

SELF-HELP


MAGICAL FEMINIZATION


KENZIE MCKAY



Copyright © 2023 by Kenzie McKay

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


CONTENTS


Want Free Stories?
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Epilogue
Pen Pals: Magic Feminization
Inheritance: Magic Feminization
Transformed: Magic Bundle
Want Free Stories?
More by Kenzie McKay
About Me



WANT FREE STORIES?

Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and a full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page

[image: QR Code for Mailing List]


Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.


CHAPTER ONE



I groan as I reach for my keys. They're just on the counter. Only 2 feet away from me. But my shoulder pops and crackles like I'm swinging one handed from a gym class rope. Somehow my body knows that today is my 40th birthday, and it's taking every opportunity to remind me.

Maybe this is revenge for years of neglecting it. A lifetime of sitting around and playing video games instead of jogging. Eating chips instead of vegetables. I say it every year, but maybe this is the year I finally get serious about taking care of myself. The year I become a vegan gym rat. I pat my belly like I'm Santa and slip my keys into my pocket. Yeah right.

I look one last time in the mirror and straighten the knot of my tie. Again. I swear it goes crooked if I even lift an index finger. "Gotta look good for work." I roll my eyes and want to roll back into bed. Just thinking about work deflates whatever part of me sprung to life over the weekend. It pays the bills. That's the only good thing about it.

I still stare at myself. Maybe plastic surgery. An eyelift. A little liposuction. Some hair transplants. A new life would be cheaper and easier. I would shrug, but I'm afraid that might completely pop my shoulder out of socket.

When I open the front door, the chill wind hits me like a thousand little needles, and I shiver. Maybe I should go back for a jacket, but I'm already late. And I'm only going to be outside for a few minutes as I walk to and from my car. I can handle that. I shut the door, and before I can even turn, my foot catches on something. I gasp and spin, looking down. It's a box. I stare at it as my hand, thankfully, automatically grabs for the black iron railing at the side of the porch.

I blow out a breath, shake my head, and look more closely at the box. White cardboard with pink ribbon wrapped around it and tied into a smashed bow on top. Something for my birthday? But from who? I bend over to read the label, but the print is too small. And my glasses are too out-of-date.

The excitement builds in my stomach as I pick it up. Maybe I have a secret admirer? Maybe some girl from my past who suddenly realized that she made a mistake leaving me? I move the box closer and further until I find just the right distance to read the return address: BTNY. That doesn't tell me anything. But then I notice the rest of the label. It's addressed to Gabrielle Stephens.

Obviously, it's someone's idea of a joke. I flip off the box with my free hand, unlock the door, and slide it just inside. I'll deal with whatever it is later.


CHAPTER TWO



When I get home from work, I wonder what it would be like to close myself in the garage with the car running just so I never have to go back there again. Hours of moving numbers from one spreadsheet column to another and then hours more, as seemingly everyone else in the company dumps their work onto me. Gabriel won't mind doing it. No, of course not. My chest tightens, and my heart pounds, but I force myself to take long, slow breaths. I'm not going to let a bunch of lazy and juvenile assholes drive me to that ledge. I turn the car off, grab my bag, and head around to the front door.

I forgot all about the box until I see it laying on the grey-tiled floor of the entrance. I flip it off again just to reiterate my point from this morning. Then I pick it up and toss it onto the sofa. It smacks with a solid and satisfying thud. Part of me hopes that it's something fragile, and that I just broke it. I'll find out later. Right now, I'm starving, and there’s a giant bowl of leftover spaghetti in the refrigerator that I’ve been thinking about all afternoon.

I just sit down and start twirling my fork through the noodles when my phone chimes. I glance at it, determined to ignore whoever it is, until I see that it’s a message from her.

Paige: So, how was your birthday? What did you think?

Me: It's just another day. Another work day. So that should tell you what I think about it.

Paige: I meant, what did you think about my gift?

Gift? I search back through any emails and texts I may have missed, but there’s nothing. I even walk to the front door and look around the porch in case I overlooked something earlier. There’s nothing there but my black rug.

Me: It must not have come yet. Really hoping it's that electric car I've been wanting.

Paige: Something even better, and hopefully more useful. It says they delivered it this morning at 7:53am. Are you sure there's nothing? I hope no one stole it.

Me: Only thing that came today is a package addressed to Gabrielle Stephens. Someone apparently didn't develop a sense of humor past 2nd grade.

Paige: Who's it from? It's not BTNY, is it?

I lift my bowl so I can look at the shipping label on the box.

Me: Yeah. How did you know?

Paige: That's too funny.

Me: You're the one who sent that?

I shove a giant forkful of spaghetti into my mouth. My best friend is the one who made fun of my name? She thinks I didn't get enough of that when I was growing up?

Paige: Not on purpose! I swear, I typed Gabriel when I ordered it. Someone at the company must have screwed up. Anyway, did you open it yet?

I untie the bow and toss the ribbon onto the sofa. There's no packing tape, so I lift the lid off. Inside, there's a tiny chocolate nestled on a bed of tissue paper, the same pink as the ribbon. This obviously isn't a typical mail order company. I unwrap the chocolate and pop it into my mouth.

Me: OMG, if the rest of what's in here is as good as that chocolate on the top, I'm going to love it.

My eyes close as the chocolate coats my tongue. It's by far the best chocolate I've ever had, and I hope the whole box is just filled with more of that. When it's finally melted, I open my eyes and pull the tissue paper away, saying a silent prayer for more chocolate under it all. But it's not. It's a book. Making Over Your Mind: Annihilating Anxiety Once and For All. Oh.

Me: A book. Thank you!

Before I hit send, I debate the appropriate number of exclamation points to use. If it was a box of those chocolates, one hundred wouldn't be enough. But a self-help book? It feels like question marks would be more appropriate. A book? Thank you? But at least Paige thought of me. That's more than most people did. Not a single person at work even remembered that today was my birthday. Or they didn’t care enough to say anything if they did.

Paige: I knew that much, but what book? I hope it's one you'll like. And one you don't already own.

My stomach knots. She didn't even pick out the gift that she sent me?

Me: Did you have your personal shopper pick it up for you while he was on the way to wash your Rolls?

Paige: Hardly. He was in my Bentley. No, this is from the Becoming The New You Book Club. I bought a six-month subscription for you. One book each month, but they pick out the books based on interests you fill out when you sign up. You always say life is passing you by. I thought maybe this could help.

Me: And you told them I was interested in anxiety?

Paige: Haha. It's a long list of things. And yes, I selected anxiety. Honey, you're not going to tell me that you don't spend most of your free time just sitting around worrying.

I move the book to the coffee table and stare at it. I don't have anxiety. Not really. Not in the way some people do. I don't have panic attacks where my heart thumps out of my chest.

Me: I'm just screwed up because my best friend decided to move across the country and leave me behind.

Paige: You know I'd love you to move out here with me. But if I recall, you had approximately 147 bullshit excuses why you couldn't do that.

Me: You always have to be so dramatic. It was only 142 excuses, and only half of them were bullshit. I must sound ungrateful. Sorry. Thank you for thinking of me. And for actually putting thought into the gift. I just wasn't expecting some new age self-help book. I guess you're already becoming a true Californian.

Paige: Just promise me you'll read whatever they send you. Maybe they'll help. And next year, I'll buy you some crystals to realign your chakras.

Me: You keep your hands off my chakras, you filthy pervert. I promise I'll read the books, but just don't expect miracles. This is me we're talking about.

Paige: Yeah… but maybe we'll both be surprised by the new you.


CHAPTER THREE



Despite myself, I pick up the book later and start reading it. I have such low expectations—I planned to read the first sentence and then throw it aside in disgust—that I'm surprised when it's actually readable. And then surprised when I finish the first chapter. And the first section. And then the entire book. All in one evening without ever setting it down. Without even moving from the sofa.

But when I close the cover, I look at the clock and see that it's nearly 2am. A panicked flush runs through me. I have to be up in 4 hours. But instead of taking hold and causing my thoughts to spiral, the worry passes through me. I'll be tired tomorrow, but I'll make do. I don't think any more about it as I go to bed.

It takes a cold shower and 3 cups of coffee to wake me the next morning, but I'm finally able to snap out of the stupor. When I pull into the parking lot at work, though, I wish I had it back. Another day of dealing with a job I hate and with coworkers I can't stand.

I push through the doors with my usual sigh. Mary is standing at the entrance to the break room, and she stares as I pass by. "Good morning." I call to her, and as soon as she's behind me, I roll my eyes.

"Uh, good morning." She seems shocked that I even talked to her. And maybe I shouldn't have. Maybe I should ignore her the way that she's always ignored me. We have kind of fallen into a shared silence with each other. In fact, I have with most of the people here. Sometimes I think it's the only way I can tolerate them.

As soon as I walk into my cubicle, I feel like someone is squeezing my chest. I have to force the breaths in and out. The same wave of crushing pressure falls over me every morning, and I should be used to it by now. But each day I still have to set my coffee mug on my desk, sit down, and close my eyes so I can concentrate on my breathing, imagining the steam of air flowing in and then being pushed back out. 60 seconds and the weight settles down to tolerable levels. But today James interrupts me before I can get there.

"Yo, Gabby." He chuckles. He's been here for two years, and he still thinks it's cute to call me that. "Oh wow, that's... certainly different."

"What are you talking about, James?" I spin my chair and look up at him. His mouth is hanging open just enough to make him look like a fool.

"Uh, nothing. Just Miss Thompson wants to see you in her office."

My heart skips right to 200mph, and the weight pressing on me is tripled. "Did she say why?" Maybe in other workplaces, bosses call people into their offices all the time just to chat about normal things, but not here. If it's something innocent, Miss Thompson comes around to see us. If it's something serious, then she summons us into her lair. Most people leave in tears and with an escort from security while they clear out their cubicles.

James just shrugs his shoulders. His eyes flick up and down my body, and then he's gone. The sound of his giggling stays with me, though.

I hold my mug up to my lips, but I'm shaking too much to drink. I would probably just be sick even if I could. My feet shuffle out into the hall. Her office is just at the end of the row, and I can see her through the open door. She's staring at her computer screen and doesn't see me walking closer. When I'm outside the door, I start to lift my hand to knock, but I stop halfway and look down. Bold colors remind us of our power. The sentence from the book echoes through my mind, and I stare at my shirt. Bold colors.

"Mr. Stephens, come in."

I bite my lip and walk in. Her eyes are on me now, and I search them for a clue of what's going to happen. But there's nothing. "You wanted to see me?"

She motions to the black plastic chair in front of her desk. "Have a seat." I do and cross my legs, not taking my eyes from her. "That's an interesting outfit," she says.

At the bottom of my eye, I see the bright yellow of the shirt. Bold colors... power. The white polka dots move with each breath I take. I wasn't sure about it when I first saw it in my closet this morning. I don't even remember buying it. But I thought, why not give it a chance? And the instant I slipped it on, I felt better. Not cured. Not dreading the workday any less. But more confident that I could handle whatever came to me. Even if she's going to fire me. I rest my hands on my white pants, and the corners of my lips curl up just a little. I can handle anything she tells me. "It's new." At least, I think it is. "I'm trying something different." I lock my eyes on to hers, almost challenging her to give me the bad news.

"Hmm... Anyway, you've heard that Natalie and Rose are going to be off for the next two weeks?"

Of course, I've heard that. We all have. I'll never understand why Miss Thompson ever approved two-week vacations for the top two workers during our busiest time of the year. And based on everyone's whispers, no one else understands it either. I keep looking at her without giving an answer. She knows that I know about it.

"Anyway, while they're gone, we all need to pitch in and help out any way that we can, so I'm going to let you take over the PharmLand account while they're gone. Just for the two weeks. Then Natalie can take it back."

In other words, I get stuck crunching all the numbers that are due in twelve days and once I'm done with that, Natalie will get the account back just in time for our spring evaluations and bonuses. It should bother me, and based on the look on Miss Thompson's face, she thinks so too. But it doesn't. "It'll be a struggle to do that, plus finish the work I already have, but I'll do my best."

She glares at me. "This has to be done on time."

"I'll do my best." I look down at my top and smile at her. "Is there anything else you need?" I don't wait for her to answer before I stand up.

"Um, no, that's all. Thank you, Gabe."

"You're very welcome." On the walk back to the cubicle, I feel taller. The shoes I'm wearing have a little higher heel than what I'm used to, but it's more than that. Maybe this anxiety book actually helped, just a little.


CHAPTER FOUR



"Hey, I'll be out in a couple minutes. Just need to log out and grab my stuff."

"No problem." Kisha is already gone around the corner before I can even get the words out, so I just keep walking. Out the double glass doors and into the warm spring sunlight. My heels click on the asphalt as I walk out to my car, pulling the backpack higher on my shoulders.

I'm not sure if Kisha ever looked at me twice until recently, but things at work have changed so much over the last month. In just a couple of weeks, we've gone from barely noticing each other to becoming friends. At least in the office, and now maybe outside, too.

A few days ago, my latest book was delivered, Transformations: Building the Body You Deserve. Normally, this is the type of book I wouldn't even look twice at. I wouldn't even look once. A bright yellow cover with an insanely fit woman who obviously spends more time at the gym each day than she does sleeping. Sorry, society, but that's just not my thing. If being healthy means being so obsessed that I miss out on the things that bring me joy—things like ordering way too many fast food tacos and eating all of said tacos on my sofa while I binge the latest season of How to Marry a Millionaire—then I'm not interested.

But last month's book was so helpful, I knew I needed to give this one a try too. So I did. The spine creaked as I turned to the first page. And after just a paragraph, I was hooked. I ended up reading it all in one night. Staying up way too late, which violates one of the book's guidelines. But it all made so much sense. And as I looked down at myself the next morning, lifting my shirt to look at my flabby belly, I knew I should make a change.

More fruits and veggies. Less unhealthy fat. More motion. That's it. When I sat down at lunch the next day with Kisha, unwrapping a chicken wrap instead of a leftover burrito, she looked at me strangely.

"Just something I read that really sunk in with me," I said. "About eating better and exercising. I think I might even look into a gym. Maybe one has classes for fat, out of shape people."

"Omg Gabe, come to mine! I go three days a week, and it is amazing! It's a barre class. I was so out of shape when I started, but I can really tell the difference now."

"A what? I've never heard of a barre class. Does it involve drinking?" I chuckled.

Her eyes twinkled, and she pulled out her phone. "I'm texting the instructor now to add you to the class. Start Monday after work?"

She looked up at me, and I knew that she wouldn’t take no for an answer. "Sure. This had better not kill me."

And now, I'm standing outside my car, waiting for her to come out so we can make it to the gym. The class doesn't start for 30 minutes, but I don't want to be late. Thankfully, she really is only a couple of minutes behind me, and we get there in plenty of time.

The gym is nothing like I pictured. My only experience with anyone ever working out was in high school gym class. Dirty, crowded locker rooms, squeaking shoes, and cramped weight rooms filled with sweating teenaged boys. The instant I walk in, I know this is going to be so much better.

Between the windows and a ceiling full of high intensity lights, it's bright in here. Even though it's busy, there's still plenty of room to move around. And it looks like it's an even mix of men and women on the machines and lifting free weights too. That instantly relaxes me. For some reason, the thought of going to a gym and being surrounded by a bunch of guys—a bunch of testosterone—is intimidating.

Kisha guides me to the check-in counter where I sign up for a guest pass good for one week and then to a wall of doors. The changing rooms. There are a couple of single-sex locker rooms for men and women, but this gym also has four gender neutral rooms. I made sure before I came. I've never been comfortable in men's-only spaces, especially not now. I give Kisha an excited, and nervous, smile before slipping into one of the private rooms.

I toss my backpack onto the wood bench and sit next to it, slipping out of the heeled loafers I wore today and taking out my workout clothes. I set them on top of my backpack and finish undressing. I drop out of my grey dress slacks and unbutton the lavender blouse just enough that I can slip it over my head. Then I peel off my cami and pick up the tank top. It's pink and bright and seemed so tiny when I first saw it. I thought there was no way it would fit, but I tried it anyway. There's no room for any extra pounds, but that's the point of this. I smooth it out and then step into the dark grey leggings. They're so tight that I imagine this must be what wearing pantyhose is like. I don't know why women would ever do it. But Kisha insisted tight clothes are best for this class, so I listened.

When I'm dressed, I look at myself in the mirror. My eyes instantly go down to the bulge between my legs. It's not much. I'm not going to win any contests with any of the men here. But it still bothers me. I reach down the front of my leggings, and with some wrangling and twisting, I tuck it between my legs, out of the way. So much better. I sit on the bench to put on my grippy socks and then slide my shoes and folded work clothes into the backpack and head out the door.

Kisha isn't there, so I slide my belongings into an empty locker and wait for her. As I stand there, I see several women trickle into a room just off the main floor. They're all dressed similarly to me, so I wonder if those are the other students of the barre class. I try to peek through the door, but I can't see anything other than a white wall.

"Damn." Kisha's jaw is hanging open as she walks up to me.

"What?"

She gestures along my body. "Do you even need to work out?"

I giggle. "Trust me, everything is held in place with spandex or whatever these clothes are made of. If you'd see me without them, you'd see all the flab."

"If you say so. The class is right in here." She looks me up and down one more time as she walks by. I follow her into the room where the other women disappeared. Inside, there are about ten people. I'm the only man, but no one even looks at me twice, so I hope it's not a concern for anyone. We all stretch and mill around the room until the instructor walks in.

"Alright ladies, are we all ready?" She looks over the room and then walks to a wall with a bar running the length of it. She goes to one end, and everyone else fits in along its length. I follow Kisha, and we end up on the opposite side. "First, your firsts. Good. Now, we'll start with some pliés."

It's only her second sentence, and I already have no clue what I'm supposed to do. I watch Kisha and imitate her. I think I'm doing pretty well until the instructor comes up to me.

"Our newbie. What's your name?"

I look up and give her a quick smile. "Gabriel."

"Gabrielle, I'm Ash. Ladies?" The room echoes with a quick chorus of hellos. "Couple things I want you to work on." She holds her hands a few inches away from my body and looks at me. Her eyes are wide with a question, but it takes me a few seconds to realize she's waiting for me to give her permission to touch me. When I do, I nod. "Eventually we're going to want you to get just a little deeper on this, but for now focus on keeping your spine long."

She pushes on the small of my back and my chest, and I straighten myself into the position she wants.

"That's it. You almost always want a long spine in this class. Posture is everything. Now let's go down and up." She lowers her hand from my chest to my stomach and presses in as I bend my knees. "Again, but make sure your knees track straight over your feet. Not in or out. Straight out and up. Attagirl. Everyone give me 8 more." She turns from me before I can correct her misgendering of me. But it's not like it matters anyway.

The rest of the hour is filled with more pliés and planks and poses and something called a pretzel that I'm still not sure I totally understand. But most of all, it's filled with trembling. Lots of uncontrollable trembling. When it first starts, I mouth to Kisha, "I think I need to quit." She rolls her head back and laughs so loud that it get's Ash's attention.

"Gabrielle has the shakes."

The instructor walks over with an enormous grin on her face. "Does she? That didn't take long." I stop, but she just shakes her head. "Keep pushing. The shakes are caused by your body transforming. All those muscles that you thought you had are being reworked and elongated. Each shake is a tiny step toward the body you've always dreamed of."

I extend my leg back out behind me and clench my glutes. The shaking comes back almost immediately. "I just want a body that can actually do this without feeling like every muscle is on fire." The whole class laughs, and I wonder what they know that I don't.

When we're finally done, I feel like I'm going to collapse. There's no way I can stand up a second longer, let alone walk to the changing room. I press my back against the wall and let my body slide down. A few of the women stop by to say hi and to commiserate with tales of their first classes.

"Need help?" Kisha holds a hand out for me.

For a second, I just look at it, but then I take it and she pulls me up. "You could have warned me I'd be paralyzed after this class."

"What's the fun of that?" she laughs. "Get dressed, and I'll have a treat for you."

I cast her all the side eye I can, but it's not much because even that hurts.

"You'll like it. I promise. No wait, you won't. But it's nothing like this. It involves sitting and sucking."

I feel like a new person as soon as I get out of the shower, and even though I thought I was going to die just a few minutes ago, I realize as I'm drying my hair that I can't wait for the next class.

With their three-inch heels, my loafers cause my calves to burn constantly as I walk back out into the gym where Kisha is waiting. "Come on." She takes my hand and pulls me outside and two stores down the street into a smoothie bar.

"Smoothies? Seriously?"

"I know, but these aren't just any smoothie." Her lip curls up, and I can't tell if it's friendly or devious. But she turns to the guy working behind the counter before I can study it more. "Two small Green Goddesses, please."

There are several clunks and then the whir of blenders and finally the worker slides two cups across the counter to us. We take them and sit at a table overlooking the sidewalk out front.

"So, I'm sure you've noticed Henry at work." Kisha swirls her straw around the glass while she stares at me, waiting for my response.

Of course I've noticed him. He's been there longer than me, and I don't think we've said two words to each other in that whole time. And I still don't think we have. But for the last week or more, he's always been there. Wherever I am. And always looking at me. At first, I thought he was going to make fun of my clothes the way everyone else did when I decided to change things up about a month ago. Instead, he would just smile whenever I looked at him. Then he would look away until he thought I wasn't watching.

"I guess. I don't know. What do you mean?" I put the straw in my mouth and try to look as innocent as possible as I take a drink.

"Oh my god, Gabby. You know exactly what I mean. That man has such a huge crush on you!"

I spit a little of the smoothie onto the table as I nearly choke. "What is this?" My face is so puckered that I don't know if I can ever relax it back to its normal position.

A grin takes over Kisha's face, and I know now that earlier look was pure devilishness. "I warned you that you wouldn't like it. I'm pretty sure it's just pure pureed kale mixed with enough lemon juice to make it unpalatable and then some protein powder to top it all off. Absolutely terrible, so it has to be good for you."

"Oh my God, Kish. This is beyond terrible." I try to wrap my lips around the straw to take another drink, but they refuse to close. I set the glass on the counter, and my arm pushes it away without me even telling it to. Every part of my body wants that glass of dumpster water as far away as possible.

Kisha shrugs and takes another sip of hers. "So, Henry?"

"Okay, I might have noticed that he's been acting strange, but that doesn't mean he has a crush on me. Don't be ridiculous."

"Honey..."

"It doesn't! Why would he have a crush on me? Do you think he's into... I don't know. People like me?" I'm not even sure what I mean by that.

Kisha sets her glass down, tilts her head, and stares at me. I feel like she's a principal, and I'm a student who was just caught sharing a vape pen in the bathroom. She knows I'm guilty and will give me that look until I admit I took a puff too. "Sexy people? Gorgeous people who are going to be even better looking because they're hitting the gym with their friend every day after work? Yeah, that's right. As soon as we're done here, I'm telling Ash that you and I are coming every weekday from now on."

I groan and decide to get an ice cream sundae as soon as I drop Kisha off. A last meal for the condemned. "Whatever. He totally doesn't have a crush on me, no matter what you say. But it doesn't matter anyway. I'm not interested. So he can covet this all he wants, but it's not going to get him anywhere."

Kisha's eyebrow quirks up. "Henry is hot and smart and funny and… did I mention hot? So if you're not interested in him, you’re either dating someone or have someone else in mind. Spill."

My mind flashes immediately to Paige. To the last time I saw her before I drove her to the airport so she could move to California. It was cold and snowy, but she was wearing a long flowered dress. "I have boots on. That makes it okay," she said. And somehow it did. She was gorgeous.

"You wouldn't be smiling unless there was someone else. Who is it?" Kisha asks.

I shake my head. "There really isn't. I was just thinking of something." Paige is my best friend. That's all. I've never once thought about her as anything else. And it wouldn't matter. She's gayer than a unicorn blowing rainbow bubbles while it sashays through a field of violets. She's told me that she's never once had a true romantic thought about a man, not even when she was a girl, and I believe her.


CHAPTER FIVE



The blouse is the boldest thing I've worn for a long time. Maybe since I was a kid. It's a mix of oranges and blues and purples and pinks. Enormous flowers and tiny blooms. Floral fireworks all over. And I love it. I don't remember buying it and I don't know where it came from, but it makes me happy. And as I look at myself in the mirror—the material just sheer enough to show the cami I'm wearing under it, just silky enough that it gives me goosebumps each time I move—I can't stop wondering what Paige would think of it. What she would think of me in it? I take a selfie and send it to her.

I'm not sure when it happened, but I've started to think of her as more than a friend. Our conversations are more than just sharing memes and catching each other up on our days. At least to me. But I'll never tell her that. I'll never tell her how I lie on my back the whole time we talk, imagining that she's next to me. Pretending that I could reach out across inches instead of miles and run my finger along her skin. Fantasizing that she could reach back and wrap her hand around my swollen cock.

Paige: That looks so pretty on you!

Her text snaps me out of my reverie, and I notice the time. I'm going to be late. I hurry out of my bedroom and throw my wallet and keys into my messenger bag as I scurry down the porch steps and out to my car.

Of course, Miss Thompson, who is usually always late, is already at work when I get there. And of course she's waiting in my cubicle. She's sitting in the one very uncomfortable and almost unpadded chair that I have in case anyone should come to see me. It's strange to see her sitting there. I don't think I've ever seen her sit anywhere except behind her desk or behind the table in the conference room.

"Mr. Stephens, nice of you to join us." Somehow she makes each word sound both friendly and like a knife that stabs into my gut.

I freeze in the entrance to my space. I could maybe walk around her, but the way she has her legs, the left crossed over the right, I would either have to squeeze by her or she would have to move. She's effectively got me blocked from my own desk. "Miss Thompson. Sorry. This morning was just one thing after—"

"That's a very interesting top." She stands up, and it only takes her two steps to clear the distance between us. She runs a finger along the collar of my blouse and screws up her mouth. "Especially for a man to wear, don't you think?"

"I, uh..." my heart is pounding so hard that its beats are the only things I can hear. I am a man. Is it strange for me to wear this? "Maybe? I don't know."

She hooks a finger between two buttons and pulls on the fabric. I lean closer to her to keep her from ripping it. "Is that what took you so long to get ready this morning? You had to make yourself pretty? Did you think about wearing makeup too?"

"What? No! I'm a guy. I wouldn't—"

"But you'd wear a woman's blouse." She looks down. "And those shoes. Do guys wear pumps?"

My face feels like it's on fire as I look at my shoes. Bright blue high-heeled pumps. There's nothing even close to manly about them. "I suppose not—"

"Hey Gabby!" Kisha's voice makes us both jump, and it shakes me out of whatever is going on. Yes, these are my shoes. So what? "For lunch, I thought maybe we could—Oh! Miss Thompson. Sorry, I didn't see you."

"No, I suppose you didn't." She stares at Kisha for a second over my shoulder and then turns back to me. "Gabby?" She rolls her eyes and then makes a brushing motion with her hand that is obviously meant to tell me to get out of her way. I do.

"Gabby," she draws out the word as she says it to Kisha, "won't be able to join you for lunch. He has time to make up and extra work that needs to be finished today. So sorry."

Her shoulders sway from left to right with each step down the hallway. When she gets to her office, she turns around and scowls at us. It sends a shiver through my body, and I duck into my cubicle just to get away from it.

Kisha follows behind me, and as soon as I sit down, I look up at her. She rolls her eyes so much they take her head on the trip with them. We both burst into quiet giggles. "What crawled up the wrong hole with her this morning? And what's up with that 'he'? Like she doesn't know better."

"Know better?"

She ignores my question. "So no lunch, but at least we still have class and smoothies after work, right?"

I mime throwing up into my trash can, and we both laugh again. "Only if she doesn't decide to give me more work. You'd better get out of here before she dreams up something else for me."

"That's true. Have fun dealing with her today. See ya after work, girl."

"See you then." I let out a long sigh and log into my computer.
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When I get home after class, there's a box waiting on my stoop. White with pink ribbon, and my pulse picks up just a little as soon as I see it. As sore as I am, I would just leave it until the morning if it were anything else. But I can't wait to see what the book is this month. I don't know that my life has really changed too much because of the other books, but they've both been interesting at least. And I feel better about myself than I have in a very long time. So with enough groaning that I'm sure the neighbors think I'm having an orgy on my porch, I bend over and pick it up.

I set it on the kitchen counter next to my keys and my bag, and I go upstairs to change into sweats and a t-shirt. When I come back down, I practically rip the ribbon off. Inside is the same pink tissue paper with the same piece of chocolate. I pop it into my mouth and swirl it around with my tongue as I pull out the book. Unleash Your Lioness: Let the World Hear You Roar. I chuckle when I read the title. I'm pretty sure the world did just hear me when I bent over out front.

I walk the book out to the sofa, where I sit and curl my legs under me. The light pink sweats catch on the upholstery, and I untwist them before I settle back and crack the book open on my lap. Unleashing my lioness and letting the world hear me roar could mean so much. But after just a couple of pages, it's clear that this book is about setting boundaries in life and how that struggle will ultimately prepare me for success. I smile. Perfect timing after the day I had. I take a drink and settle in for a night of reading.

The next morning, as I'm getting ready, I notice a small pink bag on my counter. I have no idea what it is, but it's the same color as the ribbon on the packages from the BTNY Book Club. As soon as I unzip it, I realize what it is. My makeup. I snort. I must be more tired than I thought to forget that. The bag clatters as I set it back on the vanity, but then I stop and look inside. Miss Thompson did mention makeup yesterday, after all. Maybe just a little for her.

When I get to work, she's nowhere to be seen, and I'm more than a little disappointed. Not just because of my makeup, or the wide-legged floral pants I'm wearing—the girliest I could find in my closet—but because I busted my butt this morning. But unless she comes by soon, she'll never know that I'm ten minutes early even after I did my makeup.

It's another 30 minutes before she saunters in. Purse slung over one shoulder and a coffee in the other hand. She walks right by my cubicle and stares at me as she passes. I huff as quietly as I can to relieve the bubbling pressure inside me and turn back to my computer screen.

"Hey Gabs." I don't have to look up to know that it's James. Miss Thompson's personal lackey. "So, what are you doing this weekend?"

Is he really making small talk with me? Or is he asking for some other reason that I don't even want to consider? "You can call me Gabby like everyone else does. Or Gabrielle, if you want to be formal. And I'm not sure what I'm doing yet." I look up at him long enough just to acknowledge him, but then look down at the keyboard and hope that he gets the hint.

"I like Gabs. I like to be different. Anyway, you've been summoned by the boss lady."

I toss my hands up, and start to ask him why, even though I know he doesn't know, but he's already gone. I log out and make sure my bag is locked in my desk and walk down the hall to see whatever she's dreamed up for me this time.

"Well, aren't you all dolled up this morning, Mr. Stephens."

My face goes red, and my instinct is to look down. But I don't give in to it. I stare directly at her. "I would appreciate it if you would no longer call me that."

Her nostrils flare just a little, and I wonder if it's in anger or amusement or both. Then she waves her hand to the side. "No matter. I need you to take a look at some files that I'm going to send you. Four of them. Get them corrected and categorized properly by noon. Thank you, Gabby." Not only does she not try to hide her disdain as she says my name, she exaggerates the sneer and the curl of the word so much that there's no way I can miss it.

"What is your problem with me?" When I ask, her head snaps back just enough to tell me that she wasn't expecting me to question her. "You've always had some issue, and it's unprofessional and needs to stop. There's no way I can have those files finished by noon and still get my own work taken care of. You'll have to find someone else to help you." Each word that comes out of my mouth feels like a pebble being lifted from me. Not much on its own, but combined with the others, a huge weight is suddenly gone.

Miss Thompson stands, and when she does, she's at least three inches taller than me. She tries to use each inch to intimidate me, but I force myself to lean in closer to her. To let her know I won’t be cowed. "My problem is that I don't care for people like you. You might have everyone else here fooled into thinking you're a real woman—that you're Gabrielle—but I know exactly who you are, and I'm never going to let you forget that I know. And as for the files, I think you might have misunderstood me. So let me be clear. This isn't optional. You will have them finished by noon. And you will still find time to finish everything else that is due today. Do we understand each other?"

The hairs on the back of my neck stand up, and my entire body trembles. "Or what?" I ask. My eyes don’t even breaking away from hers long enough to blink.

"If you don't do what I say? Well, then I guess that would mean you're either incapable of doing your job or unwilling. So I would do the same thing I would do to any other employee who showed himself to be incompetent. I would have to fire you."

I knew it was coming, but my stomach still clenches into a giant knot. But then I blow out a long breath, and it unties itself. That really is her only card. To fire me from a job that I hate. "Okay."

"I knew you'd see things my way." She starts to lower herself back into her chair, but I stop her.

"No, I mean go ahead and fire me. I'm not going to do your work for you. It's unfair that you think you can just dump that on me."

Her face turns so red that it's easy to imagine her head could explode. I subconsciously take a step backward so the eruption doesn't stain the white blouse I'm wearing. "Because I'm nice," she says, "I'm going to give you a few seconds to reconsider that." Her jaw is clenched so tight I can barely understand her.

"Thank you, but I don't need any time to reconsider. Do it, if you're going to do it."

Her eyes are wide and her nostrils are flared, definitely in anger now. "Mr. Stephens, your services are no longer needed here. Please pack your belongings and leave quietly, or I will call security."

"Gladly."

I wink and turn out of her office, almost skipping down the hall. Humming to myself as I stuff my bag with my belongings. Not much for three years of working at the same desk.

Just as I drop a bag of tropical jelly beans in, Kisha walks up, and I hear her gasp. "What happened?"

I smile up at her and pull the bag over my shoulder. "I was fired. And I should probably leave soon before Miss Thompson makes good on her threat to call security."

"Honey..." She takes my hand. "Let me talk to her. We don't get along, but maybe I can make her see that she's being terrible."

"Kish, thank you, but don't bother. This job has made me miserable for years. She's doing me a favor."

"But—"

I squeeze her hand and put my other on her shoulder. "I mean it. I feel better than I have in a very long time. And I'll still see you at class tonight." I pull her tight for a quick hug and then walk away. Heads pop up over cubicle walls as I pass by. I don't bother trying to be quiet. I hum even louder as I march out the door.


CHAPTER SIX



The first thing I see when I walk in my door is this month's book. Still sitting on the coffee table where I left it last night. "Guess not everyone likes the lioness I unleashed," I say to the empty room. "But it felt so good to finally roar for once." I kick off my heels and collapse on the sofa, pulling the book to my chest.

As soon as I hit the cushions, the wave overcomes me. What did I just do? I've despised that job for almost as long as I've worked there, but that was reckless. Irresponsible. A grown woman doesn't just tell her boss to fire her like that. Woman?

My stomach fills with what seems like seawater, and it feels like there's a hundred pounds pressing against my lungs from the inside. How stupid am I? But I needed to do this. Right? I was never going to be happy there. And didn't I feel the weight lift from me the instant she told me I was fired? But how long can my bank account support me? I need to talk to someone.

Me: Hey, I know it's still early there, but can you talk?

My phone rings almost before I have a chance to flip to a different app. "What's wrong?" Paige asks as soon as I say hello.

I want to joke. I want to ask her how she knows that something is wrong. But nothing comes out. Nothing but a heavy sigh. Nothing but tears that build in my eyes and require all my attention to furiously blink away.

"Babe?"

Hearing her call me that sends a marching army of tingles through my body. Maybe calling her was a mistake.

"I can hear you breathing, so I know you're alive. But at least say something. Do I need to fly back? Call an ambulance for you?"

"No." It comes out so weak and squeaky. Like a quick puff of a word that disappears as soon as it's created.

Paige blows out a breath. "Good. Then take your time. Gabby, I'm going to be right here as soon as you can talk, okay?"

Gabby? That's not—but it is. It is my name. It's what everyone at work calls me. Called me. It's what everyone always calls me. Since I was a little girl, everyone except my grandma called me that. She's the only one who insisted on calling me Gabrielle. But that's not right either. Is it? I wasn't a girl. I'm not a girl.

I slip a trembling hand between my legs. I'm not sure which result scares me more. And there it is. Just like it always has been. Not much. Barely noticeable under clothes, but there. My cock. I run my finger across its top, and the blood flows into it. But that's not right either, is it? "Something's wrong."

Paige chuckles a nervous laugh. "Um, yeah, I figured that much. What's wrong, babe? Talk to me."

"My job. I was fired."

Even through the phone and over thousands of miles, I hear her tense up. "What happened? Layoffs? There's no way they'd just fire you. You're one of the best workers there."

"Tell that to Miss Thompson." I take a couple breaths. "I finally told her no today."

I don't have to tell her any more. She knows that I always had everyone's extra work pushed off onto me. "Attagirl! But she fired you for that?"

I tell her the whole story. About how I called her bluff and basically dared her to fire me. Everything except how Miss Thompson called me a man. And how that felt like such a terrible insult, for some reason I don't understand.

"I'm not minimizing your feelings right now, but good! This has been a long time coming."

"I know."

"You've been miserable at that place for years. How many times have you told me that you would quit if you didn't get along so well with the people there?"

"I know."

"So why are you moping about it now?" she asks. "You should be out celebrating. You should be flying out here so we can go out tonight."

The thought of going out with her—of even just seeing her in person again—brings a smile to my face. "I wish."

She doesn't answer right away, and I'm just about to ask if she's still there. "What's stopping you now?"

"Stopping me from what?"

"You know what. Moving here. With me. You don't have a job tying you down. Your house is in a great neighborhood that would sell in a heartbeat. Come here. You could live with me."

My heart feels like it's been shot by an electric current with a chaser of caffeine and cocaine. Does this mean that she feels the same connection? "Live with you?"

"Yeah. I know it's a big step, but why not? Doesn't it feel right?"

It feels so much more than right. It feels like this is the final piece that I've been waiting my entire life for.

"I have plenty of space. It'd be just like college, except you'd have a much nicer bedroom this time. Trust me, you should see this guest bedroom in person. Amazing."

Oh. The guest room. My body goes numb. "I don't know if I want a repeat of college." It was a nonstop procession of girls going to her bedroom every night while I tried to study. And while I tried to wipe away thoughts of someday being one of the girls who gets to be with her. Not a girl! What the fuck?

"Well, not exactly like—"

"Hey, I need to go, but thank you for being there for me. Like always."

"And I always will. I love you, babe."

I mumble something that I hope sounds like a reciprocal love you too before I hang up. What is going on with me? None of this is right. None of it.


CHAPTER SEVEN



I lie on the sofa, twisting so my face is pressed against the back. The air around my face is warm and moist and thick as my breath becomes trapped in the small space. I slip my hand under my pants again. Under my panties. It's right there. I'm not a girl. Why do I keep thinking that I am? Why do I have to keep pushing back against that feeling?

I rub my fingertips over the sensitive head, and it twinges. I wait for it to get hard, but it doesn't. I press a little more firmly and close my eyes. I imagine Paige. She walks in my front door wearing just a black lace bra and panty set. Her breasts bounce and shake with each step she takes. I can't take my eyes off them. And now she's kneeling in front of the sofa, leaning forward so her breasts are just inches away from my lips. Her bra is gone somehow. Disappeared. It doesn't matter. It's exactly what I want.

I lean forward and kiss her nipple and then look up at her face. How will she react? Just before her eyes close, I see them roll backward, and I don't need more invitation than that. I wrap my lips around her nipple and suck it in toward me. With my hand, I cup her other breast. Massaging it. Tracing its skin in wide circles. Narrowing with each lap until I'm ringing her nipple with my index finger.

We both moan at the same time. Our pitches and tones nearly identical. But then I notice it. My dick. Paige vanishes from my fantasy as all of my attention turns between my legs. My entire body feels like it's on fire, but it's not hard. I press into it and then wrap my fingers around it, stroking up and down. Squeezing so much that it feels like I'm ripping the skin. But nothing.

What. The. Fuck?

There's a knock at the door, and it makes me jump so high that I hear the springs squeak under me when I land. It's her. Somehow I know the thought is stupid before I even think it, but it still forms in my brain. And my face goes red at my foolishness. I just talked to her. She's very much still on the other side of the country.

I reach behind me and drag my fingers across the coffee table until I find my phone. Once I have it, I roll over to my back and pull up the feed from my doorbell camera. No one. But there's a box. White with a pink ribbon and bow. Already? It's only been a day.

I walk to the door and open it, expecting to find an empty porch. Thinking that the video was wrong. But there it is. Identical to the box that's still sitting on the top of my recycling bin. Did they accidentally send me the same book twice? There's only so much roaring I can do before I go hoarse.

With a sigh, I set the box on the kitchen counter and untie it. My belly rumbles as soon as I see the chocolate piece on top. At least I get an extra one of these. I pop it into my mouth and pull out the book. The cover is pink and red, and there's a woman dressed in white, centered on the cover. She's smiling, but her head is tilted down shyly. Her eyes are turned almost to the camera, but not quite. Like she's looking at someone just beside the photographer. The New You: Remaking Yourself in Love's Image. I laugh as soon as I read the title. It would take more than a makeover to give me the love that I really want. I drop the book back into the box and head upstairs to wash my face. Barre class will be starting soon, and I definitely need the physical pain to get my mind off of everything today.
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The rest of the week just becomes a blur as I binge everything I've ever even remotely wanted to watch on television. Paige and Kisha both text me several times a day. And I'm always sure to reply to both of them. But my texts are short. Just answering to whatever they say. The barre classes are the only times I even feel close to my old self. But that's not even true. In the classes, I feel better than I ever have. Nothing in my old self's life made me feel the way I do when the tug of the tight workout clothes embraces my quivering body that's just on the verge of giving out. And then I look around and see the other women in the class who have become almost like sisters to me. Each of them has the same pained smile on her face, and it makes me grin too. We're each remaking ourselves into something more perfect.

Despite my trembling muscles, the thought makes me giggle. We're remaking ourselves, but is it in love's image? What a silly title for a book. But I thought that about a couple of the other books, and I've ended up enjoying each one. Maybe this one deserves a chance too. When I get home—once I can move far enough to actually get it—I take it off the bookshelf. And just like with each book so far, I'm enraptured as soon as I start reading it. Every word pierces through me, tearing little holes that bring me to tears and then healing them and filling me with laughter.

When I snap the cover closed, the whole house is dark except for the one lamp on the table at my side. I turn it off, and I'm plunged into blackness. It takes my eyes a couple of minutes to adjust, but I don't want to see anything now anyway. I want to just think. To fall into myself. To know what I want to do. Reading the book made it clear what I need to do. It's such an enormous step. Such a risk. But anything short, and my life won't be in love's image. Suddenly, that's very important to me. I turn on the light and open up my laptop. I have to do this.

There's one seat left on a flight that leaves in an hour. It's going to be close, but I have to make this work. As soon as I click to book it, I dash up the stairs, filling my carry-on bag with whatever my hands fall on. I don't check to make sure anything matches. I don't even check to see if I have everything I need. As long as there's something in the suitcase, I'll be alright. I'll make do. Just as I'm ready to zip it up, I toss in my makeup bag, curling iron, hair spray, gel, and my laptop.

I run down the stairs—the suitcase thuds each step behind me—and grab my purse. I make sure my ID and keys are in there, and I'm out the door. The airport is only fifteen minutes away. When I bought this house, it worried me to live so close to an airport. I wondered if it would be noisy all the time. Now, I'm glad that I'm so close.

Ten minutes later, I pull into the parking garage. It's the most expensive place to park, meant just for short-term stays, but it's the closest to my gate. Once I'm parked, I lift my bag from the trunk and pull it behind me as I sprint toward security. Halfway there, I'm struck with the thought that I might not have locked my car. But I don't care. There's no time to go back.

Thankfully, the line at security is short on a Friday evening. There are fewer than ten people in front of me, and if I didn't know better, I would think the TSA agent sped them through once she saw me get into the line. When I get up to her, I do know for sure that she smiles at me, and it makes my jaw drop open. The only human emotion I've ever seen from any agent is frustration. I just assumed that after dealing with so many people all day long, it became all they were capable of.

"Ma'am, I need you to step over here for a moment, please." She waves me out of the scanner and she looks as disappointed at the delay as I feel.

I check my watch. The plane doors won't close for another ten minutes. It should be plenty of time, but I don't want to cut it any closer than I have to. "Was there a problem?"

"The system showed an anomaly. I just need to do a quick manual check and then you can be on your way."

"Manual?"

"Spread your legs please, ma'am."

Oh. She stands in front of me and runs the back of her hands up and down my thighs and along my crotch. When she's finished, she takes a handheld scanner and follows the same path. When that's done, she looks at me and smiles again. "So sorry about that. Sometimes the scanners are a little extra sensitive with certain people. You're good to go. Just two gates that way." She points to her right. "Don't stop along the way, and you'll have plenty of time."

"Uh, thanks." I've never had the TSA give me directions before. I stare at her for a second before taking my carry-on from the table and doing my best race walk down the hall.

At the gate, the flight attendant scans my boarding pass and tells me that they were just about to announce for me. I apologize and follow her down the jetway to the plane. My seat is almost all the way to the back and in the middle of two large men, neither of whom is excited to see me and neither of whom wants to give up a single inch of my seat that they've claimed for themselves. But as soon as they see me struggling to lift my bag into the overhead compartment, they both hop up. The one nearest to me takes over and shoves it into place. The man next to the window motions to the seat, and he waits until I'm sitting before he drops down into his. For the entire flight, both men sit with their legs together and their arms crossed, and anytime one of them accidentally bumps into me, they apologize.

The four-hour flight seems to pass in a blink, and before I know it, I'm wheeling my suitcase through the airport. I still haven't told Paige that I'm coming. I need it to be a surprise. So I call a car and have them take me to her place.

Her house is bigger than I expected. A two-story light colored stucco. It's too dark to make out any of the colors or details, but there will be time for that later. Right now, I just need to see her. I wave a goodbye to the driver as she pulls away, and I walk to the door. I push the doorbell and wait. Nothing. I push it again, and there's still nothing, so I peek in one of the windows. There's a light on in a back room, but there's no sign that anyone is home. I knock, rapping my knuckles as loudly as I can, and when there's still no response, I plop into one of the two rattan chairs on her porch.

Was this a mistake? It's Friday night. Maybe she's out with friends. Maybe she's out with a girlfriend. She hasn't said anything about meeting someone special out here, but what if she just didn't want to tell me? Maybe she's scared to hurt my feelings, or maybe she just wants to wait until she's sure. My stomach sinks, and the longer I wait, the more I know I shouldn't have done this. I could have called her first. It's not fair for me to expect her to be here just because I decide to drop everything and fly across the country.

I'm swiping through my phone, looking for hotels, when a car pulls into the driveway. The headlights are so blinding that I have to close my eyes. And then I don't want to open them because I don't want to see that Paige is with someone. That she's bringing someone home. I sit still and force deep breaths and wonder if I can be so motionless that she won't even see me.

"Gabby?"

Apparently not.

"Oh my God, girl." I open my eyes when I hear her running steps pounding against the concrete. "Is everything okay? Are you alright?"

I smile and stand up, and as soon as I do, she throws her arms around me. Her body is so warm next to mine, and how could I be anything but alright now? "I'm fine. I just..." I can't say it.

"You just what? What is it?"

"Are you busy?"

She laughs. "Well, I mean it is Friday night, so obviously. No, I'm kidding. Help me haul in these groceries, and we can talk inside."

I follow her back to the car, where we each take a bag and walk inside. The walls are mostly bare. Some generic prints, a television, a fireplace mantle with a couple photos of her family—I recognize her nephew—but that's all. There's nothing that tells me it's her space. Nothing to distinguish it from any other house in this neighborhood.

"Okay, so talk." She puts the carton of oat milk on the top shelf of the refrigerator and then stares at me across the kitchen island. "Not that I don't love to see you, because I do, but why are you here?"

I gulp in a lungful of air and stare at her. My hands are trembling, but I know I have to do this. "Would you believe me if I said I flew across the country to confess that I'm in love with you?"

I look down as soon as I say it, so I can't see the look on her face. But I hear her laughter, and it sears into me. I should have never come. Then she goes quiet. Then she takes my hand in hers. Her thumb runs across the back of my palm, and it sends goosebumps up my arm.

"You're serious?"

I nod my head but don't look up. She drops my hand, and I hear her step away from me. So stupid! So completely impetuously stupid! I want to cry, but I can't burden her with that. It's not her fault. "I'm sorry. I'll just find a hotel and—"

I gasp as she grips my shoulder and turns me to face her. Her eyes are dancing, and she runs her tongue along her lips. "Why would you do that when I have a perfectly good bedroom here?"

"I just think it would be less awkward if I—"

"And a wonderfully comfortable bed that is more than big enough for both of us." She kisses me, and just the touch of her lips sets my core on fire. I squirm in the chair as the flames lick at me. "Do you know how long I've wanted to hear you say that?" Her lips press against mine again, and this time I part for her tongue. It slips in, and a strangled groan leaves my lips. "Do you know how long I thought I was the only one who felt that way?"

She takes both of my hands and pulls me from the seat. I'm powerless to do anything other than what she wants right now, and what she wants is for me to follow her. She holds my hand as she walks me down the hall. To a door. And when she pushes it open, I see the bed in the center of the room. It's covered in the same blanket she had back home. The same blanket I would fantasize about lying under. I want to run and jump on it, but I look at her instead.

Her grin is enormous, and her cheeks are so red she looks feverish. "Do you realize what you do to me?" She bites her lip as she slides her free hand between her legs. "I've imagined you so often that I know what every inch of your body looks like without having ever seen it."

"Same."

"Come here." She pulls me down on the bed, and her hands immediately paw at my breasts, cupping them in her hands. Kneading them. And my head rolls back. Nothing I've ever felt compares to this. And as I struggle for breaths, I realize why. No one has ever touched me like this before. No one ever could. I didn't have—but that can't be.

I fall back on the bed and pull her down on top of me. "Please." I jab at her lips with mine, and I run my hands along the curve of her back.

"Please what?" She moans.

Please... don't stop. Please give me more. Please take me. "Just please. I need you."

Paige lets out a noise that is somewhere between a growl and a rumble and it's all passion, and I know that she needs this as much as I do. Her fingers hook in the waistband of my pants, and she doesn't even try to be gentle as she rips them down my legs, my panties with them. I kick the flats from my feet so she can pull my pants completely down.

When she does, she sighs. "You're such a pretty girl. I can't wait to make this pussy mine." She lowers her head and blows a breath between my legs, and my body quakes. I close my eyes as her tongue glides across me. I can feel each tiny bump of her taste buds on my sensitive skin.

"Oh my God."

And then I gasp when it feels like she slips something inside me. "And so wet." I look up just in time to see her pull two fingers from me. She takes them between her lips to lick them clean. Then she pulls them out with a pop. "God, I love your taste."

But that can't be. I slide a hand along my hip and across my front. Between my legs. Down to my... Is that? I circle a finger over what feels like a clit. But there's no way.

Paige pulls my hand away. "Such an impatient girl. Don't worry. I'm going to make you come so many times tonight that you'll forget who you even are."

"But..." Her finger pressing against my clit makes it impossible for me to say more. The only thing I can do is arch my back to thrust my core—my pussy—closer to her. Part of my brain wants to understand what's happened to me. To know how this can be. But when she puts her mouth between my legs again, that part of my brain stops working. A tiny closed sign sways on its door.

She alternates from licking along my folds to twisting her tongue around my clit. Over and over. And each time I care less about anything other than her perfect mouth and her immaculate tongue dancing across my flesh. And each movement tosses more kindling onto the fire that is burning inside me. Until it gets to be too much. The flames erupt. An explosion that engulfs both of us.

I wrap my legs around her back. Pressing her into me. And I shriek as the inferno burns away my body. I don't know if this is pain or pleasure. I don't know if there's a distinction anymore. There's just me. My body. Her. And I'm never going to be apart from her again.


EPILOGUE


"Good morning, Miss Stephens." Paige purrs the words into my ear as soon as I open my eyes.

I give her a quick kiss before realizing that it's been over 24 hours since I brushed my teeth. "Good morning, Miss Winston."

It's a wonder that either of us can speak this morning. After all the screaming and moaning of last night, our throats should feel like raw flesh. Our voices should be so hoarse that neither of us can understand the other.

"Do you have anything planned for today?" I ask, hoping with every part of me that isn't shattered and blown away that the answer is no.

She takes my lower lip between her teeth and bites. I groan as the pain rips through me. Then I slide my hand between her legs. Her pussy is dripping again. I don't know how she does it. "I do. Important plans that I can't cancel."

She sighs and my heart sinks.

"First, I have to get my girlfriend out of bed." She stands and tugs my arms and only then do I realize that she's talking about me. That I'm her girlfriend. Electricity ripples through me at the thought. Once we're both standing, she pulls me into her and whispers into my ear. "Then I have to get her cleaned up. After all the filthy things we did last night, she's a very dirty girl."

I want to melt as her hands slide around to my ass. "How are you going to do that?" I ask.

She pulls me into the bathroom and lets go of my hand so she can turn on the water in the shower. When it's up to temperature, she steps in and then pulls me with her. "Come on." I follow her and let the water flow over me. Neither of us has any clothes on. We got rid of those long ago.

Paige takes the bottle of body wash from the shelf and squirts a handful into her palm. Then she rubs it across my belly. Up to my breasts. Her fingers moving gently around each of my nipples. The scent of strawberries fills my nostrils, and I take a deep breath to pull it all in. Then she glides between my legs. She's gentle here. She knows that I'm raw after a night filled with orgasms more powerful than I've ever experienced. But even with that pain, my body still comes to life at her touch. And when she sinks to her knees, I'm engulfed by the same flames that left us nothing more than grey ashes last night when we finally fell asleep from exhaustion.

Her tongue flicks against my clit, and I lean against the tile wall. It's the only thing that keeps me from falling to the floor. Dissolving. Being washed down the drain. "Jesus Christ."

"No. Just me. I thought we settled that last night." Her fingernails dig into my ass cheeks, and if she isn't drawing blood, she's at least leaving marks that will be with me all week.

All week. Now the wall isn't enough to hold me up. I slide down its wet surface. Onto my ass, and I just stare at Paige. "How am I so lucky?"

"Don't you want to know what happens after I get my girlfriend cleaned up? I take her to this brunch place I discovered last weekend. The food isn't that great, but people go there just to be seen. And I want her to be seen. I want the world to see her on my arm and know that she's my girl."

I lean forward and kiss her forehead. Her nose. Down to her mouth. The spray from the shower head is beating my face now, and I close my eyes as I lean my head against hers. Water drips into my mouth as I breathe in the air that was just inside her. "Then what?"

"Showing her pretty body off to everyone is going to turn me on. So then I'm going to bring her back here, and have my way with her all day. Over and over and over until there's not a single doubt left that she's mine. Forever."

My heart races at the word. Does she mean it? "Forever?"

"Forever," she says. "I'm never letting her go."


PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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For years, Carter and Maya exchanged letters. With each one, their feelings grew. But there was a secret that could tear them apart. Maya was really a boy named Max.

It was just an innocent prank. Carter wasn't supposed to fall in love. Once Max realized things had gone too far, he cut off all contact. But it was too late. Both boys had developed feelings they never expected.

Ten years later, Max opens his mailbox to find an unexpected letter. Without even looking at the return address, he knows who sent it. His heart races, and his hands tremble. Every feeling that he thought was dead and buried springs back to life.

He knows he must confess to Carter this time, but with each new letter they exchange, Max finds himself changing. Inching closer to becoming the person he pretended to be—Maya—until the line between truth and deception is so blurred Max isn't sure who he is anymore.

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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I'm at rock bottom. I have no job, and I found my girlfriend cheating on me in our own bed. Even after kicking her out, everything in the apartment still reminds me of her, and I swear I'll never make the mistake of falling in love again.

When I find out about the house I've inherited, I don't hesitate to leave everything in the city behind. It's finally my chance to start over. A chance to build a whole new life from scratch.

But Aunt Nora's house isn't as nice as I remember. In fact, it's almost unlivable. But it's all I have, so I'm determined to fix it up. No matter what. As I slowly repair it, though, I notice it isn't the only thing changing. The clothes in my closet, my hair, the way I think about my new next door neighbor. The longer I stay here, the more they change too.

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.

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION


TRANSFORMED: MAGIC BUNDLE
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This bundle contains 8 MAGICAL FEMINIZATION books that have never been published in any other collection!

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

TRANSFORMED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION 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

[image: QR Code for Mailing List]


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.

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.

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.

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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