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CHAPTER ONE



"Anyone?"

I turn away from the screen and look out over the room. It's bright and warm today. The silver sunlight bounces wildly off the off-white walls, and the warm breeze ruffles my papers across the old wood desk every few minutes. The day fills me with energy, but it looks like I'm the only one. Half the students have their heads down on their desks, the others are staring blankly out the windows. The swinging green buds on the trees that scratch against the side of the brick building must be more interesting than one of the most foundational economic theories of modern life.

"We've already got three of the four. Exports, business investment, government spending. Just one more." Even the normally reliable front row has abandoned me, and that's what makes me the most angry. There's an implicit contract between professor and front-row student. When everyone else in the class abandons us, we can count on you. You'll raise your hand even when no one else does. Is there a termination clause that voids that contract if the temperature rises above 75 in early spring? "It's the easy one. Oh, what must Keynes be thinking?" I try to be over-the-top dramatic in the way I ask it, but there's not even a snicker.

I growl under my breath. I think about taking the stack of textbooks from my desk and dropping it on the floor in front of a sleeping student, just to see them jump at the slap it makes against the dark wood floors. But before I have time to pick a victim, I see her.

She's sitting toward the back of the classroom, but in the exact center. Her blonde hair hangs like a curtain on either side of her face. It's tucked behind her ear on the left side. She isn't wearing much makeup—just eyeliner and a light pink lip gloss—but the fact that she's wearing any makeup at all sets her apart from most of the other students. She’s also set apart because she’s actually looking at me, actually paying attention. My throat catches mid swallow when I see her eyes on mine.

I walk across the front of the room, leaving the comfort of the ancient oak desk behind as I move toward the windows. Once there, I look across the room again, but not to see if there are any raised hands. I know there won't be. I just want to see if she's still looking at me. And she is, so I pace to the other side and look again. Again, her eyes lock onto mine as soon as I look up. I feel my face go red, and I look away before she can see it.

"Household consumption is the fourth leg that makes up Keynes' idea of aggregate demand," I finally give in and answer to my own question. "It's the easy one. The one you all participate in each and every day. When you're awake, that is."

I walk back behind the desk and shuffle my papers around meaninglessly. I just need to focus on something other than her. If I think about her, then I'm going to look up at her. And if I look up at her, I don't know what I'm going to do. Nothing, Richard. You're going to do nothing because she's ten years younger than you, and there's no way she would ever be interested in anything you're thinking of.

I grunt in disgust. I remember those professors from my years in college. The ones who thought that every female student was in love with them. They were all at least 60 years old, though. I'm just 32. Too young to think like this.

"So let's just end for today. The nice weather has obviously gotten to all of us. See you back here Tuesday."

I want to laugh at the sudden clamor that erupts. How can the students who doze through the actual lecture suddenly hear every word so clearly when I say that I'm letting them out early? I smile as I look across the room. I hope it reads as friendly and not disgusted, even though it's much more the latter.

But it drops from my face entirely when I see her. I expected her to be bent over sideways and shoving textbooks into her bag like everyone else, but she's still staring at me. And when she sees that I notice her, she drags her tongue across her lower lip. It has to be a coincidence. It has to be. I turn my back to her and throw my own books and papers into my bag. I need to get out of here now.


CHAPTER TWO



I look around the white and light blue room and force myself to take deep breaths. If there was a fireplace in here, I would toss these papers into it.

I know it's an intro-level class. I keep repeating that over and over to myself. But I don't understand how so many students can misunderstand the basic premise of the text. It's right there in the chapter's name: Supply-Side Economic Theories. They just have to take one extra step to figure out what could stimulate the supply in an economy. If they would have paid attention in class last week, I even hinted at some of them during our discussion of demand-side economics.

A growl forms in the back of my throat, and I set my red pen on the desk. There has to be something I can do to get through to this group. Maybe Jason would have some ideas. He's been doing this longer than I have. Just as I pick up my phone to ask for advice and to whine to him, again, there's a knock at my door.

A wave of frustration passes through me. I'm not in the mood to deal with another person face-to-face at the moment. But these are my office hours. Maybe it's a student from Intro who has questions. Yeah right. Is there anyone in there who would actually visit me to ask for help?

"Come in." I say it loud enough that they can hear me, knowing that it probably sounds like I'm shouting.

The patinated bronze door knob squeaks just a little as whoever is outside turns it. Then they push the door open. For a second, I can't believe my eyes. I have to be imagining it. It's not until my cock goes hard that I realize it really is her. The girl from last week's class.

Her hair is tied back in a ponytail today, and she's wearing more makeup. Including a deep red lipstick that causes me to fantasize about her lips and the things that she could do with them. Her grey t-shirt stretches tight across her breasts and does nothing to hide her nipples underneath. Her red skirt might as well be a bandage, as small as it is.

"Professor?"

I draw in a sharp breath at her word. Even her voice sends a wave through me. Stop this! "Yeah, come in. Have a seat." I point to the two chairs that are immediately across from me. Normally, I would stand and walk around the desk to greet a student, but that would be a quick way to lose my job right now. And I'm not sure I could stand even if I wanted to.

She flashes a quick smile as she walks to one of the chairs. Her hips swing side to side with each step, way more than with a normal walk, and a chill rushes through me. Does she know? Is she just teasing me, tormenting me? There's a small stack of papers in the chair. She turns away from me and bends over to move them out of the way. She arches her ass up as high as it can go, and there's no doubt in my mind that she's doing this on purpose now.

I clear my throat and look away. It takes me a few seconds before I have enough saliva to open my mouth without making a sticky, sucking sound. "So, what is it that I can do for you, Miss... I'm sorry. I don't believe I even know your name."

"Sophia." She purrs out the name, and I can't help my sigh.

"So what can I do for you, Sophia?" I make the mistake of looking at her, and as soon as I do, my eyes freeze. Her legs are spread just enough to draw my eyes between them, under her skirt, and I wonder if she's wearing panties. She opens her legs just a little more, just enough that I think I'm going to get a glimpse, but then she clamps them shut. The sudden motion forces me to look up at her face.

"Tsk, tsk, Dr. Ashton."

"I... uh, I wasn't... I mean, it's not that. I just, um..."

Her sensual red lips curl up, and my cock tries to rip through my pants. "You're so cute when you're flustered. Then again, you're cute all the time, aren't you?" She leans forward and rests her forearms on my desk. She's so close I can smell her strawberry shampoo.

I push myself back from the desk, and my chair ends up sliding halfway across the room. I must look like a fool, but maybe the extra space is exactly what I need. Or maybe not. She can see all of me now. I hurry to cross my legs, but when I hear her giggle, I know it's too late.

"Looks like you feel the same way about me that I feel about you."

"No. Not at all. Just a leg spasm. It happens sometimes."

"A leg spasm?" She stands and walks around to my side of the desk. My heart has to be hammering out 200 beats per minute, and if she comes any closer, it's going to explode. I move back as far as I can, until the wall stops me, but she hops up on the corner of my desk. She makes no effort to keep her legs closed, and despite knowing better, I make no effort to look anywhere else.

"Is there something I can do for you?" I ask. My voice is dry and grating. "I mean about the class. Do you have a question about something to do with the class?"

She slides a hand up her leg, and I watch as it moves closer and closer to where I wish I could go. She stops just inches away and circles her middle finger against her inner thigh. "We're both adults. Adults should be free to act on their desires." She says it like that settles anything, like this isn't wrong no matter our ages.

"You're my student. There's still..." I have to stop and force myself to breathe. "There's still a power imbalance between us. You need to go to the other side of the desk now. Please."

She stands, and I think for a second that she understands how inappropriate this is. But when she steps closer to me, I whimper. She trails a hand across my cheek and then kneels in front of me. Her eyes turn up to mine. They're enormous and a blue I've never seen outside of a tropical ocean. And I want to throw myself into them and let the current take me wherever it will. "What if I wasn't your student? What would you do to me then?" She pulls my crossed leg down and spreads my thighs apart. Her hands slide up closer and closer, and I can't breathe, let alone answer her.

"I graduate in a couple of months," she says.

I shake my head. It doesn't matter. Until then, she's my student. Until then, she's untouchable.

"And I don't need your class to graduate. If I drop it, I wouldn't be your student anymore, would I?" Her left palm cups my balls, and I squirm against the leather seat. "What could we do then? There are lots of things I'd like to do to a special man like you." She kisses just inside my knee, but her eyes stay focused on mine the whole time.

"A special man like me?" Each word sticks in my throat and comes out as a garble of incoherent syllables.

"I'm going to drop this class right now. In the morning, I won't be your student anymore. So that means Friday evening should be perfect."

"Perfect?"

"I'll text you where I want us to meet. It'll be out of town, don't worry. Someplace where no one will know you." She kisses my thigh and then walks toward the door. When she gets to it, she looks back and her lip curls up.

I need to stop her. To tell her no. But I can't make a sound as I watch her turn her back to me and flounce out the door, leaving it open so I can watch her move all the way down the hall.


CHAPTER THREE



What the fuck am I doing? I ask myself the question for what has to be the hundredth time since I've pulled into the parking lot. And every time it has the same answer. I don't know what I'm doing. I close my eyes and blow out a long breath. It fogs up the window.

Sophia really did drop my class. I got a notification from the registrar's office the next morning. So this isn't technically violating any ethics code at the university. But just because it doesn't violate an official policy doesn't mean that my peers would approve. It doesn't make this right.

But I haven't been able to stop thinking about her since she came into my office. All week. Every time I saw a student on campus, every flash of blonde hair, I would turn my head. Is it her? But it never was. And even though I knew she'd dropped my class, I kept waiting for her at the lecture yesterday. Maybe she would come in anyhow. But she didn't. I had just about convinced myself that it was all in my imagination when I got the text.

Unknown: Rodger's Inn in Fairbrooke. I have reservations for two at 7:30pm tomorrow. I look forward to getting to know the real you.

She closed the text with a smiling, winking emoji, and I don't know how many times I stared at that yellow cartoon face.

It's 7:25pm now. I've been sitting here ten minutes with no sign of her, and I debate whether I should go inside. Maybe she's already here. But when a red Honda pulls into the lot, I just know that has to be her. I don't take my eyes from the driver’s door, and there she is.

She's curled her hair into loose waves today, and they fall around the shoulders of the beige wool coat she's wearing. I can't see anything else other than her legs—God, they seem to go on forever—and the strappy black heels on her feet. She has to be freezing, but she stands beside her car scanning the parking lot. I slap my cheeks twice and push open my door.

"Sophia," I call out to her when I'm just a few parking spaces away. Snowflakes dance in the air between us.

She whips her head around, and the way her hair flies out into a wider circle and then settles back into place mesmerizes me. Her smile takes up her entire face. "Dr. Ashton, I was afraid you'd be too scared to come."

I spin around, looking for anyone who might have overheard her. There's no one, but that doesn't stop my heart from racing. "Don't call me that!" The words are more brusque than I intend, so I make sure to smile. "Please. Just call me Richard."

She runs a hand down my arm. "I suppose that will work for now, Richard." It looks like she winks as her fingers find mine, and she squeezes. "Shall we?"

"I'm not sure this is a good idea."

"Richard, it's fine. I'm not your student anymore, so there's nothing anyone can say."

That is certainly not true, but it's not what I mean. "It's the weather. We're supposed to have a snowstorm." I look up at the low clouds like they might reveal their secrets to me.

"It's spring."

"It's spring in the Midwest. Winter always has one last dying gasp for us."

She just shrugs her shoulders and tugs me toward the restaurant. It's a white colonial style building with dark green shutters on the windows. The doors are the same green with shiny brass knobs that seem original. She pulls one open and then steps to the side, giving me room to go through. I blush at the idea of anyone, let alone her holding a door open for me. She's at least 6 inches shorter and 50 pounds lighter than me. But I go through anyway.

"We should at least hurry," I say as I walk toward the server's station.

Sophia ignores me as she walks beside me and smiles at the woman behind the wood stand. "Williams," she tells her, and the woman gives a slight nod and leads us into the restaurant.

She takes us to a table along an inside wall. When we get there, I wonder if I should pull Sophia's chair out for her. Is that something people do these days? Is that something people still did even when I was her age? Is this that kind of date? But before I can answer any of the questions, she's already sitting and looking up at me. I slide my chair out and drop onto it. As soon as I do, I feel her foot slide against my calf. I freeze and stare at her.

"I don't care about the weather," she says. "We're not hurrying. I am going to enjoy every second of tonight without a thought of anything else. And I think you want to do the same."

I ball my hands into fists and look down at them. I shouldn't be here, I tell myself. But I am. I take a deep breath and force myself to smile across the table at her. "Are you sure about this?"

"Does it seem like I'm not sure?" She scoots down in her seat, but I only wonder why for a few seconds. Then I gasp as her foot slides between my legs to my cock.

"Sophia..."

"Richard." When she curls her toes, I realize that she's slipped off her shoe. "I'm not blind. I know how much you want me. I can feel how much you want me." Her big toe circles around the head of my erect dick, and I have to close my eyes.

A quiet cough to my left causes me to sit up. "Are you two ready, or do you need a minute?"

"We'll start with the oysters and a sauvignon blanc, please." Sophia answers her without taking her eyes from me. Without taking her foot from me. "Then the prime rib for both of us. Medium rare?" She arches her eyebrow, asking me if that's okay. I just nod. "Yes, medium rare, and a bottle of malbec with that."

I stare across the table until the server leaves. "Ordering for me?"

Her lip quirks up. "I like taking charge. And I've always wanted to try oysters. To see if what people say about them is true."

I feel the heat rise to my cheeks, and I clamp my legs together. I intend it to shut her out, but it does the opposite. It traps her foot against me, and she wriggles her toes, sending me writhing against the back of my chair. "We can't." I pant out the words. "Just dinner. That's all."

She whines, but when I loosen my legs, she lets her foot drop. I watch under the table as she slides it back into her shoe. "That's all for now. No promises about what happens after dinner." She lifts her leg and fastens the strap across her ankle. My gaze follows up between her thighs. It's hidden behind the tabletop, but I wonder what I would see if it weren't.
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I'm barely aware of the dinner. My mind can't process anything other than the stunning woman sitting across from me. I know the server brings the oysters. I know Sophia looks up at me through her thick, black eyelashes as she slurps the first one down. Her hand slides under the table, and I assume she's reaching for her napkin. But when her breaths turn shallow after a few seconds, I know she was reaching for something else. She smiles when she sees the look on my face and brings her hand back to the table. Sliding it across the white tablecloth, she runs a finger across my knuckles. My jaw drops open, and she winks.

I gape at her until the server sets the plates of prime rib in front of us. Without a thought, I lift my knife and fork and cut across the tender beef. Each stroke of my knife draws out more moisture until there's a pink pool puddled under the meat. I run a finger through it and bring it to my lips, staring at Sophia. Her face turns red as I suck the juices from my fingertip. With a final kiss, I look down and take up my fork again. Her foot finds my leg again, and I look at her. "Just dinner," I remind her.

She shakes her head and stands up, sauntering to my side of the table, where she takes my hand. "I'm done with dinner."

I look at our plates. Neither of us has eaten even half the food. But when she jerks on my hand, I stand up. With my free hand, I reach behind me for my wallet. I let go of her just long enough to take out several bills and toss them on the table. Then I let her lead me to the entrance.

Just before we head outside, I stop to put my coat on. "Sophia, we shouldn't do this."

"Why do you care so much about what we should or shouldn't do?"

"It's just not right."

She huffs, but before I know what to do, she presses against me and her lips find mine. I don't know how long I stand there frozen, but then I wrap my arms around her and pull her even tighter. My cock presses into her belly, and I should be embarrassed. But I'm not. All I can think about is how much I want this girl.

When she takes a step back, my hand finds hers, and we walk outside. I'm so surprised by the lack of snow that I don't notice the sheen covering everything. I spin to face Sophia and take a backward step into the parking lot. "What do we do now?" I ask. Then the world falls out from under me. My feet slide straight out, and I drop. I let go of her hand just a fraction of a second before my ass hits the cold ground.

It seems like slow motion as her jaw drops and then curves up into a smile. Then she cackles so hard that she has to bend over. I sit still and confused for a few seconds. The cold seeps through my skin and into my core, and I think that it's the only thing that could tame the fire I feel right now. And then I start to laugh too. So hard that tears rise to my eyes.

Ice. There's no snow because it must have fallen as freezing rain instead. I lay back on the frozen asphalt and stare at the sky.

"Come on." She holds her hand in front of my face. "I don't think either of us is going anywhere tonight. We should get a room."

My laughter stops. She can't be serious.


CHAPTER FOUR



"Sophia, we can't."

"It doesn't seem like we have much choice." She taps the keycard against the lock and pushes open the door once it beeps and the light flashes green. "You heard the man. Only one room left."

"I could sleep in my car. Or I'll sleep on the floor in here. We can't share a bed."

She turns on me and then shoves me against the wall. She's surprisingly strong for her size. Or I'm surprisingly weak for mine. Maybe both. The door slams just as her body slams against mine. "Stop overthinking this and just enjoy it."

"You sound like my ex." I chuckle coldly. She would say almost those exact words to me. Until I went with my instincts and showed her a side of me I'd kept hidden. She never said that again after that. She'd filed for divorce instead.

"I have a surprise for you." She spins away from me and tosses her backpack onto the bed. It bounces on the pink and green floral blanket.

I swallow and walk beside her as she unzips the bag.

"Sit down and close your eyes."

I stare at her for a minute, but she doesn't even flinch. So I sit on the edge of the bed and close my eyes. As soon as I do, she rests her hand on my right shoulder and then pushes me down on the bed. Between the blackness and the sudden sensation of falling backward, my head spins.

I suck in a breath as I feel her weight on my stomach. Then she lies on top of me. Her breasts press against my chest, and I want more than anything to cup them in my hands. Just as I raise my arms to take them, I feel something smooth slide across my cheek.

"Do you like that?" she asks.

I start to open my eyes, but she quickly slaps her hand over them.

"Oh no. Eyes closed until I say. Now, answer me. Does this feel good?" She rubs the fabric against my cheek again, and it feels like all the blood in my body rushes to my penis. Like she can sense it, she scoots down on my body, just far enough that she can rub against my cock. "I'd say you do, but I want to hear it from you."

"I do. I like it."

"Good boy. Now keep your eyes closed and take off your pants."

"We shouldn't."

She clicks her tongue. "It's too late for that. We're both adults, and we both want the same thing. If you don't take those pants off of you, I will."

I nod. "No one can know."

"Don't worry. I'm very good at keeping secrets." She giggles and then rolls off me.

I keep my eyes closed and grasp at my zipper. The wine from dinner has already worn off, even though part of me wishes it hadn't. I could use the courage right now. But I want to be completely sober so I can remember every moment of this. I take just a couple of seconds to unfasten my belt and pants. Then I slide them down my legs. As I do, I feel her yank my shoes off and then my socks. When I push my pants and my briefs to my knees, she takes over and rips them down my legs.

"Such a good boy. Keep them closed." She slips something over my feet and up to my ankles. The same material she was rubbing against my cheek. My cock throbs as she moves it up my legs. But when she gets to my thighs, I gasp and throw my eyes open.

I take both of her hands in mine and look down. "What are you doing?" I stare at the black panties around my thighs.

"You told me you liked it."

"That was before I knew what it was. I can't wear those!" I try to pull them down, but she pushes against my shoulders and pins me to the mattress.

"You don't have to pretend with me. I know."

My heart stops, and I'm sure I'm going to pass out any second. There's no way. She can't know. "There's... Nothing to know. I don't like... I don't dress up."

"When I saw you walking across campus last fall, I knew. But I signed up for your class, so I could see you up close. Just to be sure. And there was no doubt once I did."

That's not possible. She can't tell just by seeing me. Rebecca would have never known if I hadn't told her. And I wish I hadn't. It only took her three months to file for divorce. Irreconcilable differences, aka who would ever want to be married to a sissy? "I don't know what you think you know, but I promise you, it's not this."

"Richard—you really need to tell me your other name if we're going to do this—you don't have to pretend with me. Do you know how hot this makes me?"

I shake my head. There's no way this could ever turn on a beautiful woman like her. Disgust? Yes. Repulse? Sure. But turn on? No. This has to be something more. A joke. Or blackmail. Is Rebecca using her for this? Is there a camera somewhere recording everything? I lift my head and search the room, but I don't see anything. "You're mistaken. I don't like wearing panties. I'm not some pervert who gets off on that."

"Hey!" Her voice is so loud that it forces me to look at her. "This does not make you a pervert. You like wearing women's clothes, so what? You know who else does? At least half the world's population. And even lots of men if they'd let themselves admit it." She reaches between her legs and takes my dick in her hand. "And don't try to tell me you don't like this. Not when I can feel the truth."

She pumps her hand up and down its length twice, and then she shimmies lower on me. This is my chance to get away from her, but I don't take it. I just watch as she pulls the panties up to my ass. When she looks up at me, I lift my lower body from the bed so she can pull them the rest of the way. I'm so ashamed of myself for giving in to her, but the material feels so wonderful around my cock.

"Those aren't the only things I brought for you. I want you to go all the way for me."

"Sophia."

She snorts. "You're a broken record. You're going to do exactly what I say tonight. Stop questioning everything and just let yourself go."

She kisses my dick through the silky material and slides off the bed. I watch as she opens her backpack and pulls out a pair of stockings. I can't help the moan that falls from my lips, and she looks at me. Her lips curled and her eyebrows raised. "I knew you'd like this. Now, lay back."

I let my shoulders fall back to the mattress, but I watch her as she bunches the fabric and then slips it over my toes. I should have shaved. I giggle as soon as the thought pops into my head, and she stops for a second to grin at me before she turns her attention back to my legs. She starts with my left, sliding the material up higher and higher. Past my calf and my knee. Up to the middle of my thigh. And when it's pulled taut, she kisses along its band and then lowers herself to do the other one.

With each inch higher, my cock expands until, at last, it feels like it's going to explode. "Sophia, I think I need—"

"Shh. I know exactly what you need, and I'm going to make sure you get it. Just be a good girl and let me take care of you tonight."

I bite my lower lip so hard that I wouldn't be surprised if I drew blood, and then I let my head fall back onto the blanket. I wiggle my hips just a little, hoping to create enough friction between the panties and my cock to give me the relief that I so desperately need.

But when Sophia notices what I'm doing, she flicks a finger against my penis. "Bad girl. You'll come when I tell you. Not a second before. Do you understand me?" I just whine, so she reaches under the waistband of the panties and wraps her hand around my cock. At first, I think she's going to jack me off, but then she squeezes. Hard. And I bolt up. Her blue eyes are dancing with flames. "You will control yourself, young lady. Do you understand? Answer me."

She squeezes even harder, and I wince. All thought of coming is wiped from my mind now. "Yes, I understand."

"Good girl." She smiles as she lets go, and I blow out the breath that I didn't realize I was holding. "Now that I know your secret, I think it's only fair that you know mine." She scoots off the foot of the bed. Her eyes stay locked on mine as she stands and then reaches for the bottom of her skintight black dress. It's so short that she doesn't have to reach far. She teases it up her body, showing me first the red lace panties that she's wearing. Then the inward curve from her hips to her waist. Then her bra, red lace just like her panties and holding the most wonderful breasts that I've ever seen. My mouth waters as I think about sucking on the delicious nipples hidden in those cups.

When her dress is off, she flings it against the wall and reaches behind her to unhook her bra. Her breasts bounce a little as they come free, and my cock is just as hard and pleading as it was when she was on top of me. I start to rub myself through the panties, but then I remember her words, and I stop.

Like she can read my mind, she smiles and then turns her back to me. She slowly lowers the panties down her legs. An inch at a time. I moan when I see her firm, round ass cheeks, and I follow the red material down her thighs, all the way to her ankles. When she lets the panties fall pooled on the floor, she steps out of them. I watch her shoulders rise as she takes a deep breath. "Are you ready?"

Fuck, I've never been more ready in my entire life. "Yes. Yes, yes, yes." If I don't have her now, my cock is going to spray its cum all over these panties, whether I want it to or not.

She turns slowly, and my body tingles as I imagine the wet pussy that is soon going to be cradling my dick. But when she faces me, my jaw drops open.

"See? We're not really so different," she purrs as she lowers a hand to the massive cock hanging between her legs.


CHAPTER FIVE



It seems like everything except Sophia is frozen as she walks toward me, her cock bouncing with each step. I couldn't take my eyes off it if I wanted to. How has that been hidden in her panties this whole time? 

By the time she gets to the bed, I realize I've been moving too. I'm on my hands and knees. My head is hanging over the side to get as close as possible. She stops just inches away, and I slowly reach out a hand. Is it even real? I touch it gently at first, with just the barest tip of a finger, like even a slight bump might cause it to explode. But then I wrap my entire hand around it. The warmth flows into my palm. I squeeze it and look up into Sophia's eyes. "How?"

She laughs, and it makes me laugh too. "Sometimes girls are born with a little something extra."

There's nothing little about this extra. "I know. I didn't mean it like that."

"Then what did you mean?"

That's the question. What did I mean? How does she keep it tucked in her panties? How can someone be so gorgeous and still have this between their legs? How can I take it? I open my hand and move away at that last thought. No. I don't want that. Do I? I've never done anything like that before. Never thought about it. I'm not gay.

She sits on the bed, so close to the edge it's a wonder she doesn't slide off, and takes my hand. "Tell me what you're thinking."

"I can't do this. I'm not... that way."

"That way?" She sneers. "But it's okay. I don't expect you to do anything with me. I just wanted to show you that I understand, even if we are different. Now, I want you on your back for me." It's amazing how quickly her voice goes from cloud soft to steel in just one breath.

She releases my hand, and I scoot back and roll over. As I do, I stare at the enormous erection sticking straight out from her crotch. It sends a shiver through me. There's no way I could ever take that inside me. Never.

"That's my girl." She thrusts my legs apart and climbs between them. Rocking back on her heels, she stares up at me, and the look on her face makes all the moisture in my mouth evaporate. She tickles a finger along the inside of my right calf. Then my left. 

The feeling reminds me of my own cock. I was nearly blinded to it in the light of her revelation, but now all of my attention turns back to it. "Sophia, I need—"

"Shh, I know exactly what you need." She circles a finger around my stocking-clad kneecap, and I think to myself that she obviously doesn't know. But then she lowers herself to me. With one firm yank, she pulls my panties to the side, and my cock leaps free. Her lips fall on it. Kissing the tip. Then she swirls her tongue around the head. Over and over. 

I arch my back and bury my head into the pillows as she finally opens and takes me into her warm and wet mouth. I feel a thin bead of saliva run down the side of my dick, and just that is nearly enough to put me over the edge. "I don't know how long I can hold out." I try to squeeze my pelvic muscles. To hold the wave back. But the breakwater is crumbling with each movement of her tongue.

"Don't hold back. Come for me. Fill me." She moves up and down faster than I would have thought possible. Sucking each time she pulls back, flicking her tongue along my underside as she lowers herself onto me.

And it's just a couple of seconds later when my entire body tenses. Every muscle spasms at the same time, and I coil the blanket so tight in my fists that I know housekeeping will never be able to iron out the wrinkles. My cock bursts, and she slurps down every single drop that I can give her until we both lie on the bed exhausted.

"Oh my God, Sophia."

"You've never come like that before." She knows without me having to tell her.

When she slides up against my side, I assume that she wants to cuddle, so I wrap an arm around her. But then she raises her head and looks down at me. "I want you to know what you taste like."

"What—"

She wipes a finger under her lower lip and then slides it into my mouth. The saltiness batters me right away, and I turn my head. But she doesn't pull out. "Suck my finger clean."

I wince but then think that it isn't so bad. The initial revulsion passes over me, and I turn to face her. Her finger still hangs from my mouth as I close my lips around it. I suck so hard that it caves in my cheeks, and she pulls out with a pop.

"Such a good girl. Is that your first time?"

I nod.

"You'll get used to the taste." She settles back on the bed and pulls my arm tighter around her.

"Sophia, there's nothing to get used to. This isn't... I'm not going to..."

She purrs as she nuzzles her cheek against my side. "I know, girl." She rests her hand on my belly and takes a deep breath. I do the same, and it's not long before I fall asleep.


CHAPTER SIX



When I wake up, Sophia is still asleep and curled up on the other side of the bed. As soon as I see her, I remember what I'm wearing and a wave of nausea blasts through my stomach. What the fuck did I do? I sneak off the bed, hoping I don't wake her, and rip the clothes off. I barely even get my shoes on before I'm out the door. I look back once. Her lips are parted just a little, her lipstick smeared around them, but her eyes are still closed. I watch her chest rise and fall a couple of times and then close the door with barely a sound.

The parking lot is still shiny, but after a few tentative steps, I realize it's just wet. I hurry to my car and drive home.
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Sophia: Are you really ghosting me after what we did? After what I showed you?

I set my phone face down. It's the third message from her in the last two days. I don't mean to ignore them, but I don't know what to say. No, that's not true. I know exactly what to say. I'm sorry, but I'm a professor, and you're a student. We can never act on our desires. But saying it seems like burning a bridge that my body desperately wants to cross again and again and again. But I can't let it. I have to stay on my shore.

I do my best to throw myself into my work. I have three papers I'm in the process of writing, plus a full load of courses to teach. But she's always there in the back of my mind through it all. Every time I close my eyes at night, I see her, taking off her panties and turning. Showing me what she has hidden away from the world. For just a flash, there was a vulnerability on her face. I didn't notice it then. And maybe I'm even imagining it now. But there was a look of pleading, begging me to accept her as she is, before she wiped it away and walked confidently toward me. And now, I'm living up to her worst expectations.

Thursday, I'm in the middle of a class discussion about Federal Reserve policy. This is a 300-level class, and it always amazes me the difference in discourse between this and my intro classes. Maharani is playing the role of devil's advocate and arguing for the continuance of low intra-bank interest rates even as the price of consumer goods is soaring when something at the door catches my eye. I glance up but then turn right away. It's her.

I try to hold my back to her, but there's something magnetic about her presence. My body rotates on its own until I'm facing her again. I nod at Maharani while I flick my eyes up to the door. And in just that split second, I see enough to make my entire body go stiff. Her left arm is extended above her head, and she's holding a pair of pink panties. They dangle from her fingers like she could let them drop at any second. I swallow so hard that two students in the front row look up at me. Oh fuck! What if someone else sees her?

"So that's, uh, that's always the fine line that members of the Reserve Board have to, um... have to weigh." I scan the room as I speak, praying that no one else is looking. But Holly is. I freeze in place as I watch her turn from Sophia toward me. Then she shrugs her shoulders and shakes her head before looking back at the book spread on the table in front of her. I blow out a breath and look toward the door. Sophia is gone.

As soon as I get back to my office, I take the phone from my pocket. I'm so furious I'm shaking.

Me: What the hell were you thinking?

I hit send and see the three dots bubble up and then disappear. This happens twice, and I don't take my eyes off the screen until her message pops up.

Sophia: It got your attention, didn't it? Meet me tonight at my apartment. My roommate is staying with her boyfriend for the weekend, so it'll just be me. All lonely and needing my girl to keep me company.

I grip my phone so hard it's a wonder it doesn't snap. She can't honestly expect me to go to her apartment. A professor visiting a student on a Thursday evening? There are so many ways that could go wrong that I shouldn't have to explain them to her. And I don't. I slam the phone down on the stack of ungraded essays. The soft thud isn't nearly as satisfying as I wish it would be.

My last class ends at 4pm, and I walk directly to my car. Anyone watching would think that there's an emergency. Or that I'm running from someone. And I guess I am. I don't know her schedule—I don't know where she might be—so I have to get off campus as soon as possible.

I blow out a long relieved breath as soon as I pull into my garage, but even here, I don't take any chances. I close the door behind me before I get out of the car. When I'm inside, I toss my bag onto the sofa and let my body collapse next to it. I know she'll text me. She might even try to call. So I turn off my phone. She has to learn that this is inappropriate. This isn't what I want.

That evening I try to grade essays. I try to finish the literature review for the draft paper I'm presenting this summer at the conference in San Francisco. I try to just watch a movie with a bowl of popcorn nestled in my lap. But nothing can distract me from her. I glance at the clock every ten minutes. And each time, I wonder what she's doing. What she's wearing. What I would wear if I were at her apartment. Each time I force my eyes closed and shake my head side to side so hard that it gives me a headache. But I can't stop the thoughts.

Not even sleep can still my mind. I just lie in bed and think of her. And in the quiet dark of my bedroom, on my back, there's nothing to stop my hand from wandering underneath the satin nightie I'm wearing. Nothing to stop it from stroking against my hard dick encased in the silky black panties I slipped into. There isn't anything to stop my mind from picturing her cock and wondering what it might taste like when I press my lips to it and suck in the drop of pre-cum that's threatening to spill to the floor if I don't take it first. My body tenses, and I release my cum into my panties, disgusted that I let myself make such a mess. Sickened that I let myself fantasize about her. I roll over onto my stomach without cleaning myself.

The next morning, I get to my office at 8:30am. My office hours don't start for another hour-and-a-half, but I need to look through a book that I forgot to take home with me last night. And this will give me a chance to load up on coffee so I can be awake on the off-chance that a student actually shows up.

I'm only there for 15 minutes, barely enough time to start my second cup, when there's a knock at my door. I roll my eyes. It has to be Jerome reminding me of the department potluck on Sunday. If I weren't up for tenure next year, there's no way I'd go to it. I don't care if he is the department chair. But for the next 12 months, I have to do everything I can to kiss his ass.

The door swings open before I say a word and then slams closed. It's her.

"Since you didn't come to my place last night, I thought maybe I could help you come here." She tosses something at me. Without thinking, I reach for it. The same pink panties she was holding outside my classroom door yesterday.

"Sophia, no. This is too much. I hoped that you could take the hint. I really don't want to hurt you."

"You don't want to hurt me? Then how about you don't ignore me all week long until I force you to pay attention to me by showing up at your class?"

"And that," I say, "was extremely inappropriate. Do you know how many people could have seen you there? How many people could have gotten suspicious because of that? I don't want to see you again. I'm sorry."

She walks around the desk, but I force myself to hold my ground as she rounds the corner and stares at me. "Are you sure you don't want to? I think you do. I think you're just scared."

Yes, I'm scared. I had sex with a student. While I was wearing panties and stockings. And here she is in my office with another pair for me. Who wouldn't be scared of what might happen if someone finds out? "Sophia, you're a lovely woman. You really are, and any man would be lucky to have you. But—"

"Jesus Christ, are you kidding me? You're that much of a coward that you would turn this down when I'm practically begging you?" She runs a hand down her breasts and to her waist, and my cock stirs against my will. "I thought you were different. That we could have something special together. Tell me I was wrong, and I'll leave and never contact you again."

The grey collar of my button-down shirt is suddenly too tight no matter how much I tug at it. I shake my head.

"Say the words. Say that I was wrong about us. Wrong about you."

I bite the side of my tongue. "You were wrong." I spin my chair toward my computer. If I look at her, my eyes would give away my lie.

"Unbelievable. You spineless shit." Each of her steps thunders as she stomps to the door and slams it behind her. I sit still, unable to even breathe until I'm sure she's gone. Then I spin around to where she was. I just want to take in one last whiff of her strawberry scent. And that's when I see the pink bag lying on the floor.


CHAPTER SEVEN



The pink bag sits on my dining room table, staring at me every day for over a week. Whenever I walk by, a part of me wants to open it, and that part of me grows bigger each day until today. Today, I can't stand it anymore.

My heart pounds as I turn the bag sideways and let the contents slip out onto the polished wood. A red negligee, white floral tights and the pink panties that she tormented me with. I pick them up, and without even thinking, I rub them against my cheek. The smooth fabric catches against my week-old stubble. What is wrong with me? My legs buckle, and I tumble onto the dining room chair. Isn't it enough that I ruined my marriage with this? Now I want to ruin my career too?

I toss the panties down, but I can't stop looking at the collection of fabrics on my table. I can't stop the thrumming inside that insists I try them on. Just to see what they feel like. There's no harm in that. I've already ended things with Sophia. I made a mistake one night, but I rectified it. This can be a sort of reward for doing the right thing, as hard as it was.

I wad the clothes up tight in my fist and take them up the stairs to my bedroom, where I set them on the bed and walk around, making sure the blinds are drawn tight on both windows. Once they are, I strip out of the men's sweats and t-shirt I'm wearing, and I pick up the panties. The fabric glides effortlessly up my legs and into place around my cock. I whimper and fight the temptation to look in the mirror. Not yet. I only want to see the final product.

The tights feel like a cool, northern breeze against my skin as I pull them on. The hairs on my arms stand up, and a tingle spreads across my shoulders and winds through to my belly. I can't help running my hands up and down my legs, closing my eyes as I feel the slippery nylon. I could be happy like this. I don't need anyone else. Just me. Just this.

I force myself to stand so I can slip the negligee over my head. The neckline plunges to show cleavage I don't have, and the lace trim is delicate against my flat chest. This feels more luxurious than anything I've ever worn, and I wonder where she got it and how much it cost. It wouldn't surprise me to see that it's real silk. I sweep my arms along my sides as I walk to the mirror. When I see myself, my breath catches. This outfit is so pretty. I'm so pretty in it. And I have no one to show it off to.

That's not true. The voice comes awake before I can stop it. There is one person who I can allow to see this side of me. But she's one person who I can never have. I walk to the bed and lay down, settling into a position where I can see myself in the mirror, and I reach between my legs. As hard as my cock is, this won't take long. I move my hand up and down its length. Through the fabric of the panties at first, then under it. But no matter what I do, relief never comes. I press harder. I try squeezing, but there's nothing. And every time I close my eyes, I think of her. I wonder what she would say if she saw me dressed like this. Would one more time hurt? I take my phone from the nightstand and text her.
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The next evening, I'm sitting in the parking lot of Rodger's Inn. Two weeks ago, I was sitting in almost the same parking spot. My heart was thumping just as hard then as it is now. And seeing Sophia pull into the lot does the same things to my body that it did that night. The only difference is that the weather is clear and warm now. And I already made a reservation at the hotel for after dinner.

"Hello beautiful," she says to me as she walks up to my car door, and I chuckle under my breath. I'm wearing black pants and a dark red button-down. Nothing beautiful about it. Not unless she can see the white tights that I'm wearing under it all.

"Hey, yourself."

"What do you think are the odds of getting the same table with the same server this week?" Her smile sends a bolt of electricity through my spine.

I stare at her. Looking out over the choppy ocean from the cliff I'm about to dive from. "I'm not really that hungry. What do you think about skipping dinner altogether?"

Sophia's eyes go wide, then her grin spreads to match. "Are you sure? Just a week ago, you were adamant about—"

"I've thought a lot about it since then. You graduate in a little over a month. Once you do, we're just two adults who like to spend time together, right?"

She takes the two steps toward me and puts her hands on my chest. I'm sure that she can feel my heart beating through its walls. "Right. And until then, we can keep things quiet. Meet out of town just like we are tonight. No one has to know."

"No one will ever know," I say. "Not until we're ready to tell them."

She nods her head, and I take her hand, lacing my fingers through hers and guiding her to the hotel entrance. The same man is working behind the counter, but if he remembers us, he gives no sign. He barely even acknowledges us as he slides the keycard across the counter.

With each step closer to the room, more adrenaline courses through my system, and by the time we get to the door, I'm shaking so badly that I can't get the keycard to work.

"You don't have to be nervous." Sophia puts her hand on mine and holds it steady against the reader.

"I'm not nervous. Just craving this so incredibly much. I haven't been able to stop thinking about you since our first night. Every time I closed my eyes, you would be right there."

She lifts my hand to her mouth and kisses each of my fingers. "Well, you've got the real thing tonight. So you can keep your eyes open and take me all in." Her words are almost a growl, and just a few days ago, they would have been intimidating to me.

"Oh, I plan on it." I push the door open and pull her in with me.

The room is different, but there are no real differences. It's the same furniture. The same bed. The same blanket. She walks to it and sits on the edge.

"I don't know what, but I can tell you're wearing a surprise for me under those yucky boy clothes. Let me see." She spreads her legs and slides a hand under her dress while she stares at me.

My cheeks flush as I unbutton my shirt. I get through the top four buttons without a problem, but then the next one seems to be stuck. I try over and over to slip it through the hole, but it won't budge. "Fuck it." Too impatient to wait, I rip it off. And I do the same with the buttons below it. I don't even try to unfasten them. I don't want a single unnecessary second to pass before Sophia can see me. Before I can touch her.

I drop the dark red shirt to the floor and then lift the white undershirt above my head. As I do, Sophia purrs. I look at her just as she runs her tongue along her painted pink lips, and my mouth curls up. Just wait until she sees it all.

I kick off my shoes and rip my pants and socks off in just a couple of movements. Sophia gasps as I stand in front of her. I'm wearing the white tights that she bought for me, but over those, I have on a pink teddy that I bought 3 years ago. I hoped that I could wear it for Rebecca one day, that maybe she could wear one that matched it. But that dream shattered when I told her about me, and this teddy has sat unused in the back of my bottom dresser drawer since then.

"I'm not calling you Richard when you're dressed like that. What name do you use?"

I take a step closer to her, but then I stop. I've never used any name. Every time I dress, it's always just me. There's never been a need for a name.

She must see my hesitation. "Oh, you don't have one? This is perfect. What do you think about Raven?"

"Raven? For my name?"

Sophia closes the distance between us and runs her fingers through my hair. "More of a nickname. It's what your black hair reminds me of. And last time you were like a raven with all the nevermores you kept saying."

I blush and look away, but she pushes her palm against my cheek and forces me to look at her again. "I thought it was cute," she says. "A little annoying, but cute. But we're past that now, aren't we?"

I don't try to stop the smile on my lips. "Yes, nevermore will I be the nevermore girl."

Sophia rolls her eyes. "And nevermore with the cheesy dad jokes."

She kisses me before I can promise her no more cheesy jokes, and her lips are like holding a live wire to my skull. The entire room buzzes around me, and I'm so lightheaded I have to move to the bed before I fall down. When I do, she presses on top of me, and slides a finger along the elastic band running between my legs.

"You look so gorgeous, but I think this is going to be a problem."

I put my hands on the outside of her shoulders and flip her on to the bed. "It might be later, but for now, it's fine." I lift up her skirt and hook my fingers on the waistband of her panties.

Before I can pull them down, she puts her hands on mine and stops me. "Are you sure? Last time you didn't seem so—"

"Last time, I was confused. I've had a lot of time to think about this since then. To fantasize about it."

She nods and lifts her hands from mine. As soon as she does, I yank the black panties down and lean closer. It's more beautiful than I remember. Bigger. And when I take a deep breath, I notice that it's the same strawberry scent as the rest of her, and I can't wait to have it. I press my lips tentatively to its tip. Then I lick it. It tastes almost exactly like she smells, and it makes my eyes roll back in my head. "You're delicious."

She doesn't say anything. She just weaves her fingers through the hair on the back of my head and pulls me down tight against her. I take the hint and lower myself further. Before I get too deep, I start to gag. She senses it and lets me up just as I do, but I'm determined to do this. I don't think I can take her all, but I want to take every inch that I can. So I move back down her. Slower this time, and now I know what's coming. I still gag. My eyes water, but I hold it there and relax my throat. Then move another inch and do the same. The whole time, I swipe my tongue left and right along her underside.

Once I have every bit of her cock that I can take, I lift up and plunge back down. Over and over. And after a few times, a salty taste sweeps across the back of my tongue. Her pre-cum. It makes me smile to know that I did that to her. I move faster now. I want her to come, and I want it to be in my mouth. I want to take her the same way that she took me.

And it doesn't take long before her body tenses under me. I have just a few seconds’ warning, but it's enough time for her to yank back on my hair. I fight to keep her dick in my mouth, and as soon as she starts spurting, she relaxes both of her hands. With each pulse of her cock, she moans out my name. Raven. And I swell as I hear it, breathy and seductive, leaving her lips. But I don't make a noise as I thirstily drink down everything that she gives me. Her salty taste mixes with the fruity smell of her skin, and I can't imagine anything more wonderful.

When her dick finally goes slack, I let it fall from my mouth, and I run a finger around my lips and lick off the little cum that escaped my initial efforts. "Until I met you," I say, "I would have never imagined doing that."

"That was your first?" She props up on her elbows to look at me, and I nod. "You're a natural."


EPILOGUE


"Am I ever going to get used to this?" I ask as she presses me facedown into the mattress. She teases her cock along my stockinged legs before sliding it between my ass cheeks.

She pauses there. "Get used to what? Having a hotter wife than all the other Econ professors?"

I twist my head to face her. "You haven't met Shana yet. Her wife is pretty hot."

Sophia slaps my shoulder. "Is that any way to talk to the woman who's about to ram her dick up your ass? But if it makes you feel better, I'll say you have the hottest wife of all the tenured faculty. Better?"

I reach behind me and tease a finger down the side of her dick. "You were right the first time. My wife is way hotter than any other professor's wife in that whole school, no matter the department."

"Damn right she is."

Sophia and I spent only 3 months dating before she asked me to marry her. Most of my colleagues didn't even know I was seeing anyone before it happened. And when they found out she was a former student who had just graduated at the end of the spring semester, none of them approved.

We were married in October. The campus closed for a two-day Fall Break, and it was all the time we needed. I invited the people I thought were my friends, but only a handful came. One of them was Jerome. As I looked out across the small room and saw him standing there in a navy suit, I knew everything would be fine. If the chair of the department could look past the fact that Sophia was a former student, then the others would come around. And they did. Slowly, but enough that I was tenured the following year. Of course, I never fully forgave them for not accepting us from the beginning, but it doesn't matter now. Not when I wake up every morning next to the most perfect wife I could ever imagine.

The sound of her squirting lube into her hand snaps my thoughts back to the present. "I do have class in an hour, remember?" I tease.

The sensation of her cock spreading my asshole and slipping inside makes me gasp and stops my taunting. No matter how many times I feel her inside me, it always takes my breath away, and it always sends my heart racing. Today is no different.

She starts out slowly enough, but then she pumps faster. Her body slaps against mine as she spears all the way to my stomach. I time the rhythm of her pumps and thrust my hips backward just as she pushes into me. Then I squeeze down on my muscles. She groans and pushes harder.

"Such a bad girl," she moans.

"You love it when I'm bad."

She doesn't say anything. She just leans over me and bites my neck. I flinch as the jolt shoots through me. There's no way I'm going to be able to hide the mark that she just left, but I would never dream of hiding it even if I could. I would wear her brand with pride.

Sophia reaches around to my front and starts stroking my cock. And almost at the same time, we gasp and tense. My cum sprays onto the sheet below as she pulses and fills my insides.

I reach behind me and try to find her breast, but I'm not able to until she pulls out of me and lies beside me. When she does, I scoot down and wrap my lips around her nipple. Her head rolls back.

"I thought you needed to hurry." Her words are half whispers. "What happened?"

"I had to make sure there was time for me to fuck you too." I give her nipple one last suck and then I straddle her legs and reach for the bottle of lube.

"Mmm," she purrs into the pillow. "Let’s make sure there's always time for that."


CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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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
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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.
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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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