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CHAPTER ONE



"Whoa, this is new." As soon as I walk into John's living room, I notice the enormous television. It's so large I could almost stick my fingers into the pores of the actor on the screen.

John sets our beers onto the coffee table and sits on the sofa with a self-satisfied sigh. "This ain't nothing. Gimme that remote."

I hand him a remote that has more buttons than a keyboard and sit on the other end of the sofa. My butt sinks into the leather cushion, and I wiggle to nestle myself even further. It's like being embraced by a plush stuffed animal, and I might never want to leave. "A new sofa too? Did you just get your tax return or something?"

John's eyes dart to me, but he looks away as soon as he sees me staring at him. "Nah, it's—Here, check this out." He presses a button, and the entire room rattles as a bass roar sweeps across it. It makes me feel like I've descended thirty thousand feet to the base of the ocean. My body is compressed, and I almost can't breathe. Then the screen lights up in a yellow and red burst. The entire audible range of sounds kicks me in the center of my chest, and I'm glad for the overstuffed cushions of the sofa.

I look back at John. A grin is taking up the lower half of his face. "You bought a movie theater's sound system too?" I ask.

His laugh is somehow louder than the movie. "Right? My neighbors ain't stopped banging on the walls since I got this. But all I do is turn it louder, and I can't even hear 'em."

"But how?" John works at a grocery store and doesn't even get full-time hours. I've seen his paystubs. He makes a little more than me. Nowhere near enough to afford speakers that would make a concert promoter jealous.

John doesn't say a word. He just looks down.

"Seriously, this whole thing had to have cost almost as much as my car."

He flips me off and smiles, but still won't make eye contact with me. "Bro, you drive a car that's old enough to have its own driver's license. Don't insult my shit by comparing it to that."

"Whatever. Are you dealing something? Because I want in if you are. If my rent is late one more time, I'm getting evicted and here you are, opening up your own amphitheater. You still owe me for math class our junior year."

"Luke, that was, like, four years ago. And you only got a week suspension. Time to heal, my man."

"My point is I took the blame for you, so letting me know your secret is the least you can do."

He lets his body fall back, and the sofa absorbs him like tar swallowing a baby mammoth. But he doesn't say a word. The problem with being best friends for as long as we have been is that he knows I can't stand silence. All he has to do is wait me out and I'll move on. Usually. But not this time. I'm desperate.

The repair shop only pays me $10 an hour. I'd like to see the smug owner try to support herself off that. A couple of times each week, she pulls up in a sporty red car that costs so much I don't even know what it is. As soon as I see her coming, I head to the back to get the cash ready. She never comes in to help or to find out what's going on. It's always just to get the money. Her shiny black heels click as she walks to the counter, and then they click on her way back to the car. Somewhere in between she says hi, and if she's in a good mood, she'll even crack a little smile at me. Normally just if the envelope I hand her is thicker than usual.

The only reason I stay is because it's easy. The perfect job for me while I take classes at the community college. Or it will be once I start taking the classes. I'm 22, and haven't signed up for the first one yet. I haven't even looked at the course catalog. With my credit score and negative checking account balance, there's no point.

"Come on, man. You can trust me." I try to focus my eyes to make him feel some heat from my stare, and when his cheeks go red, I think it might be working.

"It ain't like that."

"Then what's it like? I know you can't afford this with your paycheck from Davidson's."

He blows out a long breath and looks up at me, his lower lip pinched between his teeth. "You gotta promise me..." He shakes his head and lets his words trail off.

"Not a word to anyone. I promise."

"That plus... you know I ain't gay, right?"

"What?"

"You know I ain't into no dudes."

Where is this coming from? Of course, I know that. I've known him since puberty, and that whole time he's been the most aggressively heterosexual person I've known. I don't think there was a girl at school that he didn't have sex with, and he never once even looked at a guy that entire time. "I know you're not. I'd never say you were anything like that."

"Yeah, well, just remember that, okay?" He stands up, and I can see his chest rise and fall a couple of times. It looks almost like he's trembling. "I'm gonna show you something."


CHAPTER TWO



John hesitates outside his bedroom door, but after a second, he walks in and I follow him. His head is hanging low. He's watching his feet as he goes to the closet door, but when he gets there, he puffs out his chest and looks at me before throwing open the doors. I watch him for a second, but it's clear that I'm supposed to see something inside the closet, so I shift my gaze toward that. That's when I see several dresses hanging on one side. Even in the dim light of the room, they sparkle in a rainbow of colors.

I look back at him, and his eyes are fixed on mine. Waiting. "This is how you're getting all your money? You've got some sugar mama? Bro, that's awesome!" I hold my hand up to high five him, but he just glances at it and looks away.

"It ain't that."

"Is she a lot older? Who cares? She's hooking you up, and you're apparently hooking her up. No shame in the game, right?" I chuckle and expect him to give me the sideways look that he usually does before he comes around, but he doesn't.

"Shit man, you know me, right? You know how I am, but the money was just too good, and I was hurting, man. It was rough. I gotta survive, right? You remember Michelle?"

My body tenses at the name. She was the worst girlfriend he's ever had. Always trying to tell him what he could and couldn't do. It's like she wanted him all to herself, and for a while he let her have him. When they broke up, I thought I'd never have to worry about her again. "You're not back with her, are you?" I almost don't want to hear his answer.

"Fuck no." He pauses for a breath. "But she's the one who told me about this, and... those clothes are mine. The dresses, the shoes. There's even a fucking mini suitcase of makeup. It's all mine."

"What do you mean, it's yours—oh." I sit on the edge of the bed and watch him. He's perfectly still, staring at the closet, his face bright red. "Dude, that's cool. I mean, you do you, right? I'm just shocked. I never thought you were one of those people, but it doesn't change anything between us. We're still... I mean, like, as long as you're happy. I just... wow."

His head almost snaps as he spins to face me. "I ain't one of those people, and you should fucking know that. It's not like that."

I look from him to the dresses in the closet and back to him. If those belong to him, it sure seems like he's one of those people. But that's fine, I tell myself. He's still the same John I grew up with and, oh… "You probably don't go by John, do you? What should I call you?"

"Fuck you." His jaw clenches, and he looks like he wants to hit me. "I knew I shouldn'ta showed you this."

"Hey, it's cool. For real. I'm just trying to be here for you, man. Woman. Whatever."

"Bro, if you don't shut the fuck up." He inhales sharply and his nostrils flare. "I ain't like that." He emphasizes each word more than the previous one. "This is just my side hustle. Nothin' but that."

I try not to look incredulous. He's probably panicking and wishing that he—she—hadn't told me the truth, so she's grasping at any excuse she can dream up. Even if it makes no sense. "So, you're telling me you have a weekend job dressing up like a girl or something?" I make sure she sees my smile. "You don't have to make up some story about it. You're my best friend, no matter what. Thank you for showing me your truth."

Before I know what's happening, she pushes me back against the bed and straddles me. Her face looks like it could explode as her hands dig into my shoulders. It makes me wince. "Will you fucking listen?" She punches the mattress so hard it makes the whole bed shake. "I ain't like that. Michelle knew I needed money, so she hooked me up with this queer friend of hers. She does like female impersonation shit at some club. Makes fucking great money. And anyway, they thought I could be good at it too—not because I'm queer. I see what you're thinking. So I tried it one weekend. Almost five hundred dollars that weekend, dude. For a few hours of wearing that shit. Tell me you wouldn't do the same."

I push her off of me and spring as fast as I can off the bed. Of course, I wouldn't do anything like that. I'm not gay or trans or whatever. Not really. Not like the people who do that stuff. "So you're telling me, you—"

"I dress up and go dance in front of some people and they give me money for it. Lots of it. You should see the stage when I'm done."

"That's it? You don't really feel like a girl on the inside or something? And you don't ever have to do anything more than just dance in front of some dudes?"

John's face, which had gradually been returning to its original color, burns red again. "What? I-it's... just lemme show you."

I catch my mouth as it drops so far it almost hits my chest. "We're friends, but I don't like you like that." My heart pounds against my chest as he walks closer to me.

"Not like that. Sit down and shut up. You're in my way." He nudges me back to the bed and as the backs of my legs bump against the mattress, he turns and goes to the closet.

I collapse backward and notice that I'm trembling as the nervous mix of adrenaline works its way out of my body. He moves around the closet and then the dresser, grabbing things along the way, but I'm not able to focus on anything. It's not until he stops in front of the mirror on the other side of the room that I see purple and pink and black tubes in his hands. He sets them on a chair and leans in toward the mirror. With more skill than I ever imagined from him, he takes off the caps one at a time and rubs and brushes and strokes them across his face.

He doesn't look at me once, but I can't take my eyes off his reflection. At first, I think it's a joke. He handles the makeup like he's done it a thousand times, but when he puts it on his face, he looks like a clown. Worse than a clown. Worse than a three-year-old who got into her mom's makeup. And that's when I'm sure he's going to turn around, laughing so hard that he's almost in tears, and tell me that this was all just some prank he's playing on me. He won't believe that I actually fell for it, and I'll feel like a fool. Only he doesn't do that. He takes something that looks like a pink sponge and rubs it over his face, and in a couple of minutes, all the blotches are blended into a smooth canvas. He quickly does eye makeup and lipstick and then turns back to the closet.

My entire body feels brittle now that I know he's not joking. The slightest bump could break me apart as I watch him pull on a pair of panties, tucking his bits tight between his legs. Then he pulls on a pair of skin-colored fishnet tights and something that looks like a torture device designed to squeeze his organs into a paste. When those are on, he drops the dress over his head and reaches behind him to zip it up. His hands are almost to his neck when he faces me. "Can you help me? These few inches are always hard."

I want to make the obvious joke, but I can't say a word. I move silently toward him and pull the zipper up the rest of the way. As soon as it's up, he pulls a wig from the closet and sets it on his head. "Normally, I'd pin and tape this in place," he says, "but I think you get the idea." He takes a step away from me and throws his hands out as he does a slow spin.

"You..." I'm so shocked I can't even stammer.

"I know. I couldn't believe it at first neither—more like didn't want to—but that money's got ways of convincing people, you know?"

I fall back on the bed, barely aware of the mattress bouncing under my weight, and stare at him. "You look like a girl."

He chuckles. "That's what people tell me."

"You sure you're not really transgender or something?"

"Fuck no! It's all makeup and these body shapers and shit." He runs his hands along his body. "Anybody can look like this. I didn't believe it at first neither. Then Trina showed me. She's the one I was telling you about. Pretty sure she does have some of that trans stuff in her, but fuck, I don't. This is about the money. That's it."

"It's good money?"

"You seen all that stuff downstairs. And I even have enough left to keep in the bank. I never thought I'd actually have a bank account, but I have a fucking checkbook now. Like some bougie prick. Like my pops."

"And you say anybody can look like that?" I bite my lower lip and watch him as he stares at me.


CHAPTER THREE



"I can't do this." In the bottom of my vision, I see my newly enhanced chest rise up and down, lungs racing my heart to see which can go faster.

"Girl, ten minutes ago you couldn't believe how hot you looked. And you do. You look better than me. I should be the one telling you that you ain't doing this because I ain't getting no tips with you around."

The purple building looms in front of me, scarier than a childhood monster lurking under my bed. Under the black awning to the right, there is a line of people. Five men, three wearing jeans and t-shirts, a couple wearing button-down shirts. They're laughing and slapping each other on the shoulders while they wait for the bouncer to check their IDs and let them inside. Directly in front of us, there's a steel door painted the same color as the rest of the building. The nickel door handle and rust stains on the top left corner are the only reasons it stands out.

"I can't." There's no way. He can do what he wants, but I need him to take me back to his place first so I can change. And then spend the rest of my life pretending that this never happened. That I never suggested trying this.

"Girl, you ain't gotta do nothing. Just watch the rest of us while—"

"And stop calling me that. I'm not a girl."

"No shit, girlie. I ain't either, but it helps. That's one of the things Trina taught me. It helps you get the right mindset and shit."

"What if I don't want the right mindset?"

John looks at me and shakes his head, and if I weren't wearing an identical set, I would wonder how he could keep his eyes open with the weight of his false eyelashes. When he faces forward again, my chest expands, thinking that he's finally come to his senses and is going to drive us home. But he opens his car door and steps out into the parking lot. Under the amber lights, his skin and his dress are both gold.

I close my eyes and try to count to ten. I don't know why. Maybe I saw it on some website. Three easy ways to reduce anxiety when you're about to make a complete fool of yourself in front of an entire bar full of people. A sharp click against my window makes me jerk my eyes open just as I get to seven. It's John tapping the tip of a long red fingernail against the glass. When my eyes meet his, he must take it as a sign because he pulls my door open. I swallow, which is infinitely more difficult than it was just fifteen minutes ago, and swing my legs out of the car.

My black heels click against the asphalt and I run my hands along my legs, wiping my palm sweat on my smooth black stockings. What's the worst that could happen? I ask myself. As my mind fills with images of people pointing and laughing while all my coworkers gape at me, John pulls me out of the car and to my feet. I wobble for a second, still not used to my new center of gravity, and then look at him. This is easy for him. He looks like a real girl. If not for the over-the-top makeup and the hair of his wig piled so high that it adds six inches to his height, no one would ever suspect that he was really a man.

"Damn, you're hot," he tells me as he closes the car door behind me. The sound seems to echo forever. "If I was a dude, I'd do you."

"What? You are—I am... That doesn't make sense."

"Mindset." He taps the side of my head. "You gotta get in the mindset of a chick."

"But you said everyone here knows that we're not really girls."

"That's why they come here. But you gotta do it for you, girl. You ain't no dude dressing up like a chick. You are a chick. Now come on." He wraps his hand around mine and pulls me toward the steel door.

Before I even have time to breathe, he's unlocking the door and pulling me inside. The bass thumps of music punch my gut as soon as I walk in, and the air is thick with sweat and hair spray. It's what I imagine a girl's locker room must smell like, and if I had any breath in my lungs, it would make me choke.

"Hey Tam!" Someone—a woman? A man? I'm not sure anymore—stops outside a door and calls to us. "Who's the new girl?"

"Hey Trina. This is my buddy... we never came up with a name for you." He looks at me, and I can't get over how plump his lips look under the glossy red lipstick.

This is Trina? I expected some older woman with bright orange hair, not this. She looks even younger than us, and her long black hair glows with the pink light sneaking in from the half-open door behind her. "I-I'm Lucas." I wave and as soon as I see the pink fake fingernails glued to my own, I feel the heat in my face. I can't believe I forgot for even a second that I was dressed like this.

"Cute as hell." Trina looks me up and down. "But you're not a Lucas. Not looking like that."

"I'm not a girl."

"Yeah. Your voice and the fact you said your name is Lucas kinda gave you away."

Now I have one more reason I wish I could crawl into a hole and die or at least live out the rest of my life without ever having to see anyone again.

"So you dancing tonight, baby?" Trina asks.

"She's too shy. Maybe later," John says. "I told her about all that cash I'm pulling, and she's definitely interested."

I shake my head and start to object, but what can I say that isn't a lie? I haven't been able to stop thinking about it since John showed me what he does. Put on a little makeup and a dress and move my ass for a bunch of drunk guys? It sounded simple. The whole time I was getting dressed, I kept thinking how easy this would be. But now? Now, I know there's no way I can do this.

"I'll tell Billy. He can work his magic. " Trina is out the door before I can say a word.

I grab John's arm and probably squeeze too tight. "Who's Billy? What's she talking about?"

He chuckles. "Billy's the bartender. All the girls get free drinks. That's all she means. Come on, I'll get you a table where you can watch. You'll see it ain't that hard. Anybody can do it. Just gotta get past your pride first."

I follow him out the same door where Trina disappeared. I start to search for her, just to get one more look, but there's no way I'd ever find her here. The room is packed. Men and women all swaying together to the music as the lights flash every color across their faces. A couple of them look at me and John as we make our way to an empty table by the bar. One woman even waves like she knows us. John blows her a kiss, but keeps walking, holding me by the elbow.

When I sit down, I see the stage. It juts out into the crowd, surrounded by dancing people on three sides. There's no one on it now, but the spotlights are still turned on, and I can imagine what it would be like. The music. The crowd so close that they can reach out and touch me. It's a lot more than just pride keeping me from getting up there.

"I gotta go get ready. You good?" John sticks his face in mine and asks. I nod, even though I'm far from good. "Just stay here. I'll be on in a little bit, so you can see what I do. Nothing to it. Easiest money you'll ever make."

"That's definitely not true." And he's already gone before I finish. I can't imagine him doing this. He's never backed away from a dare or challenge in his whole life, but this?

I look at the faces in the crowd. There's no one I recognize. Thank God. Why was I worried about that? It's not like I hang out with the type of people who come to gay bars on Friday nights. Well, other than John. But it's not like he's here to watch. It's just a job, he told me over and over. And maybe it is for him. No one is ever going to question that he's all man.

I jump as I feel a hand on my shoulder and a whispered "hey gorgeous" right beside my ear. "Trina told me that I'm to woo you, so what's that gonna take, darling?"

I spin around and find a man who is taller than me, even in my three-inch heels that John insisted are quite sensible. He looks down at me and smiles, and his teeth sparkle in a way that they normally only do in toothpaste commercials. "You..."

"Definitely me, sweetie." The man winks, and it feels like he's punched me in the chest. "I'm Billy. You really are straight from the hen, aren't you? Doesn't get more farm fresh than you." He laughs.

"Straight from the what?" My shoulder is still burning from his touch.

"You're an egg. Never mind. Old joke. Anyway, what can I get you? On the house for all our girls."

My mind starts spinning when I realize that he's calling me one of the girls. "Uhh... I guess, um..."

"I know just what you need. Be right back."

As he walks away, I can finally look at him. His dark hair is cropped close, giving him the look of a soldier, and his body follows right along with that. He's wearing a white t-shirt that shows off every muscle in his back and jeans that must have taken at least ten minutes to fit into. When he gets to the bar, just a few feet away, he turns around and catches me staring at him. He winks again and then laughs. I spin away and bury my face in my hands. I stay like that until I hear a clink on the table in front of me.

"Adios motherfucker."

I look up and see Billy smiling down at me with those impossible teeth again. I try to look away, but my eyes just go to his chest, which is somehow more muscular than his back.

"Excuse me?"

"Adios motherfucker." He pushes the glass a little closer to me. "Your drink. That's what it's called."

Staring at the blue liquid gives me an excuse to look at something other than him. "What's in it?"

His laugh is like a chorus. "Everything and then some. Drink too much and you'll go bye-bye. Hence the name. You look like you need something like this."

I take a sip and look back up at him, surprised at how sweet it is. Just then, the house lights go dark and a new song starts playing.

"That'll be your girl," Billy shouts over the music. "I have to get back to the bar, but I'll check on you later. See if you're still upright."

I want to stare at him again as he walks away, but then I see John. Or Tamara, as he's called here. And really, there's nothing John-like about the way he's walking around that stage. His red heels click on the wood in time to the music, his hips sway side-to-side, and he looks like he wants to devour every single member of the audience, male and female. I can't take my eyes off him as he dances around, teasing the hem of his dress up around his waist, pulling one shoulder free and acting like he's going to flash us all. When he sees me, he winks, and it's like I'm watching someone totally different. A woman, completely in command of her body and the crowd. I drain my drink in one enormous gulp.

By the time he finishes—she?—my head is spinning. Just as the last note blares, she bends over and her dress rides up, exposing her ass to everyone. I know she's wearing flesh-colored panties, but from here, it really does look like skin. And she plays it up, one hand quickly pulling her dress down while the other covers her mouth. An innocent "oops," but we all know better. I stand as she walks off the stage, and now my whole body is spinning. Billy wasn't kidding when he said that he put everything in this drink.

I turn to watch him. Behind the counter, he's moving to his own dance, just as rhythmic as Tamara's, but more mesmerizing. What is it about him? I haven't felt like this about anyone in so long I almost forgot I could. But he's a guy. I'm not into that. I won't let myself be into that. I shake my head and turn back to the stage door, regretting both motions right away.

It takes me way too long to cross the crowded room. I'm not even halfway to the door when I see John walk out. I assume he's coming for me, so I stick my hand up and wave. But he's not. There's a man with him, and they dart along the wall and disappear behind another door. I stare at it for a second after it closes and then change my course to head toward it.

It's not so close to the stage, so there are fewer people this way. Even in my heels and with my head completing a wash cycle with every step, I'm able to get to the door without much difficulty. I open it just enough for me to fit through and then close it behind me. When I turn, I see John and the man both staring at me. The man is sitting in a black leather chair, and John is on his knees in front of him.

"You didn't tell me you'd have a friend joining us." The man says as he twines his fingers through the back of John's hair.

I have to blink several times to focus, but when I do, I see the man's dick just inches away from John's shocked and very open mouth.


CHAPTER FOUR



"John..." I take a step back and collide with the door. The rattle of the handle is barely audible above the music and the roaring in my ears.

"Whoa," the man lets go of John's hair and holds his hands up. "I'm not a John. This is all perfectly legal. Are you new or something?"

John stands up and wipes away a line of drool from under his lips. "Yeah, this is—anyway, she's new. Tonight's her first... But she's a real good friend of mine, so she's cool. Right? Say that you're cool."

John and I stare at each other, neither one of us blinking, but when he motions to the man still sitting with his dick hanging out, I finally respond. "Yeah, I'm cool. I'm Tamara's best friend. She tells me everything, so of course I know all about, um, this, and yeah. Cool. I just came back to..."

The man's laugh is a rumble. "You came to get in on the action too?" He makes a clicking noise and in the corner of my eye, I think I see him wink at me. But I can't take my eyes off John. "Well, there's plenty of me for both of you girls, so the more the merrier."

I'm frozen in place, but John walks over to me, swaying his hips seductively, and I wonder if it's an act for this man. How much of any of this is an act? When he gets to me, he puts a hand on my hip and runs it down my side as he leans in close to my ear. "This dude is big money. Play along, and it's gonna be worth it."

"There's no way I can do that." I don't care how much money is involved. I can't suck some stranger's dick in a room just ten feet away from hundreds of people.

"Shut up and don't ruin this shit for me. You ain't gotta do nothing like that. I'll handle him." John turns back to the man while he grinds his ass up and down my front. If he weren't my best friend and if he hadn't just told me to go along with giving a blow job to some guy neither of us knows, it could have been sexy. Even now, I can feel my own dick start to twitch a little in the too-tight panties I'm wearing.

"She's on board," John says to the man. "Right... Shay?"

It takes me a second to realize that he's asking me. I just nod, not able to say anything.

"Since tonight's her first night," John is back between the man's legs, running his hands along his inner thighs, "I think maybe she could just dance for you while I do the... hard part, if you know what I mean." Just as she says the word hard, she traces the back of a fingernail along the man's dick.

He squirms against the seat and then smiles. "You mean have her put on a little show for me, while you get to have all the fun? Show her what she's got to look forward to?"

The thought of me ever doing this makes me nauseous, but it apparently doesn't affect John—Tamara. She kisses the tip of the man's cock and looks up at him. "Mmm-hmm exactly. This is, like, training or something for her."

"I like it. And she would be learning from the best." He leans back and clasps his hands behind his head while Tamara takes more and more of him into her mouth. I watch, horrified as she moves up and down. "Show me what you got, sweetie." He looks up at me.

I stand motionless for a few seconds, but then start to move my body just a little from side to side. It's not enough for anyone to really notice, and I can tell the man is just about to say something when I bend my knees and lower myself. Closer and closer to the ground, making a circle with my ass and spreading my legs. It's a move that Tamara did as part of her act, and I know from seeing it just a few minutes ago that this man can see all the way up my dress. I just hope that everything is still in place, and I'm not giving him more of a show than I think I am.

When my ass is just a few inches off the floor, I rise back up, and I look from the man to Tamara. She's bobbing her head furiously up and down his length now. Drool is falling sloppily along his length. Every once in a while, her eyes dart up to me, and I can't tell if it's embarrassment or relief in her eyes. It's hard to read even my best friend's face while he—she is going down on a dude right in front of me.

I do my best to just focus on the music and block out everything else. Tamara and the man become blurs to me as I shake and spin. This is just like being at home. Alone in my bedroom. I'm not dancing for anyone other than me. I try to imagine the bed behind me. The dresser to my right. But then I hear a moan. It's Tamara. I can almost pretend I don't really hear it. Or that it was accidental. I'm sure everyone makes unintended noises when sucking someone's cock. But then it happens again. Louder. And I know now that it's not an accident.

I watch as she pulls up just enough to wrap a hand around the man's dick. She moves it up and down his wet length twice and then lowers it to her crotch as she takes him back into her mouth. Moaning and moving up and down, she rubs her hand between her legs, and the man's eyes move from me to Tamara. His eyebrows knit together and he squints his eyes. Then his head rolls back and his mouth drops open, and I have to look away.

Staring at the black wall beside me, though, somehow makes it worse. Without the sights to distract me, I can hear every little thing. The moans. The slopping of Tamara's mouth as it sucks the man's dick. His breathing, heavy and erratic as he comes closer and closer to orgasm. Even the sound of her slick hand rubbing her panties. And when I hear the man's breath catch, I know what's coming. I try to close myself off, but I can't. He groans over and over, and I imagine his dick pumping into my best friend's mouth. My best friend, who I used to think was as straight as a man could be. But here she is with a man's dick in her mouth and moaning like she's enjoying it.

And the room is suddenly hot, and there's not enough air for all of us in here. The corners of my vision turn black, and I know I have to get out of here. I try to mumble some excuse, but nothing comes out. I just dash out the door. Back into the crowd. My sweat is making my clothes stick to me now. They fight every step I take, but I make my way to the door marked Employees Only and hurry backstage. There are girls here now. Putting on makeup and getting dressed, but I don't pay attention to any of them. I need to get out. I push through the outside door and almost fall into the parking lot. The warm amber lights swallow me as I slump against the side of the building and let myself fall to the still warm blacktop.


CHAPTER FIVE



A few minutes later, I gasp as a hot hand grips my shoulder. I try to shrug it off, but it doesn't budge. "I'm fine. Just leave me alone."

"The fuck you are. You coulda cost me money doing that."

I look up and see John—Tamara—and she looks angry? "What the hell, dude? You said you weren't gay."

"I ain't!" She looks over her shoulder. There's no line outside the door now. Everyone has made their way inside. Including the bouncer who was working the door. At the far end of the parking lot, someone closes a car door, and we both watch to make sure no one is coming up. "I'm not," she hisses.

"What the hell was that then?" I can't tell if she wants to hit me or cry. Either way, I stand up and face her. Her shoes have a higher heel than mine, so it makes her a couple inches taller than me. I look her over. Her chest is moving in and out as fast as a heartbeat, and the movement makes her gold dress sparkle in the parking lot lights. Her long blonde wig looks like it's pulling her head down. "I don't mean it like that," I say. "You know I don't care. I'm just mad that you didn't trust me enough to tell me. Even after I asked you about it."

Tamara blows out a long breath as she stares at me. Her eyelids quiver under her false eyelashes. "Bro, it's me. You know me. That ain't—"

Someone behind her coughs, and she spins to look back. A man steps out the door and flicks a lighter. The flame lights his face for just a second before he walks around the corner of the building and disappears. A floating haze of smoke is the only sign that he was ever there.

"Let's go to the car." She doesn't wait for me to respond before she walks away.

I watch her. The way her padded ass moves from side to side with each step. The way her long legs taper down to five-inch heels that she walks in like she was born in them. Everything about her screams that she's a woman. Have I really been that blind to her all my life? My mind fills with memories of all the gay shaming things I've said in front of her—to her—thinking I was just being funny. But she's not gay, though, and that's even worse. I didn't hide my transphobia behind questionable humor. The things I said about trans people were meant to be hurtful and ridiculing. And my face burns now as I walk behind her, hearing my own words echo in my head. If I knew, I never would have said those things.

Tamara's knuckles are white from gripping the steering wheel when I get in beside her.

"Look, I'm sorry. No judgement, alright. I don't care if you're gay, straight, trans, cis, whatever. You're still my friend—"

"Will you fucking listen? I ain't none of them. This is about paying my bills. Getting the shit I always wanted. You think I like doing that?"

I stare at her for a second, but she doesn't look at me. "Tamara, I'm telling you it's okay. I love you no matter what, man. Girl. And I mean, you were moaning pretty good in there." I force out a laugh to hopefully relax her. To show her that I truly don't mind whatever her orientation or identity.

I don't know if it's the chuckle or me talking about her moaning, but she finally looks at me. Her face is red, and she stammers for a second. "L-Luke... You know I'm always straight with you. Never no lies between us."

I nod. That's been our rule since our freshman year of high school, when we both wanted to date Ciara White. We went behind each other's backs and almost ended up in a fistfight over it.

"So listen to me. I ain't gay. I ain't trans. I ain't into dudes or dick or wearing girls' clothes or none of that shit. I know it don't look like that, but this is just about the money. Christ, this is such easy money, dude. Dress up. Dance for some guy. Maybe suck him off. And before I know it, I got money for my car payment. And more. That TV. And then I was saving it for your birthday, but I got us tickets to the Black Axils concert."

"You mean you're not..." I motion my hand down his body. "Or..." I hold my hand to my mouth and act like I'm sucking a dick. For some reason, it's easier to mime it like I'm a twelve-year-old sitting in the back of class than it is to say it.

"All I think about is that money. That's it. And when I'm moaning, it's 'cause that's what they want to hear. You get lots more money if they think they're turning you on. Makes 'em feel special or something."

I'm far from an expert, but I think back to the blow jobs I've gotten. Destiny; Rachel; Mike, the nerd in my second period history class who said he just wanted to find out if he was gay. He was the only one who made any noise while my dick was in his mouth, and it did feel different. It made me think he liked the taste of me or the way I pressed myself into his mouth. I've never told John about that, but that was the only time I ever really enjoyed having my dick sucked. So maybe the noises do make a difference. "You know you can trust me, right?"

The sides of his red lips curl up and he flips me off with both hands, painted fingernails extending toward the roof of the car. "I'd have to be stupid to ever trust you. But yeah. I would tell you if I was like that. And same, right bro? You'd tell me if you ever was thinking that maybe..."

I know there's no way he knows I was just thinking about Mike, but my face goes red anyway. "Yeah. Yeah, of course." I almost tell him, but just because I got a blowjob from one guy doesn't make me gay. I'm definitely not, so there's nothing to say. I just stare at the glovebox for a few seconds. "So what happens now? Are you done for the night?"

John smiles and reaches into the top of his dress. "That depends on you." He pulls out a stack of twenties, splits them up, and hands me half. "Even with you storming out like some church lady running from the devil, he still gave me $400. Two for you and two for me."

"You're the one who did the—"

"Shut up and take it." He forces the money into my hand. "Easiest money you ever gonna make. As long as it don't gross you out or nothing. So you make the call."

I let my head fall back against the headrest. As soon as I close my eyes, I see John's lips wrapped around the man's cock. His head moving up and down. The dick swollen and pink. But when my gaze floats up, instead of the man's face, I see Billy's. I gasp and open my eyes. "Not tonight. I need to think some more about this."

John nods his head, and without saying a word, he starts the car and we back out of the parking spot.


CHAPTER SIX



As much as I try, I can't stop thinking about Friday night. All through the weekend. Through baseball games on television and through a trip to the grocery store. Watching movies turned into me watching my best friend, who swears he's totally straight, sucking another man's dick. And seemingly liking it, despite what he says. I'd hoped that coming into work today would help to finally take my mind off of it.

The tiny shop is dark when I walk in. Even the flashing "We Repair Phones!" sign that blinks perpetually in the front window is off. Without the pulsing blue neon, the room is almost spooky until I pull open the blinds. Then it quickly settles back into its usual stifling repressiveness. Not even the six-foot wide window that looks out over a too-bright concrete and asphalt parking lot is enough to light this place.

I blow out a long breath as I sit behind the glass case. Nothing is missing from inside, so that means no one bought anything over the weekend. And when I log in and check the repair orders, I see there are only three waiting for me. One is a laptop with a scratching and clicking hard drive that is most likely shot, but we won't admit that for a few days, so it seems like we've earned our repair fee. Then two phones. One is a simple battery repair, and the other needs its cracked screen replaced. I'll have everything taken care of within half an hour.

I've just popped off the shattered screen when I hear the back door open. I don't bother looking. There are only three of us who have a key, and there's no way Tanner is coming in on his day off. It's only a few seconds before I hear the click of high heels on the tile floor, and my mind snaps right back to Friday night when it was my feet, my heels, that were making that sound.

"Hello Lucas." Her voice is musical today. Notes dancing up and down in that accent I've never yet been able to place.

I turn to look at her. She's wearing a lemon yellow dress today. Tight all the way through the middle of her thighs where it ends. "Hi Miss Eleran. Give me a second. I don't have it ready yet." I didn't expect her to come in this early, so I haven't pulled the weekend's cash from the safe yet. There might not even be any.

"Oh, that's not why I come to see you."

Her straight brown hair is pulled forward over her left shoulder, hiding the strap of her dress. I've never noticed her makeup before. I guess I just thought her lips were naturally pink, but today I can tell that it's lipstick and that it matches her eyeshadow. She's not wearing false eyelashes, though. She doesn't need to. I don't know how old she is, maybe around forty, but I bet she can get any man she wants. The thought sends a ripple through my stomach. That's not jealousy, is it?

"You've worked for me a long while now, yes?"

I stare at her lips, and I imagine what it would be like to feel them. Not the first time I've had this thought about her. For them to press against mine. For them to wrap around my dick. I bite my lower lip as I try to imagine it. Lying on my back with her face between my legs. I try to picture her lowering herself toward me, but as soon as her lips touch me, I see myself in her place. My face just inches away from some man—no, not just any man—and I gasp and shake my head to clear away the image. "It's been a couple years, yeah." I cross my legs to hide my erection that seems to have come out of nowhere.

"And you've been good." She smiles. "So I need to be good to you too, no? You deserve an increase. I give you an extra twenty-five cents for each hour to show how much I appreciate you."

"A quarter?"

She beams like she's just handed me the keys to her sports car. "I knew it would make you happy. You work so hard for me. You deserve it."

I want to laugh. I certainly don't work hard at this job. That's the only good thing about it. But what I do deserves more than what she gives me. "Um, wow. Uh, thanks."

"You're so very welcome." She taps my arm lightly. I watch as her hand pulls away. Her nails are yellow to match her dress, and I want to ask her how often she gets her nails done. "I must go, but I will see you tomorrow. Keep up the good work."

"Uh, yeah."

When I hear the door close, I uncross my legs and rub myself through my khaki pants. Still rock hard. What's wrong with me? I'm not like this. I mean, I've always known I'm not totally straight. Ever since I saw Dillon changing after gym class in sixth grade. But I'm not gay. I just happen to think some men are attractive. That's not gay. Gay is going around getting hard-ons because you think about sucking the dick of a bartender you only met once.

"Fuck!" I slam the mini screw driver onto the counter, and I can hear the glass scratch under it.

And a quarter? A two percent raise after working here for two years. And she acts like I should be grateful for it. Maybe I should be. It's more than I make now. And she didn't have to do it. God knows, I'm not going anywhere. I stare at the disassembled phone and bite so hard on my lip that I can taste the blood. Not going anywhere at all.

I pull my phone from my back pocket. John is probably either at work or still asleep. Either way, he won't pick up, and I think that's the only reason I have the courage to do this. Only he does pick up. Right after the first ring. "Sup, bro."

"Uh..." I don't know what to say. I expected to be able to hang up and tell myself that I tried. "You're up." In case that fact wasn't very obvious.

"Had fucking court for a ticket. I told that prick I'd fight it. No way was I doing 85."

This is my life preserver, and my mind clings to it. "Cops are always making stuff up. So what happened?"

"Judge took his side. Of course. She probably used to be a cop or something too. So what did you call for?"

"Oh, I just wanted to see—"

John laughs. "You was thinking about that job, wasn't you?"

"What job?" So much for staying afloat. "No, I was only—"

"You still off this Thursday?" he asks. "Trina does her paperwork at the club Thursday afternoons. I'll go with you."

"No, that's not why I called. In fact, I don't even think I'm interested—"

"Sweet. I'll pick ya up Thursday at two. Later."

The phone beeps three times, and I pull it away from my ear and stare at the screen. Shit.


CHAPTER SEVEN



"Honey, everything in life is an act." I'm sitting in a padded chair with ripped green vinyl and Trina is smirking at me from the other side of the desk. It's covered in papers. I never expected a bar to generate so much paperwork. I guess I always thought of them as magic places where alcohol just appeared and was promptly drunk up by people looking to drown the real world. I could use a bottle of rum for myself right now. "Putting on a dress is no different than putting on a suit."

"I work at an electronic repair shop. I wear khakis and a polo shirt."

"Same thing, sweetie." She smiles. Even in the middle of a weekday, when the club is closed, her makeup is perfect. Eyeliner drawn out to a cat eye so sharp I could prick my finger on it. Her hair is pulled back into a deceptively sloppy-looking bun. There's not a single strand hanging loose, though, so even I know that took much more effort than what it seems. "Before you do anything, you need to get that stick out of your ass. Then it's up to you what you replace it with." She winks as I blush.

"You probably don't even need anybody new, do you? I don't want you to do this as a favor for me. Or for John."

Trina snorts. "You have to earn favors from me, and neither you nor your friend have earned a single thing from me yet. But I know what it's like to be a girl just starting out, so I like to help when I can. It makes me feel good. Plus, I already saw what you look like in makeup, and you are going to drive the guys wild."

I bury my head in my hands. That's not at all what I want. But I want that money, and driving them wild is the best way to get it. "Just dancing. None of that... You know, the stuff in the side rooms."

Her face goes blank. "I don't have a clue what you're talking about. All performances happen right out there on the stage. If something happens anywhere else, I certainly don't know about it. And I don't want to. Just remember, there's a 25% tip out at the end of the night. You have to take care of the people who take care of you, got it?"

John told me that his best night so far brought him over a thousand dollars. If I get even half that, I don't mind splitting it 75-25 with the other workers here. "Yeah, that's absolutely fine. Be honest with me, please. Do you really think I can do this? I mean, I saw some of the other girls that night I was here. Hell, I've seen John when he's done up. They're gorgeous. I'm a man in a dress."

"Sweetie, the only reason you couldn't do this is because of what's up there." At first I think she's pointing to my face, and I nod my agreement. I'm too ugly to ever do something like this. But then she walks around her desk and taps the side of my head. "I've had plenty of girls come in here who are going through some real shit. I mean, stories that made me cry. But not you. You're just stuck. Stuck in your own head, and you need to break free. You're hot as hell when you have makeup on. Hell, you're half hot now and it looks like you haven't shaved in a week. You just need to break loose, and then everything else is going to fall into place for you. Trust me."

I lean against the back of my chair and blow out a breath. She's not going to let me off easy.

"Now get out of here. I don't have time to sit and listen to another whiny ass girl. Just be here tomorrow night and keep your mind on the money you're going to be stuffing into your purse. Shoo." She holds her hand a few inches away from my face and flicks me away. Despite myself, I chuckle and walk out of the office, closing the door behind me.
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I barely sleep at all Thursday night, but by the time I get to John's apartment on Friday, I'm buzzing with so much nervousness and fear that I don't think I'll ever be able to sleep again. I tell myself over and over that this is the same thing I did last week. But it's not. I didn't have to get on the stage last week. Last week, I could storm outside and hide when it got to be too much.

"Sit right here." John points to the chair pulled out in the middle of his kitchen floor. "You know I love you, but I ain't gonna do this for you every time. So you gotta learn yourself."

I try to pay attention to every step but by the time he dips a sponge for a third time into what looks like the same light beige color he's used for everything, I'm lost. He tries to tell me about foundation and concealer and contouring, but he might as well be explaining how Jupiter's gravity affects the tides in L.A. "How did you learn all this? Did Trina teach you? Or Michelle?" I want to laugh at the thought of John sitting in this chair while his girlfriend smeared makeup on him like some kind of sissy, but that would be too much like laughing at myself.

"Nah. YouTube and TikTok. There's hella makeup shit on there, girl. Like you can fucking spend every day for a month and you still ain't gonna come close to seeing it all."

"Do you watch them a lot?" I do laugh now at the idea of him watching makeup tutorials in his spare time.

He presses a hand against the side of my head. "Hold still, fuck face, or I'll poke your eye out. I mean, I gotta keep up with it, right? It ain't no different than a lawyer reading like laws and shit. And you know how boring Davidson's can get when there ain't no customers. Now look up."

I look toward the ceiling while he runs a black pencil across my lower eyelid. "So you watch makeup videos at the bakery counter of Davidson's? And no one says anything to you?"

"Someone mighta." He takes a step back to look at his work and he smiles. "Remember that new manager I was telling you about?"

I remember very well. A month ago he went on an hour-long tirade about the "dumb ass bitch" who's trying to ruin his whole vibe at work. "Yeah, I remember. What about her?"

"She, ah, caught me in the middle of a video about doing a doe-eye look. At first she flipped the fuck out, but then she saw what I was watching. I felt like an idiot, but I told her about what I do, and she's been begging to come see me ever since."

"You're serious? The manager you can't stand?"

"She ain't bad once you know her. Plus, she's hot, dude. You'll see. She's coming tonight. Now, get your shoes on. We're gonna be late, and Trina gets pissed if you're late."

My heart leaps up into my mouth, but I don't say another word as I slip my feet into my shoes. Four-inch heels this week. I've been wearing them around my apartment the last couple of nights to get used to them. My ankles and calves are a little sore, but I'm not wobbling like a newborn horse anymore.

Thanks to some creative driving that I've long since stopped protesting, John gets us to the club in plenty of time. Even though we're early, the parking lot is packed. It's not possible, but it seems like there are twice as many cars as there were last weekend. "Ladies' Night" John says when I ask. I never knew a drag bar would have a ladies' night, but the reason why is obvious.

I'm able to make it through the employee door and almost five steps into the hallway before I use up the last of my false bravado. When it's gone, I just stop, unable to move another inch. John, now Tamara, keeps walking, not noticing that I'm no longer half a step behind him, but when Trina comes out of her office she notices. She shakes her head and dashes toward me like I'm about to hit the floor and she has to catch me. And maybe she does. The hall is spinning and my ears are roaring, and I'm not sure of anything that's going on around me.

"No you don't, girl. No you don't. You're not going to throw up or pass out in my club. Only paying customers get the privilege of doing either of those things."

"Trina?" I say it like I'm shocked to see her here. An old friend in a grocery store a thousand miles away from where I expect her to be.

"You're not backing out either. In fact..." She yanks my arm so hard that I almost fall over, but at the last minute my feet move and I'm able to stay upright as she drags me down the hall. "Danni," she sticks her head behind a curtain. "Play Tamara's first mix. Right now. Same lighting and everything."

I hear a man's voice respond to her, but I'm not able to understand what he says.

When she pulls her head back out of the curtained space, she grabs my shoulders and looks at me. "You're a natural, babe. You've got this. You're going to give them four minutes, and they're going to wish they had you for four hours. And then the money is going to rain down on that stage. There'll be so much you'll be able to make a snow angel in it. Now get out there and shake what your prosthetics and makeup gave you."

Before I realize what she's talking about, I hear the first notes of the song. John's song. The one I've been rehearsing too. And then I feel her hand pressing between my shoulder blades, forcing me to either hop onto the stage or fall flat on my face onto it. Either way, I'm going to be embarrassed in front of hundreds of people, so I might as well do it on my terms.

I try to not look out into the crowd when I get on the stage, and the bright flashing lights make it easier. With their glare, I can barely see past the first row. Even so, I close my eyes at first, until I feel my body start to move with the beat of the music. Because I saw his routine last week, John told me I could do it tonight and tomorrow. Until I have time to come up with my own. So I work through the motions, strutting from the left to the right. Lifting the hem of my dress, working a finger under the lace top of my stockings.

Halfway through the song, I look out, hoping to spot Billy even though I can't see more than 10 feet away in these lights. When I don't find him, I look at the people I can see, I focus on each face before moving to the next. I try to make eye contact with everyone I can. John told me the secret to getting really big tips is making each person in the audience think that you're dancing just for them. As I move my gaze from person to person, I try to give them each an extra something. I little shimmy, a teasing flick of my dress strap. But when I see the man from the room last week, I freeze. For some reason, it never occurred to me that he might be here. But there he is, just feet away, and the look on his face tells me he wants to devour me.

I try to ignore him. I try to look for Billy again, but there's no hope of seeing the bar through the glare. So finally I give in and look back at the man. His blonde hair is swept to the left. His eyes—I remember their tropical blue glow—but tonight they take on whatever color the stage light bounces against them. Now purple. Now green. But always on me, and always burning. Just as the song climaxes, I slip two fingers into my mouth, pull them out with a pop that no one can hear over the music, and then stick them under my dress and between my legs. I imagine doing it for Billy, even though I stare straight at the man. His mouth drops open for a second and then he runs a hand across his jaw while he points to the right with his other hand. I don't have to look to know what he's pointing at. The room.

I told myself that there's no way I would go into one of these rooms. I told John and Trina the same thing. But as soon as I slip behind the curtain and off the stage, I move that way. My body pulled by something I can't understand. No, that's not true. It's curiosity. I've spent the last ten years since puberty telling myself that I wasn't gay. That I didn't really think about boys or dicks in that way. Or if I did, it was fine because probably all boys had the same thoughts. But now I know I was just lying to myself. Trying to bury those feelings and not realizing that they'll never go away. Well, I've got a shovel now, and I'm about to dig them all up.

The man is already in the room when I get there. He turns to face me as I open the door. "I knew you'd be back. I wasn't sure if it would be tonight, but I knew."

"How? I didn't even know."

He walks over to me and cups my cheek with his palm. "You have that look."

I pretend it's Billy's hand on me and I want to melt into his touch, but I force myself to stay motionless. "What look?"

"Of an animal who's been in a cage her whole life and suddenly finds the cage door open. She doesn't know what to do at first. The outside world is frightening to her. But sooner or later, she's going to take one tentative step. Then another. And she'll smell how different the air is. She'll feel the way the sun hits differently outside the cage. And finally she'll be herself. She'll be free."

I slide a hand around him and grip the side of his ass so hard that it makes him jump. "Are you the door I go through? Or are you the zookeeper that I'm about to maul?" I walk him backward to the same black leather chair where I first saw him.

He chuckles, but I don't give him a chance to answer before I push him backward. His body bounces just a little when he falls onto the cushion, and before he can settle into place, I'm between his legs and unfastening his pants. My eyes are on his the whole time. Each movement I make seems to light a new fire in his eyes. When I finally pull his pants down, he could disintegrate me with just one look, and I have to turn away.

When I do, I focus on his cock. It's so different up close. So much bigger. So much more pink. So much more everything. It's nothing like my dick or Mike's or any of the other boys' dicks that I watched through sneaky glances in locker rooms while I was growing up. Those were all just crumbs, but this is a cake. And I can't wait another second to taste it.

I drop my lips around it, inhaling and sucking, taking in the taste and the smell. Salt and musk and vanilla and a cedar forest, and all I can think about is Billy's cock. What does it look like? Taste like? I grunt, frustrated that I'm thinking about him instead of the man who is paying for my attention. He must think I'm grunting for him because he presses himself harder into me, colliding with the back of my throat. I gag, and I have to fight to keep my stomach down. But I'm taking this. Him. Right now.

I wrap my hands around the base of his dick and squeeze and pump while I move my head up and down. I flick my tongue from side to side, tracing his veins, licking every single centimeter of flesh. Without meaning to, I moan. First a tiny grunt as I feel him swell even larger inside me, but then I'm groaning and howling with every movement. Up and down. Moan and pump and squeeze.

My mouth floods with saliva, but I can still taste the salt of his pre-cum and it makes me work him even harder. I take one hand from his cock and slip it between his ass and the chair. I'm not sure what I'm doing as I snake it further and further until I feel his crack. He lifts just a little for me, and I slide it along the crevice. Then I push it through and find his asshole. My mouth is still working his cock, my other hand pumping just as furiously as my tongue, and now I circle my finger around his hole. Not probing it, just teasing. But it's enough. After just a few seconds, he grunts, and his entire body stiffens. His cock swells to what feels like twice the size it was just a minute ago, and I pull back just enough to take what I know is coming.

And it comes and comes and comes. I almost drown in his fluid. I struggle to swallow it all, and there's no sign that it's going to stop. His body bucks over and over again. His hands are weaved through my wig now, holding me in place. As if I would want to be anywhere else. And I keep swallowing until I finally feel him loosen just a little. His cock gets just a little smaller, and then he collapses back into the chair.

I fall to my ass on the floor between his legs. Suddenly too spent to hold myself up. We stare at each other. His chest rises and falls. "Zookeeper," he says. "I was the unsuspecting zookeeper."


EPILOGUE


It's only been a few months, but the bar is almost like a second home to me now. I know every inch of it, and when I have time, I even come in early to help Trina and the other girls get everything set up.

"Hey gorgeous."

I laugh and sashay to the bar where Billy is slicing limes for tonight. He must have a hundred wedges already cut, and he's not even halfway through. "I know you're not talking to me." I'm not wearing any makeup yet, and my hair is in that awkward in-between stage where it's too long for the cute short hairstyles and too short to pull back. Right now, I have it twisted into two baby pigtails on either side of my head. It'll be covered by a wig before we open, so I didn't bother trying to style it.

"Oh, Shay. I didn't see you standing there. I was talking to that sexy girl who just walked in."

I lean across the bar and kiss him. The lime scent is so strong it almost burns the back of my nose. "Do I need to be jealous?"

"Hmm..." He leans back and screws up his face like he's concentrating, but then he hops up on the counter and twists so I'm between his legs. He uses them to hold me tight against him, and I rub myself against the warmth of his crotch. "I knew since the first time I saw you, there could never be anyone else."

"So that other girl?"

"Must have just been your reflection in that mirror over there."

"Mmm-hmm." I slide my hand under his shirt and run my fingernails up his back, just barely scratching them against his skin. He's ticklish, and this drives him wild every time. His head rolls back, and he struggles for a breath. "I hope I never catch you looking at another girl. Or boy."

He slips his hands under my arms and lifts me. Lifting cases of alcohol and kegs of beer have made him stronger than he looks, and it always surprises me when he shows off how powerful he is. He turns me so I'm sitting on his leg. His arms slip around me and hold me tight. "What happened to Miss Casual? Miss Let's-Just-Be-Cool-and-See-What-Happens?"

I shrug the best I can while I'm wrapped in his arms. "That was a couple of months ago."

"And last week."

"Maybe I realized I look forward to talking to you every day, and on the nights I sleep alone, I spend the whole night dreaming about you. Or maybe the aroma of limes does something to me."

He nuzzles his mouth into my neck, and the only reason I don't purr is because I know Trina is here somewhere. And if she hears me do that, I'll never hear the end of it. "In the ancient Middle East," he says, "they considered limes to be a powerful aphrodisiac."

"Did they really?"

Billy lowers his left hand to my waist and then to my hips and then to my crotch. "I made that up. I just wanted to get into your pants."

"Asshole."

"I want to get into that too, but that'll have to wait until we close tonight."

I slap him across the shoulder and do my best to look shocked, but it's pointless. He knows I want it as much as he does. Maybe more.

"So, does this mean you're ready to say it? Or to let me say it?"

"Absolutely not!" I cover his mouth to make sure there's no temptation. He tries to nibble on my palm, but I don't budge. "Too early." Things are going way too well between us. I don't want to bring any feelings in and complicate it.

He finally pulls away. "But you know I'm thinking it, right?"

"Enough, you two. You're not teenagers." Trina's voice is so loud she could be standing next to us, but when I turn to look at her, she's on the other side of the room. "Genevieve needs help backstage, Shay. And Billy, you'd better wash that hand before you touch anything you're going to serve to a customer. And scrub that section of the bar, too."

"Yes, ma'am." He gives her a tiny salute as he lets me slide to my feet. I try to walk away, but he holds on to my hand. "I wasn't done thinking it yet." He pulls me so close I can feel his warm breath sweep across my nose.

"Now you've made me think it too," I say. "I'll probably still be thinking it tonight when I'm on that stage. And I'll definitely be thinking it afterward."

"I'll be thinking it all night. And I'll be thinking it especially hard when you come back to my place tonight." He winks and gives me a pat on the ass as he finally lets go of my hand.
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All his life, Alex has been told that being gay is a sin. But he's sure he's not gay, despite his mixed-up feelings. He knows he just needs a little help to straighten himself out. When he spots an online listing for Gay to Straight Conversion Therapy, his curiosity overwhelms him. Could this be the answer he's been looking for?

At the first session, the therapist insists that being gay is perfectly fine. And Alex agrees. Fine for other people. But he's not gay. Not really. Finally, the therapist agrees to help, but he warns Alex that this help might be different than what he expects. But the therapist promises no one will ever think of Alex as a gay man again.

As the days go by, Alex changes. The more he transforms, the more he uncovers the secrets he's hidden even from himself. Each step makes him more comfortable with his soul and body, for the first time in his life.

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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Sometimes we hide our authentic selves so deep that it takes another person to show us who we really are. This bundle contains 5 stories of people who discovered that person—and then, discovered themselves. Five stories of secret transgender women who found that special someone to bring their true beauty to the surface.

Contains:

Hiding

Teaching the Professor

The Best Woman

Another Chance

Only on Weekends

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE


WANT FREE STORIES?
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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.

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.

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.

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 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.

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.

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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