crowded room, searching for someone who wasn’t with another girl and who was still cute enough for her to be interested in. After a minute, she saw him.

“That one.” She pointed toward the crowd on the dance floor. “White guy, curly brown hair. Red shirt.”

Paige found him right away. He certainly stood out. And he was standing at the edge of the floor talking to a buddy, a male buddy. “No sign of a girlfriend. Go get him, tiger!”

“Rawr, bitch.”

As soon as he saw her coming, the man stopped talking and stared. Jillian appreciated the attention and rewarded him with a little extra sex in her walk as she approached him. She grinned, knowing that this would be the one.

“I’m Jillian.” She said as soon as she was close enough to be heard over the music.

“I’m Dylan. This is Bryson.”

“Hi Bryson.” Jillian turned to him for just a second before refocusing on Dylan. “Are you here alone tonight?”

“Yep. All alone.” Bryson took this as his cue to walk away.

“Poor thing.” She slid a hand along his chest. “Maybe I can keep you company?”

“I’d very much like that if you would.”

“Me too. Come with me.” She grabbed his hand and lead him away from the crowd. When she turned, she saw Paige motioning to the booth as she left it unoccupied. Jillian practically pushed Dylan onto the bench before sliding in after him. She made sure to rub her body against his as she did.

“So, um, do you want a drink?” He asked her. He looked so cute with the dazed look in his eyes.

“Not really.” She leaned into him even more and pressed her lips against his.

Soon, his hands were all over her body, and she leaned into every touch, as if each one somehow drew her closer to him. And closer to him was exactly where she wanted to be.

Her ass bumped the table out of the way as she spun to straddle him. She could feel his heat between her legs, and she wished that she could take him inside her right then in the booth. She didn’t care who was watching or who could hear them. She just wanted him. Leaning into him, she smothered him with her breasts, and he took up the challenge. Soon, he had one breast free of her dress and her bra. He massaged it with his hand, and then his lips found her eager nipple. A soft, feminine moan escaped her lips as her head started to fall backward. His mouth was moving more and more rapidly now. Sucking harder and harder. Each of her breaths became heavier and more forceful. The scratch of his stubble on the sensitive skin of her breast sent her into wild ecstasy. She wanted to howl, but she kept her bottom lip firmly pressed between her teeth, knowing that little blink of pain was the only thing keeping her in control of her body.

While Dylan sucked her—her nipple already starting to chafe from the pressure and the action of his lips—she ran her hand down his chest. When she got to his waist, she yanked his shirt untucked and shimmied her hand into his waistband. She couldn’t see what she was doing, but she knew what she was feeling for. Her hand snaked closer and closer. Warmer… Soon she felt the brush of his hair against her palm, and she knew she was close. She felt the heat he was giving off, and when she finally wrapped her fingers around it, she wondered how the whole bar didn’t feel the warmth.

She tried to move her hand up and down his length, but his pants were too tight to let her hand move that freely. Instead, she squeezed him, milking him just as he was milking her tit. He started to growl against her breast, and that just made her squeeze harder. She was pumping her hand as fast as she could and she felt his cock throbbing back against her. Its beats were syncing with hers. Squeeze, throb, squeeze, throb, squeeze. But she released the grip on his manhood. She didn’t want him to come just yet.

He muttered a soft whine against her breast, but she leaned her mouth next to his ear. “Undo your pants.” His hands practically flew to his waist. In just seconds, she felt the tightness that was confining her arm relax. She knew she had full access to him now. After a couple more squeezes, she slid her body down his, falling to her knees on the dirty floor of the booth.

Above her, Dylan slid the table back into place, presumably trying to hide what was about to happen, but it was a wasted effort. The bar was too dark. The music too loud. The patrons too drunk or too enclosed in their own spheres to notice or care what was happening at a booth in an abandoned corner.

Jillian freed his cock just as the table slid over her head. Now that she was face to face with it, she was surprised it wasn’t glowing ember orange with the heat radiating from it. She lifted to take it into her mouth, but the back of her head hit the table. No matter. She was a lioness, and this cock was her prey. She would not be deterred. It would be hers. She tilted her head to the side and took his head into her mouth.

Dylan shifted in his seat and quickly looked around. “Girl, you’re fucking nuts.”

No, I’m fucking cock. Jillian laughed at the stupidity of the thought that popped into her head. She leaned forward to take more of him into her mouth. She wasn’t sure she could take all of him, but she wanted to try. After a couple of quick bobs up and down, to get herself ready more than anything, she relaxed her throat and slid down on him. Soon, she felt the hairs at the base of his manhood tickling her nose. Knowing she was able to fit all of him inside her mouth and throat made her smile.

She lifted her head away from him, ready to move her lips up and down his shaft, when she banged her head against the table again. The back of her head started throbbing, and she felt Dylan jump in surprise at the noise. Still, as far as she could tell from her safe fort under the table, no one noticed a thing.

Being more careful this time, she moved her head up and back in earnest. Slowly to be safe. His cock slid in and out of her throat, and despite herself, she started to move faster. She needed this. She needed it now. Dylan must have felt the same because he started slowly grinding his hips up and down in rhythm with her. Her breaths became pants as she moved faster. And now she could feel Dylan’s cock come to life on its own. It tensed and then released its milky treasure inside her mouth. Like the good girl that she was, Jillian worked her tongue around, swallowing all of it.

When she pulled her mouth away, a flash of red light from the dance floor lit a thin string of cum stretched between her lips and Dylan’s cock. Unwilling to waste any, she darted forward and kissed it up. She had to make sure that every drop of it was hers.

Jillian carefully slithered up to the seat next to Dylan and leaned into his ear. “You’re so fucking delicious.” She wrapped her lips around his earlobe and sucked before nuzzling against the side of his neck.

“You’re goddamned insane.” He half yelled to be heard over the music.

“Mmm… In a good way or a bad way?”

“In the absolute best way. Can I call you sometime?”

She bit his neck before pulling away. Looking him in the eye, smiling, she pushed her breast back inside her bra and tucked it into her top. “I really need to go find my friend, but thank you. That was fantastic. You were fantastic.”

She gave him a quick kiss on the lips and walked away.





Chapter 6



The next morning the sound of the door wakes Cara. Sometime between a rerun of Log Cabin Lumberers and the Princess PandaPants show that was on now, she had fallen asleep. Twisting her neck, she tried to stretch the crick, but it didn’t work. She turned and watched her daughter creeping in like she was sixteen-years-old.

“Are you just getting home?”

Jillian jumped. “God, you scared me. Did you stay up all night?”

Cara glances at the pillow behind her head and the blanket that she kicked onto the floor at some point. “So, you must have had fun.”

“I did.” Jillian doesn’t smile, but there’s a sparkle in her eye. “Looks like I missed quite the slumber party here.”

“So, what did you do?” Based on her daughter’s look, she really wanted to ask who did you do, but she didn’t.

“Just went to a couple of bars with Paige. We had fun. It was late, so I stayed with her. I didn’t want to wake you.”

“Well… So, just the two of you?”

“Yeah. We invited a couple of other friends, but they weren’t able to make it.”

“Does Paige have an extra bedroom, or did you sleep on the couch?”

“No. That honor is all yours, apparently.” Jillian chuckles.

“So, she has an extra bedroom?”

“What’s with all the questions? I’m still tired. I’m going back to bed.”

Cara watched as Jillian walked down the hallway and closed her bedroom door behind her. She leaned against the back of the couch and sighed. This wasn’t how things were supposed to turn out.

Cara didn’t see Jillian until almost eleven. It wasn’t like her to sleep that late—not like the new her, the her that was supposed to be improved. When she did finally come out, she was wearing an oversized T-shirt that hung almost to her knees. Her hair was a mess, and she still had last night’s makeup smeared around her eyes. Her lipstick was almost totally gone. She made a cup of coffee and then practically fell onto the couch.

Cara had decided she wouldn’t ask any more questions. Jillian was an adult, and if she wanted to spend the night doing who-knows-what, she was entitled to do so without the invasion of her privacy. But her curiosity proved too much, and eventually she wore down the hungover woman. Cara found out that everything Jillian said earlier was true. She did go to two different bars. It was just her and Paige. And she did spend the night at Paige’s apartment. Cara’s breath caught when Jillian confirmed that she and Paige shared a bed. She immediately made plans to call Nirah and have that fixed, but Jillian explained that there was nothing between them. Something made Cara ask if there was someone else who Jillian was maybe interested in. She knew by the pause that there was.

“So? Who is it?”

“Who is what?”

“You know.”

“I don’t.”

Cara just stared at her.

“I don’t!” Jillian looked away. “I mean… what if there was? Not someone serious. Just someone I had something with.”

“So you didn’t really stay at Paige’s last night. At least not alone. I knew—”

“No, I did. I swear. This was… separate. Different. And it was strange. I just… Forget I said anything. You don’t need to worry about it.”

“You’re my daughter. I’m always going to worry. So tell me.”

“It was a guy. And we… it doesn’t matter. Anyway, we just fooled around a little. All totally safe! And I liked it. But ever since, there’s just been something.”

Cara looked at her, but Jillian wouldn’t meet her eyes.

“Just something that seems wrong about it. Or… I don’t know.”

“Wrong how?”

“That’s the thing. There wasn’t anything wrong about it. It was good. Great—TMI—but afterward, I just felt like it was something I shouldn’t have done. Like I did something wrong.”

“Then maybe you shouldn’t have done it if that’s how you feel. And maybe you shouldn’t do it again. Maybe no more nights out with Paige.”

“What? No. I just—I shouldn’t have even brought it up. I knew you wouldn’t understand.”

She understood all too well. “Still, I think you need to take a little break before you go out again. No daughter of mine is going to be some basic slut.”

Cara saw the flash of anger in her eyes, but Jillian didn’t say anything. She just stood and walked to the kitchen.

“Jillian? You heard me.”

The younger woman slammed the lid of the coffee maker down as she brewed another cup.

“Jillian?”

“We’re going out again tonight.”

“Tonight? I think that’s a little much. Don’t you? You’re twenty-eight. You’re not a kid anymore.”

“I live with my mom. Sure feels like it sometimes.” When the machine was done, she took her coffee into her bedroom.

◆◆◆
Cara tried to give Jillian her space and respect her choices. But she was gone all Saturday night and most of Sunday. Then during the week she was either out—God only knew where she got her money—or spent the night texting Paige. It was like having a rebellious teenager all over again. By Thursday, Cara had had enough.

During her lunch hour, she called Nirah. The witch had to do something about this. Jillian was supposed to be a sweet and mature adult, the total opposite of Julian. She wasn’t supposed to be this. Nirah, however, insisted that there was nothing she could do. The spell was to make Julian exactly who he would be if he had been born a cis girl. She even had the nerve to say that it sounded like Jillian turned out totally fine. Cara hung up. It was clear that she would get nowhere with Nirah. She had to handle this herself.

As soon as she walked in the door, Cara laid out the new ground rules. “There are to be no more nights out. From now on, you’re to be home by ten o’clock.”

Jillian laughed, but Cara was silent. “Are you serious?”

“I’m totally serious. You need to grow up. This has gone on too long?”

“What has? I went out last weekend. That’s it. And a little bit the Saturday before. But before that, when is the last time I went out?”

“And this nonsense of you being gone all day is going to stop, too. You don’t have a job, so I don’t know where you get the money to do whatever it is you do. And I don’t want to know. I can imagine.”

“What is wrong with you? Did you have a stroke today or something? Where is this coming from?”

“It’s coming from your mother. You’re under my roof. You need to grow up. I’m tired of you acting this way. I didn’t go through all this, and spend all this money, just for you to turn out like this.”

“Through what? And what money? What money have you spent on me? Other than some clothes. Which I’ll pay back as soon as I get a job. And that’s going to be soon. I’ll give you my first few paychecks, even. I think that should cover it. It was just a couple of outfits.”

“It’s not about the money. It’s about you.”

“You literally just said it was about the money.”

“No, I didn’t. It’s not. It’s you. I just want you to grow up.”

“I am. You only see me as a child, but I’m not anymore. And you’re not going to set some fucking curfew for me like I am. I didn’t even have to be home by ten when I was a teenager.”

“Maybe you would have turned out better if I’d been more strict. You’re still just like your father. After all of this.”

“Jesus Christ! What does he have to do with anything? He hasn’t been around for twenty years, but you want to blame him? Seriously, what has gotten into you today? Let’s just forget this happened.”

“Don’t you walk away from me, young man! Don’t you dare or you will be just like your father.”

Jillian stopped and turned around when her mother referred to her as a young man. “What?” Her eyes widened and her muscles tensed as if she were heading into a crash she couldn’t prevent.

“This was supposed to fix everything, but you’re still the same arrogant little boy you’ve always been. Never a thought for others.”

Jillian’s mouth opened, but there was no sound. She looked like a goldfish out of the water, gasping for air.

Cara finally quieted too as the tears flowed from her eyes. She hadn’t meant to say those things. She hadn’t meant to call her a boy or to compare her to her father. She was nothing like her father. Jillian would never leave her. But in half an hour, she watched as Jillian, carrying a loaded suitcase, did just that.





Chapter 7



Jillian knew she should knock on the door, or at least text, but she couldn’t. She couldn’t even stand. Instead, she slid down the wall and hugged her suitcase between her legs. Ever since she heard the words, she had a hard time catching her breath. Young man. She could have almost ignored that. She wanted to. It was just a slip of the tongue in a heated moment, she told herself. But it gnawed at her, chewed open a hole that she really wanted to plaster over. Then, just like your father. And she started to remember. Just trickles at first. She still tried to block them away, cover them up. If she didn’t let it get out of hand, it would all be fine. But no, her mom had to kick the hole. Same arrogant little boy you’ve always been. By then, there was no doubt. There was just memory after memory.

Now, everything was swirling. She was a tiny speck caught and being whirled around. I used to be a man. She was a married man. Growing up, Mom always told me that I would be just like Dad. Does she even still have an ex-wife? Eventually, I stopped caring. Maybe I would be like Dad. Does anyone else even remember her? It almost seemed to be what Mom wanted. Someone else to fight against now that Dad left. What about her friends? Did she even have any left at the end?

“Babe? Babe? Hey. It’s OK.”

Jillian heard the words, but didn’t recognize them until Paige crouched beside her. She tried to smile, and Paige took her hand, pulling her up off the floor.

“Come on. Let’s get you inside.”

Paige pulled Jillian in one hand and the suitcase in the other as they walked through the door.

“Kidnappers have it too easy these days. I didn’t even have to use any candy to lure you inside.”

“Can I have some anyway?”

“Nope. Sorry, little girl, you need to learn to negotiate better.”

Jillian laughed for a second and then lay on the couch, staring at the old-fashioned stamped ceiling above her.

“Wanna talk about it?”

What could she say? That she used to be a twenty-eight-year-old man who was a worthless bum and somehow he was transformed into a twenty-eight-year-old woman who supposedly wasn’t much better? “Not really.”

Before all the memories came flooding back, that was the part that hurt the most. Hearing that her mom thought she was worthless when Jillian actually thought she was trying to make her life better. All the days she was out? She was sitting at a coffee shop. She filled out literally one hundred online job applications. But she couldn’t do it from home. She needed to get away to do it. Sitting at home all day was too much like being unemployed, and she didn’t like that. And the effort was close to paying off. Next week, she had four interviews scheduled. She was determined that at least one of them would work out. But maybe now it didn’t matter. It was all just a waste of time. She closed her eyes.

◆◆◆
After the second interview, she didn’t need any more. They offered her the position, and she knew right away she wanted it. It wasn’t glamorous. She would be taking calls all day at a health insurance call center. Not from patients, but from doctors’ offices. She hoped that meant the contacts would be at least a little less angry, but she wasn’t sure. But this was a job she knew she could do. She knew she could do it well, and maybe use it as a launch pad to something better. And for now, this paid enough that she could afford her own apartment in a couple of months. She just needed to save up the first few paychecks. After reimbursing her mom for the clothes, of course.

When she got the news, Paige promised a celebration, and she didn’t disappoint. They had met two men at a bar the previous weekend. Nothing happened between them. They just sat together all night talking and flirting. But tonight was going to be different. Paige invited them over.

The evening started innocently. They had an entire table set up with snack food, and they just watched Netflix shows for a couple of hours. There were times when Jillian caught herself leaning against Logan. Each time she would straighten and move away from him, but it wasn’t long before she felt her body against his again. One time, he even had his hand around her. She pretended to get more popcorn just so she could get away from that. It’s not that she wasn’t interested. She very much was. She loved the way she felt so small and protected when she was against him. But she couldn’t let herself do it. It wasn’t who she really was. She had to fight against her impulses.

All of her willpower evaporated, though, when she looked over and saw Paige making out with Landon. Watching them made her hot all over. Paige was going after what she wanted. She wasn’t letting anything stop her from doing it. She didn’t have any stupid doubts in her head holding her back. Why was Jillian being so uptight about this? Why was she fighting herself? She looked at Logan. By now, he seemed to have given up on her and was totally engrossed in the show—a 12 episode drama about post-apocalyptic cowboys riding the central plains of a now frozen China, herding the last of the genetically modified woolly mammoths, and struggling to live off their milk. Jillian moved to Logan’s lap. There’s no way he could think that show was more interesting than she was. Or if he did, then he had problems.

As soon as she straddled his legs, he snapped out of his torpor and sat up. There was a sudden fire in his eyes. Jillian grinned at him as she dove in. Her mouth pushed down hard on his before he could even take a breath. Their lips pressed together, tongues moving in unison. She reached down and pulled her top up. She got it above her breasts but then stopped, unwilling to break away from him for even the two seconds she needed to raise the shirt above her head. Logan must have noticed, though, because he pulled his mouth away from hers and yanked the shirt off her. Just as he did, she felt a hand behind her, pulling gently at the band of her bra. She smiled at Logan, but saw that it wasn’t him. She turned her head just enough to see her new roommate behind her. Paige was the one unfastening her bra.

As soon as Paige undid the hooks, she wrapped her arms around Jillian and cupped her breasts. From the front, Logan pushed his lips against hers again. When Paige nuzzled into the bend of her neck, Jillian didn’t think she could take any more. Her body was a confused jumble of nerves—each one firing simultaneously—screaming to her brain about some new sensation of pleasure. She moaned into Logan’s mouth.

That encouraged him, and soon he slid his hand under her skirt and rubbed the crotch of her wet panties. Now she was sure that she couldn’t control herself anymore. Her entire body stiffened, and she couldn’t breathe. But Paige and Logan didn’t care. Somehow, the three of them slid carefully off the couch. Not one of them broke contact as they did. When she fell to the plush rug, Jillian discovered that Landon had joined them. He was naked and now sitting under her. His erect cock pressed against her ass.

“I wanted you all night. Both of you. You’re so fucking hot.” She could feel Landon’s breath against her skin as he talked. His mouth was on the side opposite of Paige. Logan was still furiously working her clit through her panties.

“Is this what you want? You want to be a good little slut and take us all?”

She couldn’t imagine saying no. How could anyone ever say no to this? “Yes,” she moans. “I’m going to be a good slut and take you all.”

“Such a good little slut.” It was Logan this time who said it as he worked her panties down. From behind, Landon lifted her while Logan ripped them down her legs. Paige was at her side, her mouth still suckling on her neck while her hands played on Jillian’s breasts.

When Landon lowered her, he set her up against his cock. She was facing away from him, so she walked her body backward into position. When she felt his tip against her entrance, she lowered herself down.

“Holy fuck, you’re so huge inside me.”

He just grunted as she expanded to take all of him.

“I think someone isn’t being a good slut if she can still talk.”

She turned her head and saw Logan standing in front of her. His giant cock was wagging around in front of her face. He looked even bigger than Landon, if that’s possible. With a small bounce against Landon, she leaned forward and took Logan into her mouth. As soon as he felt her lips wrap around him, he started pumping against her face, and she dropped down, filling herself with Landon again.

She continued moving up and down on Landon while Logan thrust in and out of her mouth. Paige was beside her, bouncing in time with her. Her arms were wrapped around Jillian. Her hands massaging her breasts. And her mouth was locked onto the side of her neck, alternating between sucking and biting the sensitive flesh there.

Jillian felt as if she would burst. There was no way her body could take all of that. Each thrust. Each time she dropped down. Every bite Paige gave her. Each one would be the one that finally shattered her. Ripped her apart. She fought against them all. She didn’t want this to end. All night. She wanted this all night. Forever. Both of the boys inside her. Paige’s warm arms around her, her hands kneading the flesh of her breasts.

As the thousand tiny tears expanded and swallowed her, she couldn’t believe that she had ever doubted who she was. Even earlier tonight, she struggled against this. She was a fool. There was no doubt in her head who she was. She was certain who she was meant to be.





Chapter 8



Cara had burst into tears as soon as she heard the voice on the other end of the phone. She was afraid she’d never hear from her daughter again. It wasn’t that she hadn’t tried to get ahold of her. She left messages. She texted. She emailed. But Jillian never responded. And Cara understood why she didn’t. She was sure if the roles were reversed, she would never speak to her mother again. But her therapist had told her to be patient, and to not give up hope. And she was right.

It had been almost two years since she had heard from her baby. Two years of soul searching. Two years of exhausting emotional work trying to move through all the issues that she had. She still wasn’t anywhere near perfect, but she was better. She really hoped that Jillian would see that.

This morning Cara pulled nearly everything she owned out of her closet, looking for just the right thing to wear. She and Jillian were meeting for lunch, and Cara knew this could be the only chance she had to show Jillian that she’d changed. That she was serious. That she loves and values her daughter. But there never could be an outfit that conveyed everything she wanted it to. She settled on a fuzzy black and white sweater over black pants. She was disappointed in it, but she told herself the perfect outfit didn’t exist for this. Besides, the outfit couldn’t do the talking for her.

When she got to the restaurant, Cara hurried inside but still sat shivering in the lobby. She was cold from the weather outside, but she was also shaking from nervousness. Her mind kept replaying a situation where Jillian took one look at her and stormed off, deciding that she couldn’t do this after all. She anxiously stared out the window, scared that if she didn’t see her daughter first, she might never get the chance.

When Jillian did walk up to the restaurant, Cara was impressed. She looked different. More self-assured, more comfortable in herself than she’d ever seen her before. She was wearing a loose, full-length black coat over a dress with black tights and black slender-heeled booties. When she walked in the door and saw her mother, Jillian smiled and gave an awkward wave. Cara smiled back. So far, so good.

The hostess led the two women to their table, Cara walking ahead of Jillian. When she stopped and turned back, that’s when she noticed it. Jillian had just slipped her coat off and was carefully folding it before placing it on the chair beside hers. How could she not have seen it before? It was so obvious. She supposed it was just one of those things that seemed so far out of the realm of possibility that her mind skipped right over it. But now…

“You’re pregnant?” Cara focused on her breathing to distract herself as her mind immediately played all the worst-case scenarios that she had feared for her daughter.

Jillian smiled and put a hand on the top of her belly.

Cara noticed the wedding band. “And you’re enormous. How far along are you?”

“Just six months.” Jillian laughed. “I’ll be big as a house before long.”

Cara smiled. “I had a big belly when I carried you, too.” She paused to really look at the woman sitting across from her. My daughter, she thought proudly. “So, we apparently have a lot to catch up on.”

Jillian just grinned as the waiter brought their waters.

They sat at the table for over three hours. Each telling the other about everything they had been through in the last two years. Cara told Jillian how much she missed her and how sorry she was. She said that she finally learned she needed help to move on. She told her about the therapy sessions. When she said that, Jillian reached across the table and took hold of Cara’s hand.

Jillian told her about her latest job—she was right that she would be able to quickly move up the ladder at the call center. She told her about Logan and their wedding. She did leave out the part about Paige and Landon also marrying and both couples living together, though. There would be time for that later, if it ever came up. And she told her about the baby.

It was her new daughter that brought them together that day. As Jillian grew closer and closer to motherhood, she thought more and more about her mother. Despite her flaws, despite the way they had parted, Jillian missed her. She told Cara that she wanted her to be part of the baby’s life. Cara started crying when she heard this.

Jillian set clear boundaries. As much as she wanted her mother back in her life, she needed to take things slowly. Cara agreed. For the next couple of months, they would meet once a week. Just small, low-pressure situations at restaurants or coffee shops. But if things worked out, Jillian said, she would really like Cara to be at the hospital with her and Logan when the baby is born. Cara wanted nothing more than to be there for that. She would do anything in her power to make sure her daughter knew that she had changed and that she loved her.
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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 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 who leaves the clinic started as a woman…
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Kenzie McKay



 



 

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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at the QR code to open my signup page.
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