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CHAPTER ONE



The ride from the airport takes almost forty minutes. Somewhere along the way, houses that all look like each other and fast-food restaurants that might as well all be the same turn into green fields. Green fields and the faint smell of fertilizer.

When the car pulls off the road, I double-check the address on the mailbox. The driveway that was once concrete is mostly crumbled rocks now. We jostle our way up to the house. Other than some algae growing in the corners, its white wood clapboard looks fine. Until the car stops and I get out. Then I can see that the paint is faded and flaking, and most of the boards are bowing.

I stand by the trunk and wait for the driver to get out and help me with my luggage, but he doesn't. The lid pops up an inch, and I flick it the rest of the way, taking my two suitcases out. Almost before I have it closed, the man takes off, leaving me to stand alone in the ruined remains of a driveway in front of an abandoned house I haven't seen in twenty years.

The stairs creak as I walk up them. A couple of times, they sag under my weight, but they never threaten to break. Whatever color the porch was once, it's grey now. The grain of the wood rises like skin on pruned fingertips, and the floor is lined with blackened orange dots where the nails that hold everything together have rusted into powder. I try to step only on the dotted rows, hoping that the joists under the wood are still intact enough to give a little support.

When I get to the door, I set my suitcases down and blow out a breath. This is it. I slide my key into the lock, but don't turn it yet. I stand there with my hand on the tarnished knob, and remember what this house was like back when Aunt Nora was here. I was eight when mom and dad last took me to visit her, before the Christmas fight that led to them never speaking again. Through everything that happened since, dad refused to even send her a simple text. I hope Nora forgave him for that before she passed away, because I never will.

I twist my hand to turn the key. It moves just one millimeter before stopping. I try again with a little more force, but still nothing. My heart beats just a little harder than usual now. I'm in the middle of nowhere, trying to get into an abandoned house that does not want me inside. "I'm not my dad," I whisper, in case there really is some vengeful locksmith spirit who is freezing up the tumblers. I take the key out of the lock and bend over to blow into its hole. It worked for old video games. Maybe it will work for locks too. When I slip the key back in, I jiggle it from side to side. Finally, something gives way, and it turns. I quickly twist the knob open before it changes its mind, and I step inside.

As soon as my foot hits the carpet, the smell wraps itself around my head and suffocates me. It's like the brown leaves rotting along the bank of a river in springtime. I choke and have to step back outside to get some fresh air. How long has it been since someone was inside? After gulping in as big a breath as my lungs will hold, I dash into the house and go to the window on the right side of the room. The curtains hang half open in front of it. I brush them aside, unlock the window, and lift the sash as high as it will go. It glides up as smooth as if it was installed yesterday. I lift the screen, stick my head out, take a couple of deep breaths, and then make my way to the window on the other side of the room. I do this with each window on the first floor, and by the time I'm done, there's a pleasant summer breeze blowing through the house. The curtains at each window flap like flags proud to be used after years of neglect.

Despite the breeze, I can feel the mold tickling at the back of my throat, so I head back out front to the patio. There's no furniture, so I move one of my suitcases against the wall and sit on it. Everything is orange now. The sky, the field across the street, even the man walking across the lawn is coated in the fiery light. I watch him as he gets closer. He's wearing a blue plaid shirt and jeans. His hair is hidden under a sandy beige cowboy hat. It would be hard to be more of a stereotype.

Just a few steps away from the porch, he notices me and smiles. Even from this distance, I can tell that his teeth are perfect and whiter than this house has ever been. As soon as his foot clacks the first step, his hat is off and in his hand. I look down. Cowboy boots, of course. "Howdy," he says. His voice twangs like a plucked string on a bass. "You must be Nora's nephew, Ken." Turns out I was wrong. He has no problem at all becoming even more of a stereotype.


CHAPTER TWO



"It's Kenneth, actually, but yeah." I stand and take his outstretched hand.

A shock runs through me as our skin touches, and I see my forearm twitch. If he notices it, he doesn't say anything. He pumps my hand up and down, and we both go still. He looks different up close. His tanned skin smolders in the light of the sunset, but his eyes are as cool and dark as the coming night. His face is prickled with blonde stubble, and for a flash, I wonder what it would feel like to touch it. To slide a finger along his cheek. The thought makes me snort out a laugh and that snaps us out of our spell. We let go and take a step back from each other.

The extra distance gives me a better chance to look at him. His blue plaid shirt is stretched tight across his shoulders, and it does nothing to hide the outline of muscles in his arms. His entire body is thick and looks to be more solid than the house behind me. I've never understood what it meant to call someone a tree trunk before, but now I know. And he's not just a maple or poplar that will be toppled in the first tornado of the season. He's an oak or a hickory.

"I'm Tyler." His voice is wobbly even while his eyes stay steady as stone and never leaving my face. "Um, Tyler Matthews. I own the property next door."

The more he speaks, the less I hear the one note country twang that struck me at first. His voice is an entire orchestra. A hundred musicians all playing in harmony. I've made it through twenty-eight years of life and never once doubted that I was anything other than a 100% straight man. But now I understand what gay guys see when they look at other men. "Which side are you on?" I ask.

"Pardon?" His eyebrows quirk up.

"Your property. Which side is yours?" I point my finger and draw a circle around us, feeling like a fool as soon as I do.

He chuckles. "Oh, well, all of them, I suppose. Other than this little plot, all the land around here is mine."

"So you're my one and only neighbor." In our apartment building, Amanda and I probably had a hundred neighbors. Maybe more. It feels strangely comforting to know that he's my only one. Completely surrounding me. I wonder what Amanda would think of Tyler. She would probably be lost in lust now and staring at him, dreaming of ways she could get him to fuck her. Better him than Juan. I feel my face turn red, and I hope the deepening blood hue of the sunset masks it.

"Guess so. I was sorry to hear about Nora. She and I used to—well, anyway, I was still sad when I heard. This place hasn't lived up to its potential in a long time." We both look up at the ceiling of the covered porch. There are water stains drawn across the wood, two boards are missing completely, and a few others have started to pop free from their nails and sag under their own weight. "Do you know yet what your plans are?" he asks.

My plan was to live here, at least for a while. Inheriting this property was the answer to my prayers. A new life away from everything and everyone back home. A chance to become a brand new me. But that was before I saw how bad this house had gotten. "I don't know. I kind of think I might want to fix it up. At least try."

"This house? Oh." Tyler looks at the suitcases like he's noticing them for the first time. Then he turns to look at the driveway. "So you're staying here then? I didn't see a car, so I just assumed..."

"Flew in from Chicago and had a ride from the airport. Aunt Nora left me her car too, so I planned to just use that. I hope it's in better shape than the house, though. I might be stranded if it's not."

Tyler reaches into his shirt pocket and it draws my eye to his pecs underneath. They flex as he pulls something out. "Here." He holds out a business card. "I wrote my cell number on the back. You just call if you need anything. A ride to town, someone to look at that car, anything. Your aunt was a good woman. Stubborn, but I respected that. Still, things got away from her." He motions to the house behind me. "So when you decide this is too much for you—which it definitely is—you give me a call. I'd love to take this off your hands for you. Pay quite a bit more than it's worth too."

"Oh." Anger flares inside me as I look down at the card. Simple black lettering. Matthews Agriculture, Tyler Matthews, President, Family-Owned since 1889. On the back there's a phone number scratched in blue ink. So this wasn't just a neighborly visit to introduce himself. He wants this property so he can own everything around here.

"Seventh generation." He points at the card. "Going stronger than ever."

I notice there's no wedding ring on his hand, so I wonder if the seventh generation might be the last. I nod at him. "Well, it was good to meet you, Tyler. If I need anything, I'll call, but I don't think I have any plans to sell." Maybe I'm being stubborn. God knows, Amanda has called me that more often than I care to admit. But I'm determined to do whatever it takes to not sell this property to him now.

"I think you might change your mind once you see how things really are around here. It's an awful lot for one person to take on." Tyler's eyes drift down my body, and it feels like I'm standing under the spotlight in front of thousands of people. "Especially when that one person clearly doesn't have much experience with anything like this. The money is just waiting for you, so don't hesitate to holler." He clicks his tongue and walks down the stairs.

I watch as he crosses the lawn. He's probably the type of man that women throw themselves at all the time, only to find out later what a gigantic asshole he is. Well, I got a sneak peek at that from the very beginning.


CHAPTER THREE



When I wake up the next morning, I can barely breathe. It's like someone took an entire package of cotton balls and shoved them up my nose, and they've spilled out to block half my throat. I make my way to the bathroom. The gaudiness of the yellow toilet and green bathtub practically assault me as soon as I step through the door. It takes four tries, but I'm finally able to dislodge all the buildup in my sinuses. My entire respiratory tract, though, still feels swollen to twice its normal size.

Before I went to bed last night, I walked down the shaky stairs to the basement. The last step was completely rotted. Thankfully, I noticed before I tumbled through. The foundation walls are probably rubble stone, whatever rocks were on the lot when they dug it over a hundred years ago. But last night, it was hard to tell under the fuzzy black slime that covered nearly everything. I pulled my shirt over my mouth and nose, but I knew it was too late. Still, I had to see what I was up against. I shone my flashlight around the basement until I found it. An old copper pipe hanging from the floor joists. There was a split running almost 3 inches and a constant drip drip drip every two seconds. It must have been leaking for a while, because the concrete floor under it was pitted and worn away. This had to be the cause of all the mold in the house, and I knew I would have to fix it.

I went outside to get some fresh air. Everything was pitch black except the sky. It was the brightest night sky I'd ever seen. Billions of stars formed a twinkling, glowing ceiling over my head. I lay on the still warm ground and stare up at it for what seemed like hours until I could breathe again. Then I searched for plumbing videos and watched several until I hoped I knew enough to fix the broken pipe.

Now, I take a quick shower and then lift my suitcase onto the bed. It bounces into the nightstand, knocking off the picture that had been sitting there. When I pick it up, I cringe. There's a giant crack running through the glass, but it's the people in the photo, two ghosts, that cause me to shiver. Aunt Nora and her daughter. Elle looks like she's around 15 in the picture, so that means this was taken 8 years after I last saw her. And a year before her diagnosis. I close my eyes and give them a quick moment of silence before I set the frame facedown on the nightstand and unzip my suitcase.

First, everything seems right. I take out a t-shirt and a pair of jeans for today. But... this can't be. There are no boxers, but somehow there are panties? I pull them to the top and unfold them. Black, pink, white, red, and green. Amanda's? They have to be, but I don't remember her ever wearing these. Maybe she bought them to wear for Juan. My jaw tightens, and I grind my teeth as I imagine the two of them together. On our sofa. Our bed. But she took everything with her when she moved out. I'm sure of it. The drawers were empty once it was all gone. Everything in my life was so empty.

But they have to be hers. I don't just have some random woman's underwear in my suitcase. I hold the black pair out in front of me. There are lace panels on the front and a scalloped lace waistband. I would definitely remember if Amanda had ever worn these. It doesn't matter now. Even if they are hers, she's not getting them back. I could have five gold bars that she left behind, but I'd never call her to tell her. I force a series of breaths to calm down. The house is my only concern for now. Nothing of the past or the future. Just the present. Just this leak.

I shake my head as I step into them. The smooth silk sends a shiver through me as it slides up my legs, and when I have them pulled up to my waist, my body is covered in goosebumps. Is that what they feel like for women too? No wonder they wear these. As soon as I take a step, though, I realize the problem. These aren't made for my anatomy. The crotch moves over to the side and pinches the skin of my scrotum. I hurry and spread my legs to relieve the tension, and even though I've never thought about it, I know what I have to do. I press my balls inside me, up to where they were before they descended. Where they would be if they were ovaries instead, I think. Then I pull my penis back between my legs and pull the panties up to hold everything in place. After a few tentative steps, nothing slips or tries to escape. There's a little tug when I move, but it's not painful. Not even really bothersome. So I pull on the pair of jeans and head into the backyard toward the garage.

The building looks like it was made of cardboard that someone left out in the rain, and I debate how wise it is to raise the door before I lift it. But the car is inside, and I have to get to town. It's either this or walk, because I'm certainly not calling Tyler to ask for his help. He'd be more likely to dump me in a ditch than to drive me in to get plumbing supplies.

I lift the garage door, ready to run at the first sign of collapse, but it moves up as smoothly as the windows in the house. The garage is a mess of old tools and dried paint cans, and I ignore it all and go right to the car. It's covered under a mint green canvas with specks of paint and dust that has to be at least an inch thick. I really need to find a doctor in town to give me allergy shots, or this house is going to kill me. I take a deep breath and yank the cover off, running outside to get away from the dust I stirred up.

When it finally settles, I see the car. A tiny red two-seater with a saddle-colored convertible top. The paint shines even inside the garage on this still cloudy morning. Is this really the car? It looks like it could be worth more than the house. I take the key from my pocket, part of the packet Aunt Nora's lawyer sent to me, and slide behind the steering wheel, banging both of my knees against it as I do. Whoever was in here last was at least six inches shorter than me. It takes a while to get the seat into a semi-drivable position, and even then I feel like my knees are pressed into my chest. But it will do. I stick the key in the ignition and close my eyes. Please start, please start. I twist, and the engine catches right away. There's not even a backfire as I back out of the garage and pull out onto the road.

The town is tiny. Yesterday, I assumed the driver had just driven us through a part of it, but no. He took us straight through the downtown. All two blocks of it. There are two restaurants, a bar, a library, three offices, and a government building. The typical blink and you'll miss it small town. Just on the other side, past a few residential houses, there's a hardware store. I pull into the parking lot. There's only one other car here. A beat-up light blue sedan that's missing half of the front bumper.

The tinkle of the bell hanging above the front door announces my presence when I walk inside. There's a man behind the counter. His jet-black hair is pulled back into a low ponytail, and he looks like he should be in high school rather than working here. "Can I help you, miss?"

I spin around to see if anyone else walked in with me. There's no one. But he's looking right at the entrance. "Me?" I make my voice a little deeper as I point to myself. The man just nods. "I need something to fix a copper pipe. And whatever it takes to kill mold. A lot of it."

He comes around the counter and shows me to the plumbing section. It's a three-foot-wide strip of an aisle filled with metal rings and fittings and cutters. "Cleaners are in the next aisle over." He leaves before I can ask him exactly what I need or if it's wise to store the blowtorches on the bottom shelf where any child can reach them.

I pick through the copper pieces, not sure if I need a 1-inch or 1.5-inch fitting, when I hear the bell above the door ring. "Whose car is that outside?" The somehow familiar voice is loud enough for everyone in the entire store—me and the boy who should be in second-period American history—to hear.

"Uh, mine?" The kid's voice sounds like an engine that won't crank.

"Not yours, Evan. The other one. The red one."

Oh no. Don't tell me someone crashed into the only good thing I have in my entire life right now.

"There's some lady in the plumbing," the worker says. "Maybe it's hers?"

I cough and make my voice as deep as I can. "Yeah, that's mine. Is something wrong?" And when I walk around the corner, I answer my own question. Yes, something is wrong.

Tyler gets to the corner just a fraction of a second after I do, and we barely avoid a collision. "You. That's the car you drove here?"

"Yeah, it was the only one in the garage." Not that I have to explain myself to him.

He turns his head and hooks his thumb toward the parking lot. "That red convertible? That was in Nora's garage?"

"Oh, you're Nora's niece? The one who's taking over her house?" The boy looks up from his phone and asks.

"Nephew." Tyler and I both say at the same time.

"She was a nice lady. Always liked her when I was a kid."

I resist the urge to ask him what he considers himself now if he isn't a kid, but I turn to Tyler. "What's wrong with driving that car?"

"That was Elle's car. Nora told me she got rid of it. You sure there wasn't a dark grey Ford in there?"

"Have you ever seen the garage? With all the other junk, there was barely room for this car. But what difference does it make to you which car she left me?"

Tyler's face goes dark like a sudden cloud passing over the December sun. "Because that car wasn't hers to give away." He grunts out the words. "Elle promised me I could have it before she died."

"Sorry, I guess? But I can't help that."

"I guess you can't do anything about it now."

I toss my hands up. "Yeah, I think I just said that. Anyway, is that all you wanted? You didn't crash into it, did you?"

"No, of course not. I was just driving by and saw it. What are you doing here?"

I roll my eyes so far that it hurts. "I don't know if you've heard, but I've inherited this little property on the other side of the town, and it needs a lot of repairs. I'm perusing the vast plumbing section right now, trying to figure out what the hell I need to fix a gaping hole in a pipe."

"A piece of 3/4-inch pipe with a coupling on each end. It's easy. Just cut away the old pipe and solder the new one into the couplings." He pauses and stares at me. "Do you know how to solder?"

"Yes." I'm offended that he would even ask me. "I watched a video on it last night. I hold a blow torch over some silver thing and it melts around the gaps."

Tyler chuckles. "It sounds just close enough to tell me that you don't have a clue. Here." He walks past me into the plumbing aisle. "I probably have enough of these fittings out in my workshop, but we'll get some, just in case." He picks up a few pieces of pipe. They clang together, and I look at his hand. Its back is covered in blonde hairs, and his thumb might be the size of two of my fingers put together. "Do you have a pipe cutter?"

"I was just going to buy a hacksaw."

His lip curls up, and he makes a noise that could almost be a laugh. "Uh, no. We'll get a pipe cutter too, then. Plus some flux. I've got my torch in my truck, though." He takes a couple more things from the shelf and then looks at me. His eyes seemed dark last night, almost brown, but today I can see they're a deep navy blue. I've never seen eyes like them before, and I can't help but stare at them. "Was there anything else you needed here? Hey, Ken. Anything else?"

He waves a loaded hand in front of my face, and I squint my eyes closed. "Yeah. Something to kill an entire basement full of mold."

Tyler sighs and holds out his hands. "You take these up to the counter. I'll be there in a second." As soon as I take the plumbing supplies from him, he turns and walks to the back of the store.

"Hey, ready to check out?" The worker asks, but I shake my head and point toward the back of the store where I see Tyler coming, carrying four five-gallon buckets.

"We're ready." Tyler sets one of the buckets on the counter and puts the others on the floor while he reaches for his wallet.

"What are you doing? I've got this."

"I realize I didn't come across as very neighborly last night, so this is the least I can do." He smiles, and I'm sure I hear a bell ring. Just as I'm sure that no one has touched the door since Tyler came in. "Besides, I have a business account, so I can just expense this. Take those back to the house, and I'll be right behind you with these."

"You don't have to⁠—"

"When I was in high school, I spent a lot of time in Elle's car. It doesn't have room for one of these buckets, let alone four. Now, go. I'll probably catch up and pass you before you're even halfway back." He winks and turns to the cashier.

[image: ]


"Christ, that's awful." Tyler leans over the railing. He coughs so hard that I think he might throw up. I look away and stay firmly planted in one of the dining room chairs that I pulled out onto the front porch for us.

When he's finished, he collapses into the chair next to me, and I hand him a bottle of water. "Thank you again for all the help. I really appreciate it."

He gulps down half the bottle in one swallow and then pours the rest over his head, cupping his hand to catch some of it and wash his face. "You can't stay here." He wipes his eyes and stares at me.

"Don't start please. I know you want this for yourself, but I need this. I have nowhere else. Why did you even help me today if you just want to get rid of me?"

Tyler looks down at the porch floor between his boots and crushes the water bottle in his hand. "I don't mean it like that. Well, I do. I do want this land. But I mean, you can't stay here. Not until that mold is gone, and it's probably going to take at least two more treatments before we get it all. I have plenty of room. It's a huge house, and it's just me."

I tap my shoe against the side of his boot, but he doesn't look up. "Thank you. I'm serious. But I don't feel right doing that."

"I get it. It's part of being a man. We don't like asking for help, do we?" He chuckles and looks at me as he stands. That smile again, and it feels like I'm the one drenched in water. "Just promise me you'll keep all the windows open tonight?"

"Promise. And can you do one more favor for me?" His eyebrows raise, but he doesn't say anything. "Can you go back to the hardware store and tell that twelve-year-old working the counter what you just said? That I am a man." I laugh to cover the fact that I'm still bothered by being misgendered.

He snorts. "Evan? Would you believe he actually graduated college last fall? Came back to work his mom's store. He did seem strange today, didn't he?"

"Just a little."

Tyler leans against the post beside the stairs. There's a pop and a creak, and I raise my hands to cover my head just in case. But he looks completely undisturbed. Once the random noises stop and I'm sure the roof isn't going to collapse, I lower my hands and look up at him. We stay like that until the air turns golden behind him. A halo that makes him even more attractive than he already is.

"I loved her." Tyler tilts his head back until it hits the post. "Elle. We practically grew up with each other, and I think we both just planned on always being together. Funny how things never work out how we plan." His face is anything but funny, though. He looks as sad now as if he just heard the news about her death.

"I didn't know. I'm sorry." He shrugs, but it just makes his pain more obvious. I stand and move over to him and take his hand. "That's why you acted like that with the car today?"

He runs his thumb across the back of my hand. "It just brought back all those memories. Everything was so sudden. We were teenagers who planned to live forever. Then she found out she only had a couple months. I don't know. I never learned how to get over that. I don't think you can." He wipes his other thumb under his eyes, and just holding on to his hand isn't enough. I want to hug him and pull him tight and tell him that he doesn't have to grieve forever. Elle wouldn't want that. But I stand still and don't say a word. I just let him sweep his thumb back and forth across my skin.

"You remind me of her sometimes."

I take a step back and look up at him. The sun is almost right behind his head now, so I have to squint. "Of Elle?"

He nods. "You look a little like her. I could tell right away that you were related. And just little things you do that she used to do to. Like that."

I giggle nervously, unsure of what I did. "Like what?"

"The way you tucked your hair behind your ear and looked away because I embarrassed you. And now, the way you're biting your lip."

"I wish I could have known her better."

Tyler blows out a long breath and lets go of my hand. The temperature drops twenty degrees. "She was the most special person I've ever met. You sure I can't talk you into staying with me tonight?"

"I'm sure. But thank you." I don't know why I do it, but I stand on my toes and kiss his cheek. We stare at each other for a moment. Then he walks away without a word.


CHAPTER FOUR



A few days later, there's a knock at my door. I assume it’s Tyler, so I hurry, sweaty and covered in greasy dust from the kitchen where I've been ripping drywall from the studs. The mold that had started in the basement has branched and spored its way through the entire first floor, and all the drywall needs replaced. Just before I get to the door, I stop and look at my reflection in the glass of the built in china cabinet. I tuck away a few loose strands of hair and make sure my ponytail is holding everything else tight, and then I throw open the door as much as I dare on its rusty hinges. I expect to see that perpetually sunburnt face and those eyes that are as cool as a bottomless pond. Maybe even that cowboy hat that seemed so silly to me when I first saw it, but that I've started to look forward to seeing. But none of those things greet me. It's a postal worker, dressed in 15 variations of blue and even somehow looking like the color herself.

"Is Kenneth Wilson here?" she asks. Her words are just as blue as everything else about her.

"Uh, that's me."

She looks me over before shrugging and handing me an envelope and a pen. "Need a signature please." As soon as I sign, she marches back to her mail truck and drives away.

I rip open the envelope and my hands start shaking as soon as I read the first line. I'm summoned before the county development board to discuss potential illegal renovations I've made to my home. My stomach sinks. I'm just fixing up a dilapidated house, not changing anything. Who could have a problem with that? Then it hits me. The only person in this entire county who knows that I'm repairing this house is also the one who wants me to sell the property to them. The knot of anxiety that had formed inside my chest unfurls into a boiling fury.

I slam the letter down and stomp out the front door. I am going to let him know exactly what I think of him and the way he went behind my back and the nice guy act that almost had me fooled. No, it did have me fooled. I was such an idiot. And just three minutes ago, I felt like I was floating as I walked to the door, thinking it was him standing there. I could strangle him. And that thought makes me stop. What good will come from a shouting match between us? He might even expect that. Maybe it's what he wants. No. I'm done with him. Starting now. I turn around and go back into the house, slamming the door behind me without a thought for its hinges.

[image: ]


Three judges are sitting behind a tall wood bench covered by ornate carvings. They're wearing black robes and white wigs. I'm sitting behind a tiny table, barely big enough for a sheet of paper, and then I notice Tyler. He's in front of the judges, walking back and forth, demanding they refuse to issue me a permit for the renovations of my house. Then he asks them to take my house away as punishment for daring to fix a plumbing leak without permission. I try to stand so I can object, but my legs don't move. I barely even get the first utterance of a sound out when they bang their gavels and agree with him.

Tyler looks at me and sneers as he takes off his jacket and unbuttons his shirt. I'm unable to move any part of my body now, so I'm forced to stare at him as his shirt opens up, showing more and more of his tan skin. The golden hair twinkles in the light of the courthouse. When he gets to the last two buttons, I feel drool puddle at the corner of my mouth, and I don't know if I'm paralyzed anymore or not. And it doesn't matter because I'd never look away even if I could. His fingers shuffle back and forth as he undoes one more button, and I can see the rise of his abs. Sweat rolls into my eye and forces me to blink. But when I open my eyes, everything is dark, and I'm in bed, shivering.

What the hell was that? I look at my alarm clock. 5:30am. Shit. I roll onto my back and stare at the ceiling. There's no way I can get back to sleep now. I don't know if I ever want to sleep again if it's going to be like that. A tremor passes through me as I picture Tyler's shirtless chest again.

I have to get up in an hour anyway. I blow out a sigh and kick the covers off.

As soon as my feet hit the carpeted floor, I realize I have nothing to wear to the meeting today. Jeans and t-shirts have been fine for working at the house and running into the hardware store, but not for when one of the biggest landowners in the county is using the government to come after me. As I walk to the closet, my stomach tightens, but I open the doors and swipe through the four hangers that I know are hanging on the rod.

Then I notice it's not four. There's an extra shirt, and I pull it out to look at it. Purple and pink floral? I don't remember packing this one. I examine it and search through my memory. I don't remember ever seeing it before now, but it's perfect. I lay it on the bed and go back for a pair of jeans. Only I don't need jeans because there's a pair of grey slacks. I'm sure I didn't pack this either, but when I hold them up to my waist, they seem like they'll fit. And the blouse will look much nicer with these than with a pair of jeans, so I don't press my luck by wondering where these came from. I set them next to the blouse and go to the bathroom.

The water of the shower feels wonderful as I let it pelt my face to wake me. Just as I think I could stay under the stream all day, I imagine Tyler in here with me. Completely naked now. My gaze floats like a falling petal to his cock, hard and glistening. I force my eyes open. The hot water stings them, and I step back. What is wrong with me? I'm not gay. Just as I think it, my own cock twitches its objection. I force my eyes up to the dark mold growing in the corner as I lather and rinse my body as quickly as I can.

It seems like it takes forever to dry my shoulder-length hair, but I don't mind because I definitely don't think of Tyler once while I'm doing it. Not while I brush it out afterward. And as I pull on my blue panties, I think how remarkable it is that I'm not imagining Tyler because this blue is almost an exact match for his eyes. When my carefully tucked dick throbs as I walk from the dresser back to the bed, I know it has nothing to do with him.

I sit on the edge of the bed and cross my legs, and notice that the socks I grabbed are not at all what I expected. They're thin. Much thinner than any dress socks I've ever worn. And they have a strange checkerboard pattern. I slide one up my leg—it goes nearly to my knee—I realize it's a not a checkered pattern. It's more of a net. I shrug and slip the other one up my smooth leg and hold my legs out in front of me. Kinda sexy. I'm glad I'm not wondering what Tyler would think of them.

By the time I'm dressed, it's 7:30, and I rush out the door. I could have been ready at least ten minutes earlier if the buttons on my blouse fit correctly. I never could figure out what it was, but I had a hard time slipping each one into the hole. It was like I've never worn a button-down shirt before.

When I get to the county building, I'm scared to walk into the meeting room. If it looks anything like it did in my dream, I might just turn around and leave. But when I peek through the small window on the door, I see that it's not like that at all. There are three rows of lightly padded chairs, and in the front of the room, there's a long table with five chairs set in a semi-circle around it. There are only two other people here. Older men. Both of them are sitting in the front row and wearing plaid shirts over jeans. When I come in, they turn and bob their heads to me almost in unison. I smile as I take a seat in the row behind them.

No one else comes into the room until exactly 8am when a door to the side opens and three people walk in. One man wearing a brown suit, one wearing just a white button-down shirt with a tie, and a woman wearing a light blue skirt suit. My heart races when they walk in. At the same time, the door behind me opens. The two men and I turn around, and I'm sure I'm going to be sick. It's Tyler.

He sits just a couple of seats away and smiles. "Good morning. You look good today."

"Seriously?" I hiss. "Don't even try it."

"Try what?"

Before I can tell him exactly what I think of him and his innocent act, one of the commissioners brings the meeting to order. "It looks like the only item on the agenda today is Ms. Wilson's potential illegal rehabilitation of her property on Willowcreek Rd." The man in the suit is the one speaking. The top of his head is bald, and his hair is combed over from one side. He takes off his reading glasses and looks up at the seating area like he has to scan the room filled with all four of us. "Are you Ms. Wilson?" he asks as he points to me.

I stand and look to the right. There's a podium there, and I'm not sure if I'm supposed to go to it before addressing the committee. "I'm Mr. Wilson. Yes." The three people sitting at the table glance at me quickly and then look back down at the papers in front of them. Since none of them seem to mind me speaking from here, I stay where I am.

"First, Ms. Wilson, we all want to pass along our condolences on the loss of your aunt. She was quite a woman and will certainly be missed by a lot of people." His tone of voice tells me that he isn't one of those people. "I understand you've inherited that property and have begun renovations. Is that right?"

"It's Mister Wilson. Anyway, I don't think I'd call them renovations. Just some repairs that⁠—"

"My understanding is that you've added a section of pipe, have replaced drywall, and have discussed plans to replace a porch. That sounds like renovating to me, doesn't it to you, Ms. Wilson?"

I summon up all the spite I can and glower at Tyler. It feels like my eyes are burning coals, and I hope they singe him. "I'm just trying to make it safe to live in. That's all for now."

"Well, since you're new to town, I reckon you don't know how things work, so we can cut you a little slack. Every change to a property here has to go through an approval process, starting with our various subcommittees and ending up for a final vote before these distinguished members and I. Now normally, there's a substantial fee for anyone who violates this procedure." He looks down his nose at me like I'm a child who was just caught stealing from their parents’ wallet. "But in your case, I'm sure you didn't know better, and I'm sure you're very sorry, isn't that so?"

"I, uh, yes. I didn't know, and I am sorry for violating any of the rules about this. But I was just getting rid of mold so I can⁠—"

"Of course, of course. Nonetheless, these rules do exist for a reason. As such, I'm afraid you'll have to stop all work immediately until you've received⁠—"

"Bob," Tyler stands and somehow takes instant control of the room . "I'm sure you know that state law supersedes regional ordinances in matters like this."

"That is true, but only when there is a conflict."

"Which there is. Mr. Wilson, here is the homeowner, and he's allowed to make necessary repairs to his own house without a permit. It's only if he hires an outside party that a permit becomes necessary."

The man, Bob, is as red as a boiling pot of spaghetti sauce. "You know the respect all of us in the community have for you and your family, but I'm not sure running a successful farm makes you an expert on building codes and ordinances." He smiles at the other committee members, no doubt hoping that one of them will back him up, but they just stare blankly at the table.

"I may not be, but my attorney is. Perhaps we should adjourn until we can all meet with counsel and become more familiar with the legalities of this matter? That might be especially wise, since you need at least four members present to have a quorum, so nothing you declare today will have any legal weight anyway." Tyler doesn't wait for him to respond. He nods at the committee, pats one of the older men on the shoulder, and then walks from the room.

"That..." Bob looks around like a drowning man searching for anything to grasp hold of. "Very well, this meeting is adjourned until the 25th, when all members will be present." He doesn't even gather his papers before he storms from the room.

As soon as he clears the door, I bolt out after Tyler. "Hey!" I jog to catch up to him, but the higher than usual heels on the black loafers I'm wearing make it more difficult than I'm used to. "Tyler, wait."

He's just at the exterior glass doors when he turns to look at me. "Come on." He motions with his head as he steps outside and holds the door for me.

"What was that?"

"That was Bob Timmons being Bob Timmons. One of the biggest bullies and the biggest crook in the entire county."

I grab him to get him to stop, and when I do, he turns and we both stare at each other. I notice how much warmer it is than when I walked into the building just a bit ago. And despite that fact that my hair is blowing into my face, I'm sure the air is stagnant. Someone could tell me the humidity is 200%, and I would believe them. "I mean, what was that with you?"

He grins, and for a second I forget I was ever mad at him. "Just helping my neighbor, and hopefully my friend." He slides his hand down my arm to my wrist and coils a finger around it.

"I..." I look down at his skin on mine, and it nearly drives everything else from my mind. What is it about him that does this to me? I've never once felt anything like this for another man. Not even close. Did Amanda break me so badly that I'm starting to question everything now? I make myself look at the parking lot just so I can think. "But why turn me in to the development board just to come rescue me? How does that help you?"

He doesn't say anything for so long that I finally give in and look at him. He looks confused and… maybe hurt? That can't be. I have to be misreading him. "I'm not the one who turned you in."

"But you're the only one who knew about any of that."

"Kennedy, I swear, I didn't tell anyone."

What did he just call me? It doesn't matter. "Then how did they find out?"

Tyler pulls me close to him and for a second, I wonder if he's going to kiss me. And for a second after that, I hope he does. But I hear voices and realize he was just pulling me out of the way so the others could pass by. That shouldn't turn my heart to lead the way it does. "Are you sure I'm the only one who knows? There's Evan too."

"Evan? Oh, the kid from the hardware store? I guess he knows, but why would he tell anyone?"

Tyler blows out a breath. "I'm not the only one who wants that property. I'm just the only one willing to play fair for it. Bob has been trying to seize land on that side of the county for over a year now. Most people don't know why, but I found out a certain corporation made a sizable campaign contribution to him. A corporation that's looking to relocate a warehouse here."

"But that doesn't make sense."

"This is a small town. We all knew that Nora left the property to you, so I suppose it wouldn't take much forethought to plant a few seeds here and there. Tell some of the locals that they should report anything they see. Maybe a disillusioned kid who dreams of escaping the anchor of his family's business could see the benefit of being friends with the next mayor."

"So, what does this all mean?" I'm sure I'm standing too close to him. I'm sure I shouldn't stare at his lips the way I am. A straight man wouldn't notice how pink they are. Wouldn't notice the chapped corner. Wouldn't wonder what they taste like.

"It means you need to be careful who you trust." He rubs his hand along my arm one more time and then smiles as he walks to the parking lot. I stand frozen and watch him get into his enormous white pickup truck and drive away.


CHAPTER FIVE



What is going on? I stop, still three rungs from the bottom of the ladder, and hold a hand to my chest. With every step down from the roof, the slight bounce and jiggle make it impossible to think of anything else. These are breasts. I gasp. There's... no. A person doesn't just grow breasts all of a sudden. A man doesn't just grow breasts all of a sudden.

My mind spins. An allergic reaction causing me to swell up? All the mold in the house? Maybe Tyler was right, and I shouldn't have stayed here until we got rid of it. But as I feel it, it doesn't feel like any swelling I've ever had. There's no doubt what these are. It feels just like touching Amanda, and as I accidentally drag a finger across my nipple, I inhale just like she used to, and my knees go weak from the feeling and from the pain of the memory. I need to figure out what's happening. Keeping one hand cupped around my—I can't call it that—I hurry down, not remembering the 2x6 scrap I laid under the ladder to keep it steady on the uneven yard. The edge of my shoe catches on its side. My mind is expecting solid ground, and it's already committed to sending all my body weight that way. For half a second, I feel weightless as I reach out for anything to help keep me up. The ladder is the only thing I can grasp, but as I fall backward, it tumbles with me. My ass smacks into the earth. My teeth crash together. And I roll to the side just in time to avoid the ladder falling on top of me. "God damn it!" I shriek to no one.

I sit there dazed for a moment—my mind no longer thinking of the strange growth on my chest—while I look around. The hammer and a couple of screwdrivers must have flown out of my tool belt. I see them lying in the grass a few feet away. At least no one was here to see it. I pull my legs under me and stand, and that's when I notice it. The sharp pain starts at my ankle and shoots halfway to my knee. I hurry and transfer all my weight to my other leg and look down, like I can see something wrong. Like I'm going to find a nail embedded in the flesh. I can't believe I did that!

I hop to the side of the porch and use one hand on the railing to help balance me as I jump one-legged to the stairs. When I get there, I pause and blow out a breath. Just five steps. Only seven inches each. And it seems impossible. I inch closer and with a toss of my head that flicks my ponytail, I leap onto the first step, careful to hold my right leg well out of the way.

"Holy shit," I say as I intuitively cover my chest with my free left hand. "Is this what women feel?" The bounce is unreal. The unfamiliar tug of weight pulling on my chest isn't painful, but it's certainly not pleasant either. I clasp my arm across me as I hop the rest of the way. At the top, I pause to regain my breath, and I finally look down at my chest. If there was ever a doubt about what the twin mounds are, it's gone now. But it makes no sense. I shake away the thought. I can worry about that in a minute. Right now, I need to get ice for this ankle before it gets any worse. I hop through the house and into the kitchen.

After dumping an entire tray of ice into a baggie, I sit at the dining room table, propping my leg on the seat next to me. Even through the off-white towel, the cold of the ice makes me wince as it knives into my skin. The sharp corners of the cubes press into my ankle, but after just a couple of minutes my ankle numbs to them or the corners melt enough to become unnoticeable. And my attention turns to my chest. I trace the outline of one breast, and it sends shivers through me. My gaze jerks from window to window to make sure there's no one watching, and when I'm sure it's just me, I peel the white shirt over my head and look down.

The room starts to spin as I look down at them. It's just not possible. I carefully slip my hand under one of the breasts and lift it. I'm not sure if it's larger than Amanda's or if it just seems that way because it's attached to me. But regardless, there's no way to hide these. And that means there's no way I would have missed them this morning. Something in the last two hours has caused this reaction. I take a deep breath and listen for any wheezing or signs of congestion. There aren't any.

Just then, a thunder-like crack rolls through the house and makes me jump from my chair. It's still sunny, and there isn't even a drop of rain in the forecast for today. I take a quick, hobbled step toward the window when something flashes down across it. I see it before I hear the rumble, and it makes me yelp. It's not until I hear the thud and see a cloud of dust rise up that I realize it's the porch roof. I scream and start to run toward the front door, but that first step is on my twisted ankle. The shooting bolt of pain brings me to a stop, and I collapse to the floor.

I'm still sprawled there when I hear Tyler. "Kennedy? Kennedy?" It takes almost half a minute before I can answer him, but I finally yell as loud as I can that I'm inside. I see the top of his head fly past the bottom of the dining room window as he runs to the back of the house. Behind me, the kitchen door rattles as he tries to turn the knob. It must still be locked. "Kennedy!"

I know he can see me now, but I don't turn to look at him. I don't even lift an arm to wave. The whole roof is just gone. And when I hear the splintering snap behind me, I assume the rest of the house is falling down around me too, and I can't make myself care. When I feel the spark of Tyler's skin on mine—his rough hands on my bare shoulders—I realize that he's kicked in the back door to get to me.

"What's wrong?" he asks as his hands glide over me. Tender and soft in a way I would have never expected from on his layers of callouses. When he sees I'm not obviously injured, he presses gently on my shoulders. "Just lay right here. I'm calling the ambulance. Tell me what hurts." He whips the phone from his pocket and the only thing that hurts is that both his hands are no longer touching me.

Finally, I'm able to look up at him. "I'm fine." It might be the biggest lie I've ever told. My entire life is a giant whirlpool swirling around me. It has been for two months. Since I found Amanda and Juan together in our bed. My girlfriend fucking my best friend in the bed we'd shared for over a year.

"You're not fine." He kneels beside me and cups the side of my face with his palm. It feels like a beam of sunlight warming my skin. "You're laying half naked in the middle of your dining room sobbing. Were you out there when it fell?"

I put my hand on his and forget to answer his question. I forget that he even asked anything.

"Kennedy? Can you hear me? I think you're in shock."

What is it about him? Why does everything inside turn to a scrambled mash when he touches me? It's not attraction. If I didn't know better, I would think it was, but we're both men. I'm not gay. Is he? Does he feel this too when he touches me? The thought releases a herd of rampaging bison inside me. "Tyler—" I try to sit up so I can be even with him, so I can touch him the way he's touching me, but the searing pain causes me to moan. It brings me back. "My ankle."

He looks at my feet and drops his hand. As much as I want to pull it back to my cheek, I don't. "Is it hurt? Which one? I'll take you to the hospital." He spits out the thoughts like gunshots, but I'm able to keep up now.

"I don't need a hospital. I was inside getting ice when the roof fell. I'm... Do I look okay to you?" I sit up, and the breasts pull my skin down. My face is just a few inches away from his, and I can smell the bacon and coffee still on his breath from breakfast.

"Looks can be deceiving. I found out the hard way." His eyes drift away for a second, and I wonder if he's thinking about Elle.

"Not that." I wrap my hand around his, and his eyes snap to me. "I feel okay. But is there something unusual about the way I look?"

He shakes his head. "No. Same as⁠—"

"Look carefully." I run my free hand over a breast and down to my stomach.

His gaze follows, stopping for an almost imperceptible moment at my nipple before moving down. "I don't see anything different. What is it?"

I don't know whether to laugh or cry. "It's..." Am I imagining it? Them?

"If you won't let me take you to the hospital, then you're coming with me to my house."

"Tyler, no⁠—"

His eyes turn to fire. "I'm not hearing it. You're staying with me until you're better and until we know this house is safe. We're not arguing. Got it?"

Part of me wants to shout yes and run to his house right now. And that part scares me. It makes me want to resist even though I can tell he won't take no for an answer. Instead, I just nod my head.

"Good. Now, let's get you up into a chair while I go get some things for you." He slips his hands under my arms while I pull my left leg under me. Between the two of us, with lots of grunting, I end up back in the chair where I was sitting before the roof collapsed.

Tyler is gone for a few minutes. I follow his thudding steps on the floor above me as I picture him walking from room to room. When he comes back down, he has a pink and black satchel slung over his shoulder. "I hope it's okay that I used this bag."

I look closer, and I'm sure I've never seen it before in my life. Not even Amanda had a bag like it. "Where was that?"

"Just hanging at the side of your closet." He looks at my chest, and his cheeks turn pink. "Anyway, I threw a few shirts and some shorts in here. Some of your panties and bras too. Then your soap and hair stuff from the bathroom."

My stomach drops. "Did you say bras?"

"I didn't know which ones, so I just grabbed them all. I know y'all have different ones for different outfits." He chuckles. "Do you want one of them for now? I assume you're gonna want a shirt. Unless you're in the mood to show your assets to the whole world."

They're real? He can see them? But he told me there wasn't anything unusual about the way I look. Nothing different. Does that mean I've always had them? There were bras upstairs. I wouldn't have bras unless I'd had breasts before today. Right? I bury my head in my hands. It's not right. There's nothing right about this.

"Here." Through my fingers, I can see that he's holding out a pink t-shirt and waiting for me to take it from him. When I don't, he sighs and tugs on my elbow. "Lift up. Let’s get this on you."

I don't fight. I just raise my hands and let him tug the shirt over me. It feels twisted and bunched around my... chest. But I don't bother straightening it. I might have to touch them to do that, and I'm not sure I can handle that right now.

"Can you walk?"

I nod and stand up. He watches, waiting for me to make the first move, so I step toward the kitchen. I hiss as soon as I do and feel like I'm going to fall to the floor. But he catches me before I tumble down.

"I wish you'd let me take you to get that checked out."

"I'm fine. I just need a minute."

He growls and the next thing I know, I feel like I'm flying. He scoops me into his arms. "You're a stubborn ass is what you are."

I can feel his heart beating against the side of my chest. "Put me down." The words come out much weaker than I intend.

"I will once we get to my house. Now, you hold on to that bag. I got you." Before I can give another half-hearted objection, he carries me to the door, angling us so we make it through without even a slight jostling of my ankle.

"Tyler."

"Shush. I've carried feedbags heavier than you." A bit of uneven ground at the bottom of the stairs makes me feel like I'm falling, and I throw my arms around his neck. It makes my skin burn, but it just makes him laugh. "Hold on tight, and I'll give you a ride you won't forget." He sets off across the lawn toward his house, somewhere between a jog and a sprint, and it makes me wish I would have put on a bra first.


CHAPTER SIX



For a few seconds the next morning, I forget about everything. Lying in the ridiculously soft bed under the insanely soft, fluffy blankets, all things are right. There's nothing unusual about my chest. My ankle doesn't hurt. Not until I sit up and let it dangle over the side of the bed. Then all the memories push back onto the shore of my consciousness. Twisting my ankle. The roof collapsing. My breasts. The evening with Tyler.

I run a hand across my chest. Feeling instead of looking because the idea of touching them instead of seeing them is less frightening for some reason. And there they are. Just as large, as heavy as they were yesterday. As they were last night. I pull in a large breath, and then I smell it. Bacon, and it smells wonderful. And it reminds me that Tyler is waiting downstairs for me. The rush through my body when I think of him is even more intense than the rush from the smell.

I hobble the two steps to the closet where Tyler hung my clothes last night. Even the underwear that he insisted needed to be aired out after spending so much time in a mold-infested home. Each bouncy, stuttered step makes me more aware than ever of the breasts on my chest. And by the time I get to the closet, I'm sure that something is trying to convince me I'm a woman. It's the only explanation that makes any sense. Vindictive ghosts from my past? Aliens conducting some strange experiment? A coven of witches upset because I cut one of them off in traffic? Yesterday, I wouldn't have believed in any of them. Now, I know it has to be something. Just like I know, I have to fight whatever it is. I won't let them win.

Even with my clothes inside, the closet is practically empty. Shirts and shorts to one side, underwear on the other. Seeing the way Tyler draped the underwear over hangers makes me giggle. I pull down a pair of panties, purple with a lace front, and bend over, staring at them. It's just pulling on a pair of underwear. Something I do every day. But I don't know if I can do it today. I have to. I suck in a breath and lift my good leg as quickly as I can, putting it through the leg hole in less than a second. I blow out once I can shift my weight back to that foot. That wasn't nearly as bad as I thought it would be. My ankle is still stiff, but the sharp pain of yesterday is just a dull throb now. I smile as I take a bra from a hanger and slip my arms through the straps.

As I hook it behind me, I feel the familiar tug across my chest and the pull of the straps on my shoulders as they support the weight of my breasts. But then I stop. I just took the first bra, and it doesn't match. I normally give no thought to that, but what if Tyler—Quit. Don't even go there. The thought is almost literally unthinkable. Like there could ever be something between us that would make me wish I was wearing a matching bra and panties.

The thought is still swirling around as I pull on my shorts and a t-shirt. But as I slip into a pair of sandals and grab the crutches that Tyler brought up from the basement for me last night, I do my best to laugh it away. I mostly succeed.

Tyler is standing at the stove with his back to me when I amble into the kitchen. He turns as soon as I tromp and click onto the tile floor. "Good morning. How do you feel?"

Amazing, as long as he keeps that smile pointed at me. "Only a little stiff. Whatever you're cooking smells wonderful."

"A little of everything." He chuckles. "Hash browns, eggs, bacon, oatmeal, or I can make some toast for you if you'd rather have that. I don't know what you normally have for breakfast. Cereal?" He covers his mouth. "I don't have any cereal, but I can run into town for some, if that's what you want."

I giggle as I plop into a seat at the small white table on the other side of the kitchen. I lean my crutches in the corner where the table meets the wall. "If you don't have chocolate chip pancakes, I'm afraid I'll have to leave you a one-star review."

His eyes go wide. "I don't know how to make pancakes, but I can probably watch a video and learn. Is a chopped chocolate bar okay instead of chocolate chips?"

"Tyler, I'm teasing. Hash browns and bacon sound amazing right now."

He looks two inches taller as the worry lifts from him. "Coming right up." A couple of minutes later, he comes to the table with two plates. His looks identical to mine except with two fried eggs on the side. I pick a strip of bacon from his plate as soon as it thunks onto the wood.

"You're lucky you're pretty, or I'd be mad," he says and then pulls out the chair and sits beside me.

Heat flares through my chest, and I stare at him until he looks at me.

"You want hot sauce or something? Are you a ketchup person?"

"No. Well, yeah I am, but that's not... What did you just say?"

He squints and even though he's just my age, he already has the beginnings of crow’s feet at the corners of his eyes. The cost of a lifetime in the sun. "About the hot sauce? I have a couple different kinds."

"No, before that. You said I'm lucky."

Despite his tan, his face goes white. "It was just a joke. I wouldn't really be mad⁠—"

"You called me pretty?"

"Oh." He examines me for a minute. "Yeah. You are. I hope it's okay that I said that because I'd really like to say it more often." I watch in what seems like slow motion as he reaches out for me. As his hand gets closer to mine, it somehow sucks the air from the room, and I'm sure I'm going to suffocate. When he touches me, it's like I walked onto a downed electric line while wearing nothing but dripping wet socks.

Last night, we sat together on the sofa and watched a movie until neither of us could stay awake any longer. Both at our opposite ends, six feet between us, and I wanted nothing more than for one of us to slide closer until we touched. Our whole bodies together. This is different, though. I should pull away. I know that. But I can't. I want to hear him call me pretty over and over, even though it's wrong. That's not something a man calls another man. It's not something a man should want to hear.

"This is fast," he says. "I know I shouldn't say this, but I haven't felt this way about anyone since Elle. I never thought I could feel this way about anyone after her."

He sweeps his fingers up my arm and leaves a trail of explosions in their wake. That arm will never be the same. No touch will ever feel like this one. I'm more sure than ever that I need to stop him. To get away. I'm not a woman. I shouldn't like this. His touch should not be doing these things to me. I close my eyes and focus all of my attention on my legs, but neither of them will move an inch. My entire body is paralyzed except for my galloping heart.

"Last night, I didn't sleep. I kept thinking about you. Just down the stairs from me. Wondering what you were wearing. Wondering if you could ever feel the same way about me." His face goes red, and he looks down. Suddenly shy. And my mouth starts to open, starts to tell him I do feel the same. What I had with Amanda was never like this. But I snap it shut before I can utter a sound. I can't give in. The desire is going to kill me, but I can't give in to it. "And I wondered," he sighs, the breath quivering, "if maybe you would want to stay here with me."

Stay with him?

His eyes dart up to mine, and I must look shocked because his jaw drops open. "I don't mean in the same bedroom. Unless that's what you want too. There's plenty of other space here. It's just... I really like you, Kennedy, so I would love for you to share this house with me."

"Tyler, I..." I lean close enough to him that his breath becomes fire against my cheek. My melted insides could burst any second. I didn't know how much I wanted this until now. And it doesn't matter that I'm really a guy. Worrying about that is like worrying about an ant on the highway. "Yes, I would⁠—"

"And if you live here, you won't need Nora's house or land. I'll still pay you for it, just like I promised. Every penny. But then the land will belong to both of us. We both win."

My stomach twists in a way that very much doesn't feel like winning. "That's what this is about?" I stand up and jerk my arm away from him. "All this... this... you practically said you love me for God's sake, and⁠—"

"I think I⁠—"

"And it was all just so you could get that land? For 20 acres that you don't even need?" I spit out a laugh. "You almost had me. I could almost picture the two of us together." Just like I used to picture me and Amanda together. I should have learned from her that I can't trust anyone. No one will ever care about me except me.

"Kennedy, that's not it. I swear." He reaches for me, but I slap his hand away. The noise echoes around the pale blue kitchen.

"Don't. Just... don't. I never want to see you again." I'm not sure how much of what I'm saying comes out through my sobs. But I don't stay to find out. I storm out the door and down the steps to his front lawn. At some point, I hear him call out to me, and I scream. The closest neighbor is over a mile away, but I know they can hear me. And when I don't feel Tyler’s hand on my shoulder trying to stop me, I know the scream was clear.


CHAPTER SEVEN



I don't feel my ankle at all until I'm just feet away from my house. The porch is still a pile of snapped and rotted wood. Just seeing it makes me sick, so I try not to look as I walk around to the back door. By the time I get to the stairs, I'm limping, and I take each step one at a time. At the top, just before I yank open the storm door, I notice the note taped to it. The top line is bold and bright red, like a knife slash across a stomach: "Notice of Condemnation."

My heart gives up, and everything spins around me. I fall backward with a jolt into the railing. "All occupants are hereby ordered to vacate the premises immediately. Public hearing to be held on the 25th of May." And it's signed Robert Timmons at the bottom.

"He can't do this!" I shout to no one and then push through the kitchen door. The jamb is splintered from Tyler kicking it in yesterday to get to me. The smell of mold slaps me as soon as I breathe, but it doesn't matter. None of it does. Just four steps inside the door, I collapse onto the floor and cry until my tears make a puddle beneath me.
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I'm trembling so much as I reach for the door that I have to pull my hand back and take a couple of deep breaths before I can do it. This hearing is everything to me. My chance at a new start, away from my past. My home.

I'm wearing a simple knee-length black dress with dark grey floral print and black tights. My shoes are conservative pumps with a moderate three-inch heel and slightly rounded toes. Even my makeup is simple. Just neutral pink lipstick to match my eyeshadow. Nothing that will make me stand out or give the board any additional reason to hate me.

When I'm finally able to get inside, I try to focus on the clicking of my heels on the white speckled tiles. It echoes down the long hallway as I pass door after door until I finally get to the hearing room. The door is propped open, and I'm glad because I'm not sure if I could open this one. No one else is here yet, so I hurry inside and take a seat, three chairs away from where I sat last time, next to where Tyler sat. I smooth my dress under me and cross my legs as I close my eyes.

I know something is still happening to me. I know I'm not a woman, not really, but I've stopped trying to fight it. Everyone else sees me that way now. Even my ID and credit cards have somehow changed. The day I noticed that is the day the last bit of me transformed. The most important bit. It didn't even shock me the way it should have. I should have been horrified, but I guess I knew it was coming. So I didn't greet it with a protest or a wail, but with a shrug of acceptance. It's not like my old life was worth hanging on to. If the county—if Bob Timmons—is able to take my property away from me, I'd have nothing as a man. But there's still the unknown as a woman. Still a chance to make something. So there's still hope.

"All rise." The clerk’s voice snaps me out of my introspection, and I look up just in time to see the door open. This time there are five commissioners. Still led by Bob Timmons, wearing a grey suit today. My eyes lock to him as he walks across the room. As he gets to the table, he looks up and smiles at me. The calm look of a man who knows he's won. And any will I had left to battle him evaporates. I'm just one woman. I can't take on the county. Not when I don't know anyone here. No, that's not true. I know one person, and he's not exactly on my side.

Tyler has tried to call me several times this week, but I never answered. Even when he knocked on the door—the unlockable door with the window that let him look right in and see me at the dining room table—I pretended to not hear him. He came back day after day, and each time, he left a bouquet of flowers outside the door. Roses and lilies and daisies and carnations. Every day I left them where he set them. Until he brought the tulips. Two dozen light pink tulips, my favorite flower and my favorite color. When I found those outside, I brought them in and put them in a vase.

"Ms. Wilson? Are you ready to proceed?"

There's no point in delaying. I did my best to research the state law before the hearing, but I didn't find anything that could help me. "I am." I'm ready to have the county steal my home.

Bob begins by describing the state of the house. The collapsed porch, the ubiquitous mold, the back door that can't be secured. He says some things about the windows and the roof that aren't true, but given everything else, they're just a dusting of rotten Parmesan cheese on the bowl of poisoned pasta he's serving me. The least of my concerns. When the room goes silent, I realize that he's waiting for me, but I have no idea what I'm supposed to do or say.

"I'm sorry. Could you repeat that?"

He smiles again the way I imagine a python smiles at a mouse before it eats it whole. "I asked if what I presented is an accurate assessment of your property and if you have anything you'd like to add before we take our vote."

My stomach sinks, as heavy as if I'd eaten a bowl of concrete. Like I could eat anything this morning. Or last night. I could barely take a sip of water. "I don't think⁠—"

"Excuse me?" The woman's voice pierces the room. "You began the hearing before my client's legal representation was present?" I turn to look at the newcomer. Her fierce red hair is coiled and pinned tightly into a bun, and she's wearing an all-black suit and a look that would intimidate a mafia boss.

Bob's head snaps back, and he looks flustered for a moment before the easy smile comes back across his face. "My apologies. Ms. Wilson made no indication that she had legal representation. But as per policy, all development board meetings begin promptly at 8am. Surely, you understand the value of punctuality, Miss..."

"Ms. Peña. Surely, Mr. Timmons, you wouldn't want to give the clearly erroneous impression that you were trying to railroad this woman just because she's new to town, would you? I request two minutes to speak with my client, please. Then we can resume." She doesn't wait for him to answer before she takes the seat next to me and puts her hand on my arm.

"Who are you?"

"Susannah Peña, your attorney."

"But I⁠—"

She holds a hand up to stop me. "Mr. Matthews hired me."

At the mention of his name, I twist in my seat. Sure enough, there he is in the row behind me. He nods when our eyes lock.

"Kennedy? I need you to pay attention, please." She waits until I'm looking at her. "We don't have a lot of room to maneuver here, and Mr. Timmons knows it. That's why he's so smug. Tyler filled me in on all the details, and there's no way we can argue that your house isn't dilapidated. So the county has every right to condemn it. If they do that, they'll place an exorbitant lien on the property that you'll never be able to pay. Then they'll seize the land as payment."

I look from her to Tyler. How much is he spending on her? I could have done this well on my own.

"The best option we have is for you to demolish the property before the county gets a chance to condemn it."

"What? I say it so loud that everyone goes silent and looks at me. My face burns as I lean in closer to Ms. Peña. "What kind of option is that?" I whisper.

"The best one we have with short notice because it means you get to keep the property. I filed for the permit with the zoning commission just before the close of business yesterday, and Tyler has a crew just waiting to start as soon as you give the okay."

I spin and glare at him. So this is just another attempt by him to get my property. I'm just the pawn in the game between him and Bob Timmons. "Why am I not surprised?" I want to dig my fingernails into those lips that I used to fantasize about.

"It's not what you think." He scoots his chair forward and joins us. "The property will always be yours this way. And I'll give you the money to rebuild. Exactly like it is now, or anyway you want. No strings attached, no repayment needed. I had Susannah draw up the contract. If we had more time, you could review it before you decide."

"But we don't," Susannah says, "so I need an answer now. It's the only way you can keep your property."

I lean back and stare at the ceiling. The white tiles are speckled with irregular brown dots. Some of them have water stains that have turned from golden to sepia over the years. "Fine. Let's do it."

Ms. Peña takes out her phone and sends a quick text, and Tyler puts his hand on my shoulder. Even through the fabric of my dress, a wave roars through me at the touch.

"Thank you," he says.

"For handing you my property on a silver platter?"

"Your property. It's always going to be yours now. Thank you for trusting me."

I look up at Bob. He's swiping through something on his phone. His mouth is curled up, and it looks like he's been laughing. "I don't have much choice, do I?"

"Mr. Timmons," Ms. Peña stands and fastens a single button on her jacket—the move looks practiced and smooth, "we're ready to proceed. Since, however, there's no longer a dwelling on the property in question, I'm afraid this entire hearing has been for nothing."

Bob smiles. "I'm not sure I follow. There is most certainly a dwelling. I personally drove by this morning to verify."

"Allow me to clarify for you, then. Earlier this morning, there was a dwelling. Now, however, there is not." She walks to the table where she hands a paper to each member. "This is a copy of our demolition permit, approved yesterday. And right about now, the crew should have everything down. All that's left is the cleanup, which will be complete by early afternoon. So, as you can see, there is nothing on this property to condemn. Therefore, this hearing is unnecessary, and if there's nothing else, we'll ask you to close the proceedings. Our time is valuable, after all. It would be a shame to waste any more of it."

Bob's face crunches tighter than a yanked open blind as he glowers at Ms. Peña. "We will temporarily suspend the hearing to allow the committee time to further investigate this development." He crumples the paper in his fist and walks out the side door, not waiting for anyone else to follow him.

I don't realize until I feel Ms. Peña's hand on my shoulder that I've been holding my breath. "So what now?" I ask her.

"This part's over. There's nothing more he can do. He just needs some time to understand that. It was great to meet you, Kennedy. Although the way Tyler went on and on about you, I felt like I already knew you." She laughs as her hand drops into her purse and emerges with a business card. "If you ever need me, just call my office."

I watch her leave the room, and then I become aware of Tyler standing behind me. I don't need to see him to know that he's there. When I turn to face him, he extends a hand toward me. It stops just a couple of inches away from my arm, and he bites his lip and pulls it back. Apparently unsure if I want him to touch me. That makes two of us.

"So."

"So."

"You won. It's over." His lips curl into a tentative smile, and my stomach flutters at the sight.

"Did I? I have no house now." The weight hits me, and I fall backward into the chair. It rocks onto its back legs before settling. "I'm homeless."

Tyler reaches for me again, and this time he doesn't stop himself. His hand is simultaneously ice and a nuclear blast as he takes mine, twining our fingers together like a master weaver. "You're not homeless. Stay with me."

My body heats at the thought, and I don't know if it's because of desire or disapproval.

"Just temporary, of course. Unless... Just until construction of your new house is finished."

"But that could be... I don't know. It could be a long time." Even to my own ears, my voice sounds whiny and weak.

Tyler's hand trembles around mine for a just a second, then he pulls them both up to his mouth and kisses the back of my knuckle. "Would that be such an awful thing?"

I want to fight the way my body reacts to him. I want to hold on to whatever is left of my manhood. But even before the thought forms, I laugh at it. I'm sitting in public wearing a dress and tights, being held by a man I can no longer deny my feelings for, and I'm worried about hanging on to whatever is left of my manhood? The only remnants of that are ashes blown away by every breath that Tyler takes. And why would I want to hold on to that anyway? What did it ever give to me? This new life though… "No, I don't think that would be awful at all."

I pitch my body forward, replacing my hand with my mouth. My lips. Tyler doesn't hesitate. He kisses me, and if someone later told me there was an earthquake and a solar eclipse at that exact second, I would marvel that that was all, because our kiss is so much more momentous than either of those.

"Maybe we could go back there now?" he asks.

I don't say a word as I stand and tug him toward the door.
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The drive to Tyler's house takes just seconds, and it takes hours. Neither of us says a word, our eyes straight ahead because we don't trust ourselves to look at each other. Don't trust that our gaze won't become locked and that driving won't become secondary to the pull of the other's body.

When he turns on his street—our street—a coldness starts at my fingers and spreads through the rest of me. By the time we drive past my house, it's completely taken over, and I'm shaking. The house that I thought was a real life reset button is just a pile of broken sticks now. I stare at the crew as they use their bulldozers to push it around like it's nothing, like it's not my dreams.

"Hey."

It takes a second for his voice to register. When I feel the warmth on my cheeks, I realize I'm crying.

He pulls into his driveway. A small rise in his land blocks the view of my house, but I stare in that direction anyway. "We're gonna rebuild it, okay? Me and you." He puts his hands on my cheeks and forces me to look at him. "Anything you want, it's yours. Kennedy, I mean it. That land and that house will always be yours. One day, you'll pass it down to your kids and grandkids. I promise."

I sniff and my eyes trace the lines of his face. The tiny lines at the corners of his deep-sea blue eyes, the angle of his jaw. The upturn to his lips. The white, sunburnt skin flaking at their highest peak. And I nod my head.

"Do you⁠—"

"I do." He could be asking me anything, and I don't care. My answer is the same.

Tyler blows out a sigh. "Thank God, because if I have to wait much longer to get you out of those clothes, I'm going to burst."

I grin and wink. "The only place you're going to burst is inside me."

We rush to unfasten our seatbelts and get out of the truck. The walk to the house becomes a giggling sprint as we each try to beat the other, while our hands refuse to leave the other's body.

When we finally make it into the house, Tyler presses me against the kitchen counter. Something clatters behind me and there's an ear-splitting bang as a sheet pan falls to the floor, but neither of us even flinches. His mouth starts against mine, pressing to my lips, but then it works lower. To my chin. To my neck, first the front and then the crook, and I have to hold on to him or I'll fall to the floor. I knit my fingers into his hair and hold him in place while he cups one of my breasts. His fingers follow its outline and his thumb searches for my nipple. When it finds it, I moan, and he presses harder.

"Not..." I want to tell him not here. I don't want my first time with this body—my first time with him—to be in a kitchen. But I can't get the words out. My body doesn't care where it happens as long as it happens.

He drops his hand from my breast, and I reach blindly for his arm to pull it back. But he's too strong. He breaks through my grasp and slides his hands under my ass. I assume he's just going to raise my dress, but I gasp as he lifts me instead. I wrap my legs around him and squeeze him between my thighs. That's when I notice how hard he is. His cock is just inches away from my pussy, and every thought in my head revolves around it now. About getting it inside of me.

"Jesus Christ, Kennedy." His words are just breaths, so airy they're blown away immediately. He hefts me, getting a better grip, and then walks me away from the counter.

I crash my lips to his as we walk, and I'm not sure how he can see where we're going because I can't see anything except him. I can't think of anything except him. I only vaguely register the sensation of him setting me down. I'm barely conscious of the feeling of a mattress under my back. The only reason I notice at all is because he lets go of my ass and rises above me.

His eyes are dark blue flames as he stares down at me. His lips are puffy and pink. I hear him unfasten his belt, and I blindly reach my hand toward the sound. I run it across the stone of his abs, past his belly button, and down to his waist. I tug at the waistband, but he already has it free. He yanks it from my grip, down his legs, and now I look. My mouth waters the instant I see it, and I want to run my finger across the bulging head, red and enraged and wanting me as much as I want it. But he's just out of reach, so I look back at his face. My eyes pleading with him.

He bites his lip and his head rises and falls with his rough breaths. "I need⁠—"

I shake my head to interrupt his thought. He doesn't need anything except me. I don't want anything between us.

"But..."

"I know." I tell him, and I really do. Somehow, I understand exactly what I'm asking of him. I understand the possible consequences, and I just don't care.

He nods his head. Without warning, he forces up the bottom of my dress and jerks my tights down to my knees. I hear the fabric rip as he tugs them. Another thing I don't care about. While he yanks them off my legs, I push my panties to my knees. He takes them the rest of the way, tossing them aside like he's flicking a fly. And when I spread my legs, a chill runs through me. The air is cold, but my core is so hot that a volcano would feel chilly next to it.

Tyler runs a finger through my folds and then circles it around my clit, and I arch back so far that my head becomes buried in layers of pillows. "You're so fucking wet. Is that for me?"

I can only moan my answer. Of course, and if he doesn't get into me now, I'm sure I'm going to die. He must feel it too, because he shifts his weight and moves closer to me. Even though I can barely focus my eyes, I watch him. His mouth is parted, and I sit up and take his lower lip between my teeth. He groans as I pull it and let it go. I watch it snap back into place. Then he pushes inside me, and I can't watch anything else.

My eyes roll back in my head at the feeling. Painful. Sharp. A nail being hammered into my flesh. A wedge parting me. But then the rush of pleasure. Pure pleasure unlike anything I've ever felt before, and I suck in a breath, trying to pull in everything I can. He presses into me until he bottoms out. His flesh against mine. His cock stretching every inch of me. And when he starts to slide out, I squeeze down on it as hard as I can. Holding it with all my force, trying to keep it inside me. I think he might say something. I think it sounds like "holy shit." Maybe he says my name too. Or I could be imagining it all.

The only thing I'm sure of is that he drives back into me, and I feel full in a way I've never felt. Complete. The emptiness that was inside me my entire life is vanished, not just filled, but obliterated. Like it was never there.

I lift my hips up, giving even more of myself to him, and the change of angle opens something more. I shriek as his cock slides against a thing inside me that I never knew existed. My body convulses as he presses into it, and I close my eyes. I close off all my senses except the feeling of him. Pushing and pushing and pushing. A wave striking the wall again and again. And each blow damages it until finally it crumbles. And with a scream, I crumble. And I crumble and crumble as he drives. Not stopping. Faster. Each pump destroys more of me, and by the time I feel him tense, my old life is lost. And I never want it back.

After hours, or maybe just seconds, the rumbling stops. Tyler collapses beside me, his lips against my cheek. Both of us panting desperately for the air we've forgotten to breathe when we were joined. Somehow I find the strength to shift my body so I'm facing him—our breaths are one—and I throw an arm around him and pull him tight. His sweat merging with mine. Bodies slick together.

"I've known since I first saw you that I love you," he says. Or maybe I say it. It could be both of us at the same time. It doesn't matter. The thought is there. The feeling. Between both of us, holding us together. Bonding us. And just like I know I need to keep pulling in air, I know that I have to have him, and he has to have me.


EPILOGUE


I inhale and decide there are only two things better than the smell of hot coffee in the morning. One of them is having that coffee on the balcony of a newly built house. After a year of living at Tyler's, a year of construction starts and delays, it's wonderful to finally wake up in my own home. There's something magical about the feeling. I'm able to slip my feet into a warm pair of slippers, step out here, and know that I'm in the one place in the world where I truly belong.

The air is still thick with morning fog, and the sun dyes it pink and orange and gold. There's just enough light to glisten off the dew-wet soybean plants. From here they look like a shining, deep green carpet leading to the creek just beyond. From the original house, the creek wasn't visible. Just the trees. But from up here, I can see the water bubble along the rocks as it flows, and I wonder how long it took to form that stream. How long it's been there. And as the water continues to carve hour after hour, will this one day become a river? All things change, but we never know the path that change will take.

"Good morning, beautiful." Tyler presses against me from behind and puts his hand on my chest, dangerously close to a breast.

I run a finger along his arm and watch as his hairs ripple under the touch. "Good morning. I thought maybe you left early to get started on the south field."

"I'll do that later. I had something more important I needed to do first." He walks in front of me and hands me a plate. "I've been practicing when you weren't around, and I think I've got it perfect."

When I look down, a grin overtakes my face. "Is this what I think it is?"

He kisses my cheek and sits in the wood chair next to me. "Our very first morning together, you teased me because I didn't make chocolate chip pancakes for you. What better way to celebrate the first morning in our new home?"

I want to kiss him. To throw myself on top of him, my legs straddling his. Last night, we celebrated our new home in the living room and in the bedroom, but this would be the first chance to celebrate it out here. And I would if I weren't holding on to a plate with my favorite food in the world. So, even better than taking him here, I cut off a piece, being sure to get one with lots of chocolate chips. "Oh shit." Each bite coats my mouth with the still warm chocolate, and I'm sure that I've died and woken up in heaven. "Tyler... fuck."

"They're good, aren't they?"

Good isn't the word for these. This one pancake is better than any orgasm I ever had as a man, and if this was the last thing I could ever have in my mouth, I would be happy.

Tyler sighs, and I look at him as I lift a forkful of pancake to my mouth. It's almost more than I can fit at one time, but I don't care. I would shove the entire thing in if I could. "Can you believe I wanted to tear this down?" he asks and stares out across the field.

"You did tear it down." The words battle my still half full mouth as I try to swallow so I can speak.

"You know what I mean." He flashes a glance at me and rests his hand on my arm before looking out again. "All I could see was the land. Twenty acres of extra cropland that I was determined to have, no matter what."

I set the plate next to my coffee on the little table to my side. "And now you have it."

"Now I have everything."

The fog is burning off quickly now. The only patches left are hovering over the dips in the land and the water of the creek. "Almost everything."

This time, when he looks at me, he doesn't look away. His eyes squint as he examines my face.

"You promised me once that I could pass this house down to my kids and grandkids."

A smile creeps over his face as his eyes relax. "Are you suggesting we get to work on that? That's a very good idea." He moves to my lap, and his hand works under my robe and starts to tug down the waistband of my shorts.

For a moment, I can only giggle as the back of his knuckles tickle me, raising goosebumps all over my body. But then I cover his hand with mine and hold it still while I force in a breath. "I think we already have."

"You know how farm boys are. We don't like to stop until a job is finished." He chuckles, but when I don't laugh be looks up at me. "But if you don't want to, that's fine."

"Tyler, you're not hearing me."

His face goes blank for a few seconds and then his eyes go wide and his mouth drops open, and I'm sure it's the most adorable thing in the world. "You? Now? Already?"

My throat is swollen, so I can only nod. As I stare at him, the tears blur everything except him. Everything except his hand rising to cup my cheek.

"Kennedy... oh my God. Oh my God! Oh my God, baby." He's trembling, and it shakes my entire body. "This really is everything I ever imagined. Everything."

It's nothing that I ever imagined, but now that I have it, I can't imagine ever wanting anything else.


POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION
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Everyone knows the house. We all know what happened there.

When Alex and his friends tell me they want to go inside, I stupidly say yes. For a chance to be with him.

But now that I'm here, each step makes my heart pound louder. The air freezes my skin. And when we utter the words to summon the spirit, everything changes.

My whole life I've laughed at the notion of ghosts. But the woman who appears in front of me now is very real. And so are the transformations that occur to my body as she possesses me.

POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION
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"If there's one thing I believe, it's that wishes never come true. The only scary thing is letting yourself believe they might."

As a child, I dreamed of being a witch—just like all the women in my family. Every year for Halloween, I dressed up as one. When I closed my eyes at night, I prayed to become one. But there was always one little problem. I was a boy, and boys couldn't grow up to become witches.

When I finally realized this, my life lost its color. I lost the will to do anything except just get through. I buried myself as far from the world as I could.

But just after my thirty-third birthday, things started happening. Things I couldn't explain. And when my body started to change too, I wondered if maybe wishes do come true.

BE WITCHED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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Five Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

These men always knew their lives were missing something. But they never knew they would have to lose something to gain it.

This Five Book Bundle contains

Conversion Therapy

Fated

Only a Costume

Be Witched

Possessed

TURNED INTO GIRLS: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE
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Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and two full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.


MORE BY KENZIE MCKAY


ACCIDENTALLY ME: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Sundays are Anthony's day to be the woman he hides from everyone else. When he's forced off the side of the road, though, everything changes.

ALL DRESSED UP: 13 BOOK TRANSGENDER MEGABUNDLE

13 stories of ordinary men who discover a brand new side to themselves. A side that feels so much better than anything they've ever known before

ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

Nothing ever fits Grayson, so when he finds a tailor that promises to work magic on his new suit, he just has to give him a try.

ANOTHER CHANCE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I've been in love with him for years, but I've always hidden it. Just like I've hidden my true self. But when I hear he's coming to my town, I know this is my chance.

BECOMING WOMEN: 20 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

TWENTY of Kenzie's top books.

Get every story from The Injected Series, The Girls Series, The Trophy Clinic Series, and The Club Series.

THE BEST WOMAN: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

I planned to never see him again. And I didn't. For ten years. Until I ended up standing next to him at my best friend's wedding.

BE WITCHED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

"If there's one thing I believe, it's that wishes never come true. The only scary thing is letting yourself believe they might."

CHANGED: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

Five magical feminization books in one! What if you woke up one day as a girl? What if you had a chance to live your life as a woman?

THE CLUB BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Club series. It's just an LGBT club. But for these men, it becomes so much more. It's a way of finding their true selves.

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

The therapist promises Alex that no one will think of him as a gay man again. And once all the changes are finished, Alex will be a brand new person.

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

Sometimes someone sneaks past our defenses and sees the real us. They show us that we can finally live the life we've always dreamed of.

FATED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I dream of him every night. He's dressed in a tuxedo. I'm wearing a sparkling black gown. But there are two problems. First, I've never seen this man before. And second—I'm a man.

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 GIRLFRIEND RING: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic. Not until my best friend put on that ring.

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

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...

HER DRESS

No one else is here, so when I see the dress hanging in the closet, I have to try it on. Who would ever find out?

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.

HIDING: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Being forced into witness protection could be Henry's chance at a new life—a life as Jessica. But that's only if the mafia doesn't find him.

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

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

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I never believed in magic, but now I know better. I should walk away. But this is my only chance, and I have to take it. No matter what.

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…

JUST A DRESS: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

There's no way a dress can ever change the way he thinks of me. Not unless it's magic…

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

He's my best friend. We love each other. How hard can it be to convince mom and dad that we're actually in love… And that he's a girl.

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.

NOT A NANNY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Everything is changing. My clothes, my body… the way Logan looks at me. But no matter what changes, his feelings never will. Will they?

NOT HER TYPE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I know that Emily is the one for me, but she always tells me I'm not her type. With a little magical help, that might be about to change.

ONLY A COSTUME: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

"That's where my talent really lies. I can see who people truly are. Under all the layers of pretend they use to hide themselves."

ONLY ON WEEKENDS: A TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING STORY

Put on makeup and a dress and dance for some drunk guys? It sounds simple. But standing in front of the crowd, I know there's no way I can do this.

PARTNER TRACK: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Mason's path has always been clear—to make partner at a big law firm. But he's about to become a partner in a way he's never imagined.

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

For years, Carter and Maya exchanged letters. But there was a secret that could tear them apart. Maya was really a boy named Max.

THE PERFECT GIRL

Sometimes a change of scenery can make our dreams come true. Even if it’s in a way we never imagined.

POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION

My whole life I've laughed at the notion of ghosts. But the woman who appears in front of me now is very real. And so are the transformations that occur to my body as she possesses me.

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE

This bundle contains 5 stories of secret transgender women who found that special someone to bring their true beauty to the surface.

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

Parker knew life would change when she came out as trans. But she never expected an arranged marriage.

THE PSYCHIC: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

I've known something was wrong for years, but it's not until I visit a psychic that I find out everything I know is about to end.

A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Jordan thinks living and working with Brian will be the hardest part of his new job. But when he opens his suitcase, he discovers something he never expected…

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 RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

When he hands me that little pink bag, I should refuse. I definitely shouldn't reach into it… I definitely shouldn't wear what's inside…

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.

SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

It's the perfect gift: A subscription to a self-help book club that promises to transform its clients into brand new people.

SUBSTITUTE TEACHER: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

The other teachers joke that there's something magical about this classroom. That it helps you find your soulmate. Well, unless it can transform me into a woman, it won't work for me.

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION

I know better than to get involved with a student… And I learned the hard way to never admit my secret.

TRANSFORMED: 8-BOOK MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

The men in these stories never knew that magic was real. And they certainly never imagined how it could change their lives forever.

THE TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Trophy Clinic series. The clinic is famous for transforming everyday women into gorgeous trophy wives. But these men are about to discover a secret — not every happy client started life as a woman.

TRUE SELVES: MAGIC 5 BOOK BUNDLE

5 stories of men who are magically transformed into women. Men who find that their new lives are much more fulfilling than they could have ever imagined.

TURNED INTO GIRLS: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

Five Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

These men always knew their lives were missing something. But they never knew they would have to lose something to gain it.

WRONG CABIN: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Evan is at rock bottom and has to get away. But a trip to his family’s cabin turns out to be so much more than he expects.
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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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