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CHAPTER ONE



“Dude, you need to snap out of this." I've told him hundreds of times, but he hasn't listened to me yet. I doubt if he does this time, either.

He swigs his beer and lets his head fall back. "I know." A long, loud sigh escapes his lips. "She was just..."

The perfect girl. Everything he ever wanted. His soul mate. I've heard it so many times over the last few months that I know what he's going to say.

"... the world to me, man." He finishes his thought after almost a minute of staring at the ceiling

"But she's not anymore. So you need to find something else. What about running? It'll do you good." He and I used to jog together every morning in college. Even for a couple of years after we graduated. Until he and Brittany moved in together. Then he didn't have time for it anymore.

He waves his hand dismissively. "That's easy for you to say." He finishes his glass and walks to the bar without saying a word to me. He sways with each step. I want to help him, but I know better. Trying to help him when he doesn't want it makes him mad. So I just watch. Ready to leap up if he falls or stumbles too much.

By the time he comes back to the table, half of his beer is already gone. From spilling it and from him drinking it. "Why don't we both take it easy after this one?" I ask. "That's already your fifth beer. I'll get us some waters."

"You know your problem?" The words are mumbled and so deep that I have to strain to understand them. "You don't have anyone, so you don't know what it's like." He stares at me for so long I assume he's lost his train of thought, but then he reaches across the table and rests his hand on mine. "You still haven't met the one. But you'll understand someday."

My mouth is too dry for me to say anything. I can only stare at his hand over mine. I can only focus on the warmth flowing through my body because of his touch. What if I have met "the one"? But what if my one isn't interested in me, no matter what I do?

He pulls his hand away, and I can speak again. "You're not going to like me for saying this, but Britt wasn't the one for you. The one won’t cheat on you with her yoga instructor. She's not going to just pack up and leave without even telling you."

"Dude." He's angry now. He never yells or gets physical when he's mad. He just glowers and answers everything with one or two syllable sentences.

I hold my hands up to signal a truce. "I have an idea. I was going to save it as a gift for my mom and dad's anniversary, but I just won a trip to some all-inclusive resort. Four nights at the ocean. Why don't we go?"

Kyle screws up his lips, so I know he's considering it.

"Get away from all the places that remind you of her for a few days. A boys' weekend. Just the two of us. Remember New Orleans?" I'm not sure I really remember it. A group of us planned to go for Mardi Gras, but everyone else ended up chickening out. So he and I went on our own. That trip was so insane, most of it is just a blur now. Crowds. Standing on a stage singing somewhere. More drinks than I've ever seen in my life. And spending the morning vomiting in the airport bathroom. Those are the only flashes that are still with me. That plus a purple fleur de lis tattooed just above my right hip. But I know I never had a better few days in my whole life. I remember that much.

"I don't know."

"Yes you do. I have a good feeling about this. This is going to be a life-changing trip.”


CHAPTER TWO



When I step outside the terminal, I take a deep breath and look around. The air is thick, but still comfortable. Not too hot. Just hot enough that I'm glad I wore shorts for the flight, even if I was freezing this morning. There are mountains that seem to end just at the edge of the airport. Even now, they still have snow on their tops. I stop to take it all in, and then I hear Kyle laugh. It's something I haven't heard in months and hearing it after so long sends a tingle through my body.

"Remember how you said they'd have a driver waiting for us?" he points to a black car parked at the curb. There's a man standing outside it wearing a black suit with a white shirt and a dark tie. The only thing missing is a chauffeur's cap. "Is he for us? How do you know?"

Kyle snorts. "Read his sign."

I look at the driver again. He's holding a white sign just a little bigger than a sheet of printer paper, and—"Oh my God." My cheeks turn as red as the hibiscus flowers lining the walkway.

"That's hilarious, dude. Did you have them do that?"

"Absolutely not." I glance back at the sign. Bold black letters: Mr. and Mrs. Kyle Winford. I want to run back inside the airport and hide, but Kyle is already walking toward the car with his suitcase in hand. I take a deep breath and follow him.

The driver welcomes us and lifts our luggage into the trunk of the car.

"That sign is obviously wrong, by the way." I don't know why I feel the need to explain that to him. He can see for himself. He just shrugs his shoulders and opens the door for me to get in.

Other than Kyle chuckling every few minutes, the drive is quiet. And if the sign makes him happy, I guess I can live with the embarrassment. Even if I already know that he's never going to let me live it down. For the rest of my life, he'll call me Mrs. Linford.

We both look out the front window when the driver slows and flips on his turn signal. The dark green forest to the right looks almost impenetrable, but there's a dappled brown sign at the edge of a side road that I probably wouldn't have noticed otherwise.

"Chez Femme?" Kyle asks. "That's a weird name, isn't it?"

I stare at the sign as we turn down the road and into the forest. The gold letters seem to glitter in sunlight, even though the sign is completely in the shade. "I guess? I never really thought about it. The only thing I thought about was free vacation." I bump my shoulder against his and grin.

It seems like we're on this road for hours, and the only break in the verdant forest on both sides are the yellow and red and orange flowers growing wild under the canopy. When we finally get to the main building, I gasp. It's enormous. At least ten stories tall, and it looks like it stretches on forever. Even when we stop and the driver opens the door for me, I can't take my eyes off it. There must be thousands of rooms. I walk around to Kyle's side, and he's just as much in awe as I am.

"How did you ever win a free vacation to this place?"

I smirk. "Online poetry competition."

Kyle stares at me, one eyebrow raised. "Poetry? You're shitting me."

I shake my head.

"That must have been a hell of a poem. What was it about?"

A man who cut himself off from the world, doomed to always be alone and unnoticed by the only person he ever loved. But I can't tell him that. "A bird digging for food on the beach?”

Kyle stares at me, trying to see if I'm serious, but I keep my face still.

"Welcome to Chez Femme." The hotel porter startles me. He's almost too cheerful as he takes the luggage from the driver and then escorts us into the building.

Even for the scale of the hotel, the lobby is enormous, with more doors and hallways branching away than I can imagine. It's like being inside the center of a spoked bicycle wheel. The porter leads us to the desk and then steps behind us. He's so quiet now that I forget all about him as soon as he's out of sight.

"Gentlemen, welcome to Chez Femme." The woman behind the counter spreads her arms wide. Her hair is combed into a severe part, but her smile is inviting. "I hope, in the next few days with us, you will find everything you've ever desired. I'm Ms. Camille, the hotel manager."

Kyle and I look at each other. That's quite the overdramatic welcome, no matter how nice the resort is.

"Kyle, Noah, may I call you by your first names?" We must look startled because she chuckles and then explains that she knows who were are because the car delivered us from the airport. "We have a bit of a staffing shortage at the moment, and your rooms aren't quite ready. I wanted to greet you personally, so I could apologize. But I assure you, this is just a minor inconvenience. The rest of your stay will be exactly as you dream. To that end, please accept these complimentary spa passes for the duration of your stay. Massages, facials, manicures, pedicures, waxing—anything you desire—all free for both of you."

"A massage sounds great." I almost quiver as I imagine lying on a table while a sexy masseuse runs his hands along every inch of my body, working away all the tension I've stored inside. But when I look at Kyle, I'm deflated. His lip is curled up, like he's disgusted by even the thought of going to the spa.

"We happen to have two openings right now," Ms. Camille says. "Shall I phone up and tell them you'll be on your way?"

I want to say yes, but Kyle looks like he would rather do anything else. And this trip is all about him. "I guess, we should probably pass. But thank you." I try, but I can't keep the disappointment from my voice.

“No.” Kyle grabs my upper arm, and my heart squeezes tight. "You should go. You want to. I'll hang out here." He looks around and then motions to a group of armchairs in the corner.

"Nonsense." Ms. Camille says it so forcefully that we both look at her. Kyle’s hand drops from my arm. "Noah, I'll inform Ms. Wilson to expect you at the spa momentarily. And Kyle, Mr. Shea here," she points to the porter who has apparently been standing behind us the whole time, "will escort you to our sports lounge. If I'm not mistaken, the Salt Lake City-Houston match should be starting soon."

Kyle and I look at each other. How in the world could she have known that? A couple of years ago, Kyle decided that he was going to become a soccer fan. He made himself watch matches all the time, and somehow he did eventually come to love it. Salt Lake City is his favorite team.

"Noah, if you'll come with me? This place can be a maze, so I'll accompany you to the elevators. The spa is on the 12th floor and has the most stunning views. Ocean to one side, mountains to the other. I could spend all day there just gazing out the windows." I see Kyle and the porter walk down a hallway in the opposite direction as Ms. Camille puts her hand on the small of my back to guide me toward a bank of elevators.

"I know, I'm repeating myself," she says, "but I'm delighted to have you here. You and Kyle, but especially you. This long weekend is going to do so much good for you."

"Oh. Thank you, but this is mostly for Kyle. He's got a lot going on, so I brought him here to take his mind off all that."

"And you certainly will, my dear. Now just press the button for the 12th floor. The elevator opens right onto the spa, so you can't miss it. And trust me, when Ms. Wilson is finished, you'll feel like a brand new person."


CHAPTER THREE



"You must be Noah."

I'm barely off the elevator when the woman greets me. She has long blonde hair that falls almost midway down her back and just a hint of an accent.

"I am."

"Pleased to meet you." She extends her hand to shake mine. "I'm Marie. I'll be taking care of you. Right this way, please."

Behind the counter, there’s a white stone wall with water trickling down. It splashes musically into the pool at the bottom. Everything is light here. White walls, white ceiling, a floor that is so light I can't tell if it's light blue or if the blue is just a reflection from the floor-to-ceiling windows all around me. Ms. Camille wasn't lying. The views are exceptional everywhere I look. Mountain peaks rising above everything in one direction. Crystal clear, light blue ocean spreading as far as I can see in the other. And Marie is so beautiful she fits right in.

"So, what will we be doing for you? Everything?" Her voice curls up when she says the word everything. It almost makes it sound devious. Or seductive.

She leads me to a room with an entire wall made of glass looking out on the ocean. I'm drawn to it, and when I'm so close that my breath leaves flashes of condensation on the window, I see a dolphin jump. I turn to Marie with a huge smile on my face.

"They say it's good luck to see a dolphin jump." She's staring at me. How could she have seen that? Her eyes move down my body and then back up again, almost like she's examining me. "You'll feel so much more comfortable once you get those things off."

The heat rises in my cheeks, and I wonder if this is what she meant by everything. "I, uh, I don't know. I don’t really want to—"

"I can't very well work my magic on you while you're dressed like that, now can I? There's a robe hanging right over there. Just open the door a crack when you're ready, and I'll be in."

I slip my clothes off, folding each item neatly on a chair. But I hesitate before reaching for the waistband on my boxers. She didn't specifically say to take my underwear off, but she didn't tell me to leave them on either. I add them to the rest of my clothes, tucking them under my jeans to hide them. Then I take the robe from the hook.

I've never felt a robe like this before. It's thicker than any towel I've ever used, but it's so soft I can't help but rub it against my cheek. When I draw it tight and tie it, it rubs against my cock, and I have to stand perfectly still for almost a minute to regain control of myself. Once I do, I open the door and sit on the table in the center of the room.

My legs dangle above the floor, so I rock them gently back and forth while I watch the ocean. If seeing dolphins jump really is good luck, I could stand to see a few more. But before I see any, Marie comes back in.

"Much better, right? Now, what have you decided? The works? Do you want it all?" Her face lights up like she's hoping I'll say yes.

"Just a massage, please." I smile at her, but her face falls. Her emotions are contagious, and I feel disappointed in myself, right along with her.

She walks up to me and unties my belt. I can't move. What is she doing? "I will turn my back. Take off your robe and then lie on your stomach. Let me know once you are ready."

Oh. As soon as I'm sure she's turned away, I open my robe, and lie on the table. I align my face with the hole at the headrest and relax into the padding. Even before she starts, this is so comfortable I could fall asleep.

"I'm ready."

I hear her walk over to me. Then she clicks her tongue like she disapproves of something. I want to ask her what's wrong, but her hands dig into my back before I get a chance. I can't help myself. I groan, and she giggles. "Does that feel good?"

Good doesn't begin to describe how it feels. I've never felt anything like this in my life. No one has ever touched me this way. And I'm not sure I would ever want them to. I'd do anything anyone asked if they could make me feel this good. That kind of power in one person could have consequences I could never imagine.

She works her hands up my back to my shoulders and then down again. Kneading every inch over and over as she goes. Down to the small of my back. Down to my ass. My thighs. My calves. Then back up to my ass. She stops there this time. Her fingers pressing in almost to the point of pain but never crossing that line. When she lifts her hands, I stop breathing. I had been drawing in my breaths in time with her motions.

"You're so very hairy. Does it ever bother you?"

"No, I actually kind of—"

She runs a finger down the outside of my thigh and then back up the inside. Her touch is light, but it sends sparks right to my dick. It presses into the table below me, and I have to shift before I get too uncomfortable. "You want the boys to like you, don't you?"

Just one, but he never will. So what's the point? "I don't know."

"I think you do." Her mouth is so close to my ear now that I can feel her warm breath against me. "I think you'd look so much prettier without all this hair. Don't you?"

"I..." I can't believe I've never thought about it before, but it is gross.

She presses a finger between my shoulder blades and then starts drawing circles. Small at first, but she spirals outward and they grow larger with each rotation. "Let me wax it. It will sting for just a few seconds, but then you'll be pretty and hairless. You'll feel so much better."

I would. I nod my head without even thinking about it.

Marie claps her hands. "You'll be so happy you did this. And so will that special man in your life."

"There's not... He isn't..."

"Shh. Just relax." She spreads a warm goo all over my legs. It feels like being wrapped in a blanket fresh from the dryer. "You know how the men in the movies always scream when they get waxed?"

I gulp and nod my head.

"Men are such babies. Not like us. You’ll be fine. I promise. Are you ready?"

I whimper.

"Three... two..."

I hear her rip away the hairs a fraction of a second before I feel the tug and then the sting. I gasp, but she's right. It doesn’t feel anything like I expected. "You didn't even get to one." I protest weakly.

"I find the anticipation is worse than the pain, so I like to yank it away before you expect it. If we just relax and accept things as they come, life is much easier."

"Mmm." I exhale, and I'm so relaxed it seems like my body shrinks into the cushioned leather.

I lay there motionless for several more minutes while she rips strip after strip of hair away. Each one is less painful than the one before and by the last strip, I barely even feel her tug on it. She runs a finger down my back again. From my neck to my toes and back up. And it feels so much better now. So much smoother. So much sexier.

"I need you to roll over now, Noah. I have to do the front."

I sit up slowly, careful to keep my hands cupped over my balls and my dick. She doesn't turn away this time. "Do you have a towel or something I can cover myself with?" My eyes dart around the room, but I don't see anything.

"You don't need a towel, silly. It's just us in here. No one is going to come in. Now, lie back."

I bite my lower lip, but then take my hands away from my crotch and lower myself down.

"There. This will be just like the back, except you know what to expect now, so maybe you'll even fall asleep while we do this. You never know." She giggles.

"Where are you from?" I ask. "I can't place your accent."

Marie freezes in the middle of spreading hot wax on my chest. "You must have a good ear if you can pick up on that. I'm… from New Jersey." She hums as she starts spreading the wax again.

I'm not an expert, but I know that's not a New Jersey accent. But I don't say anything more. I just close my eyes and smile, thinking about how I'm going to be almost completely hairless soon. What will Kyle think of it?

"So about this?" She teases a finger across the tip of my cock, and I suck in a breath. "Should we get rid of it too? I think we should, but what do you say?"

I stare at her, and her eyes are locked on mine. If I believed that someone could see straight into my soul, I would swear that she is doing just that. "Get rid of it?" I ask.

"Oh good! That's the right decision. This boy you're smitten with, he prefers you hairless?" She spreads the wax over my pubic hair, and I relax back onto the table. For a second, I thought she was talking about getting rid of my cock. I must be jet lagged from the flight.

"There's no boy. At least not like that."

"Don't be shy, Noah. Anyone can see just by looking at you that you're in love."

"I..." I what? I am in love, but what difference does it make? It just makes me miserable. Every time I see him—every second I spend with him—just reminds me I can never have him. It's not that he doesn't find me attractive. It's that he never thinks of me in that way at all.

"Maybe this is just what you need. This boy, who must be blind to not see how wonderful you already are, will have a brand new appreciation for you once we’re finished."

I sniff. If only.

It doesn't take her long to finish the rest of my front. And once she's done, I'm hairless from the neck down. She has me stand in front of a full-length mirror, and from the instant I see myself, I know this was the right decision.

"You must love it! You're glowing like I just gave you a facial. Speaking of, you must let me give you one. If you think this was wonderful, just wait until I work my magic on your face."

I smile at her. "It's so tempting. Can I get it later though? Right now, I really just want to see what Kyle is doing. He has to be bored to death by now."

"Ah, so his name is Kyle, is it? Yes, you get dressed, so you can check on this Kyle. It's such a shame to put those old clothes over the new and pretty you, though. But no matter, I'll leave you to it. I'll be at the front desk. Just come out when you're ready." She puts her hand on my shoulder and smiles before walking out the door.

I go to my stack of clothes on the chair and pull out my boxers. She's right. It is a shame to have to put these back on. For a second, I think about just wearing the robe, but I would look like a fool if I did that. I scowl, but I put my clothes on. Once they are, I look in the mirror again. Even with these old things on, I still look so much better without all that hair peeking out on my arms and legs. This trip was worth it just for that.

As soon as I round the corner to the waiting area, I see Marie talking to Kyle. He's sitting in a light grey, faux leather chair looking up at her while she tells him something. As soon as he notices me, his eyes turn my direction.

"Ah, Noah." Marie turns toward me. "I was just telling your friend how relaxing a day at the spa can be, but he refuses to even consider it."

"Yeah sorry. Too girly for me." His lips part just a little as he looks at me. "I don't mean that—"

"Are you calling me girly?" I glare at him before laughing.

He laughs too once he sees that I'm joking. "Hey if the shoe fits..." He shrugs dramatically and winks. "Anyway, that Ms. Camille lady told me that our rooms are ready. She gave me the keycards, and our luggage is already in them. Seventh floor. Guess they save the really good floors for the paying guests."

Marie clicks her tongue just like she did when she first saw me. "I may be biased, but none of the floors are as nice as this one. But they're all superb. You two can make beautiful memories on the seventh floor just as well as on the eleventh."

Kyle cocks an eyebrow as he looks at her, but I just smile. "Thank you for everything, Marie. I had a wonderful time and can't wait to come back."


CHAPTER FOUR



Before I even open my eyes the next morning, I reach my arm out. Inching it along the sheet. I don't want to wake him. Just touch him. But I push further and further. There's still nothing. I sigh and blink open my eyes to see the empty bed next to me. The sheets and blanket on that side aren't even ruffled from someone spending the night.

This isn't the first time I've had this dream. The one where Kyle slides under the blanket next to me, pulling me up against him and holding me until we both fall asleep. I’ve had it at least a few times every week for the last couple of years. But this is the most realistic one. This is the first time I woke up convinced that he truly was next to me.

I roll onto my back and look around the room. Even through the closed slats of the wood blinds, the sun is bright, and I have to smile. I didn't wake up with Kyle next to me, and I never will. But I woke up in paradise, and that's a pretty good consolation. I grab my phone from the nightstand to see what time it is, and there's a text from Kyle. My heart beats just a little harder as soon as I see his name.

Kyle: Hey, wanna go for a run this morning?

I sit up in bed. Is he serious? I type back a quick reply—which is essentially "of course I'd love to do any physical activity with you that involves both of us getting sweaty and out of breath, even if I'd much rather do that horizontally and with a nice mattress under me, but I'll take what I can get," but without any part that might sound too much like flirting. So I end up sending "Of course! I'll be ready in fifteen minutes," and I hop out of the bed and into the bathroom to get cleaned up.

I brush my teeth and then step into the shower. It's silly to take a shower before going on a run, but I want to make sure I'm not stinky for him. Just a quick wash. I'll do a thorough job when we get back. I lather the body wash all over my smooth skin. Everything feels so wonderful now that all that hair is gone. The water, the loofah, even the sheets in the bed last night. I close my eyes and inhale. The body wash is the same scent that filled the spa yesterday. I can't believe I turned her down when she asked if I wanted the works. Before we leave, I'm going back and getting everything. If it's even half as fantastic as the massage and wax, I'll love it.

After I dry off, I take the robe from the back of the door and wrap it around me. It's the same material as the one I wore yesterday, and I could absolutely get used to wearing one of these every morning while I get ready. I use the sleeve to clear away a small circle in the mirror and look at myself. There's something different about me, but I can't figure out what it is. I lean in to look closer, and my breath fogs the area. But it doesn't matter. I already know what it is. It’s this place. How could I not seem different just by being here? I hope Kyle feels it too.

I hum to myself and sway my hips and shoulders just a little to the tune as I slide open the bathroom door. "You took a shower?"

I scream and pull the robe tighter around me. But it's just Kyle. He's sitting on the edge of my bed, wearing blue shorts and a tight black t-shirt. So tight I can see the outline of his muscular chest before I force myself to look away. "You asshole! You scared me to death! How did you get in here?"

He laughs, and I want to throw a pillow at him. "The door between our rooms. I guess there's not a lock on it."

I walk to the half-open door and look at the knob, twisting it. There isn't a lock on it. A chill goes through me. I'm glad it's Kyle next to me and not some stranger. I walk back and sit next to him on the bed. "Tell me you tried the robe. So soft and fuzzy." I rub the cuff of my sleeve along his cheek.

"Nope, not yet. Some of us don't take showers before we exercise. Speaking of that, you said you'd be ready in fifteen minutes. That was almost thirty minutes ago."

No, it wasn't. It can't have been. I just brushed my teeth and took a quick shower. I swipe open my phone so I can show him the time I sent the text, but he's right. How? I couldn't have been in the shower for more than 5 minutes. I thought. Maybe I fell asleep in there?

"Throw some clothes on, and let's go."

I roll my eyes. "Since when are you so into running again?" I walk to the dresser and pull open the top drawer.

"Since this morning. I just woke up with all this energy. I haven't felt this good since—for a long time. And what better way to wake up than a jog with my buddy, right?"

I can think of a couple better ways, but those will never happen. So this is the best I can get. "Right." In the mirror, I can see him staring at me as I pull a pair of underwear out. "At least have the decency to look away while I get dressed?"

"Prude," he says but then turns away.

I hold the underwear out in front of me. For a second, they seem different. Thinner. Skimpier? But they can’t be. They're the same briefs that I packed and then put away last night. I shake my head and step into them. I keep the robe closed until they're on, just in case Kyle decides he wants to steal a peek.

"So..." he starts. I wait for him to finish, but he doesn't.

"What is it?" I glance over my shoulder at him. His legs are stretched out in front of him, and he's looking at his shoes.

"It's stupid. But did you have strange dreams last night?"

I grab my running clothes and walk away from the dresser. Behind him, so he can't see the flash of color that's filling my face. "No, I don't think so. Not really." And I didn't. My dream wasn't necessarily strange. Just much more intense than it usually is.

"I did, but… I guess I can't remember them. I know they weren't bad. They just left that weird nagging feeling in the back of my head, ya know?"

"Hmm. Maybe your mind is finally letting loose after all this time?" I pull on my shorts, and then take the robe off so I can slip the tank top over my head. It's tight. I don't remember it being this tight before. I look at myself in the mirror. It looks good. I take my shoes and socks and sit next to Kyle on the bed so I can put them on.

"Maybe. You know, I didn't even think about her last night now that you mention that. I can't remember the last time I didn't."

I stand up and smile at him. "Then coming here was already worth it. Come on, slowpoke." I take his hand and pull him up. When we’re both standing, I notice how tall he is. That's strange. It seems like we used to be closer to the same height. But now my eyes are just about even with his mouth, and I make the mistake of looking at it. And that turns into a stare. And then all I can think about is what those lips taste like. Toothpaste? Coffee?

"What's up with that?" he asks, and I blush, sure that he caught me. "All purple? Your outfit. Shirt, shorts, shoes. All purple. It all matches."

I look down at myself like I forgot what I just put on. "Yeah?"

He shrugs. "Looks good on you." He pats my shoulder but then lets his hand trail down my arm. It feels like he's running a live electrical line along my skin. "Anyway, let's go."

I let loose my breath. Yeah. Let's go.

[image: ]


"Hold... up..." Kyle bends over with his hands on his knees, and I can hear him sucking in breath after breath. "How are you not even winded?"

"I don't know. Maybe because I didn't take the last two years off? We're almost there. Can't you smell it? The salt in the air?"

He stands up straight and then winces. "I can barely breathe, let alone smell. But come on. Just let me get a head start."

He starts off even slower than he was before we had to stop. I count to five, and then I run after him. It doesn't take me long to catch him and pass him. I stick my tongue out at him as I do.

I don't know what it is, but I feel so much lighter on my feet this morning. I'm sure we've already run three miles—all the way down the forested road and back—and I’m not even tired.

At the entrance just off the main road, we found a giant tree. Almost directly across from the Chez Femme sign. I made Kyle stop so we could walk around its base. I've never seen a tree so large.

"Take my hand." I extended my arm toward Kyle, but he just looked at it. "I want to see something. Just do it."

When his fingers slipped against my palm, I heard him draw in a quick breath. Whatever that was, he felt it too. A sting and then a burn. But it was gone as quickly as it came. I pulled him to the tree and held my arms out around it. He stepped sideways, but even with our arms stretched as far as they could, we still couldn't wrap them around the trunk.

"Have you ever seen anything like this?" I asked him.

He shook his head, but his eyes never left mine. "We should probably get going."

"Yeah." I didn't let go of his hand.

"We could go to the beach," he said. "I thought maybe you'd like that."

I nodded.

"It might be kind of hard to run all that way while we're holding hands." He chuckled, and I looked down at my hand in his. This will never be what he wants, so why was I doing this to myself? I let go and started running. Too fast at first. My steps matching each pounding beat of my heart. But then I noticed that I had pulled too far ahead of Kyle, and I slowed down so he could catch up. For the rest of the run, I stayed by his side, keeping pace with him even though it took me four steps for every three of his.

When we get to the beach at last, we both stop. Empty sand as far as I can see. I take off my shoes and socks and run barefoot over the top of it. All the way to the ocean. The water is warm as it laps against my ankles.

"Come on!" I shout at Kyle. He's still at the edge of the sand, and I don't know if he can even hear me over the thrum of the waves. But then he bends over to untie his shoes and finally takes a tentative step onto the sand. He moves like he's afraid it might burn him while I keep waving him closer. At last he's at my side, and I can't resist throwing my arms around him and pulling him into me. "Isn't this so beautiful?"

He doesn't answer, but his arms close around me, and we stand like that for what could be an eternity. But then he takes a step back and studies me. I can't read the look on his face, and it worries me. "There's something different about you," he says.

"There is? Good or bad?"

"I don't know." He walks past the tideline and plops down. I sit next to him and dig my bare feet into the sand. The warmth feels good.

"Remember Ms. Camille?" he asks. "The manager? Yesterday, while you were off getting pampered, she told me that the resort offers boat rentals. Since I have my boating license from back home, we can take one out by ourselves. I thought maybe we could go fishing this afternoon. If that's something you want too? I've always wanted to go out on the ocean and see what I could catch."

"Just us?" I ask. The thought of being alone on a boat with him terrifies and excites me.

"Yeah."

I lean against him, expecting him to pull away from me, but he doesn't. We both sit still and stare at the water. "I'd like that," I answer.


CHAPTER FIVE



I step off the golf cart and look at the marina. There are three boats tied to the dock. Two small fishing boats and one that looks like a yacht compared to those. My stomach flips. I trust Kyle. Growing up, he spent weekends out on his family's boat. But this is the ocean, not a lake.

I watch as Kyle tips the driver, who tells us to call the resort when we're ready to be picked up and then whirs away. "She's beautiful, isn't she?"

"I really hope you're talking about that big one?" I follow behind him down the ramp.

He laughs. "I wish. No, the one in the middle. With the rust on the sides."

I stop. "Kyle..."

He turns and looks at me. I can't see his eyes behind his sunglasses, but his mouth is set. I shake my head. There's no way I'm going out in that thing. I wouldn't use that to cross a creek.

"I'm kidding. Of course it's the big one. Come on." He holds his hand out toward me, but then drops it when I get closer. "See that top deck? That's called a tuna tower."

I cock an eyebrow at him. There's no way that's really what it's called.

He chuckles. "When you go up there, you can see fish in the water. And the seabirds on the surface. That way, you know if you're in the right spot."

He turns and leads me down the dock. There's a worker waiting for us. They go over some things that I don't understand or care about, so I tune them out and stare at the rusty boat next to us. Up close, it's in even worse shape than I thought. I wouldn't be surprised if someone could step right through the bottom.

When the dock worker is satisfied that Kyle knows what he's doing, he steps off the boat to let us on. Kyle goes first and extends his hand toward me again, but I just look at it, afraid he's going to pull back like he did earlier. I step on the side rail just like he did but I hesitate, and the boat sways just enough that I lose my balance. I don't even have time to think. I suck in as much air as I can, convinced that I'm going to fall into the water between the boat and the dock. But Kyle yanks me forward onto the boat.

"Are you okay?"

Other than being embarrassed, having a near-fatal heart attack, and almost emptying my bladder and bowels at the same time, I'm great. "Yeah. Thanks." My voice is as shaky as the rest of my body, but I hope he can't hear that.

"That's why I held my hand out for you."

And if I knew for sure that you wouldn't pull it away from me, I would have taken it. "I'm not used to boats, I guess."

"Well, lucky for you, I am. I'll show you around."

We explore almost every inch of the boat. The living quarters; the kitchen; and maybe most impressive, the bathroom, which is bigger than the bathroom of my first apartment. Then he shows me the deck and rod holders and up to what he still insists is a tuna tower. The only way to it is on a ladder that seems to go straight up into the air for hundreds of feet, so I stay with my feet planted firmly on the deck while he goes up. A couple of times he yells down with something that he thinks may tempt me to join him up there, but there's nothing that will get me up that ladder.

After we've seen everything, he fires the engines and double checks the fuel, and I pull in the ropes that were holding us to the dock. He's still on the tower. He says he prefers to captain from there because he can see better. I sit in one of the chairs along the side of the boat and just watch the land slowly pass by as we putter through the harbor.

Once we pass the breakwater, though, Kyle yells down for me to hang on. I hear the engines roar to life just a second before the front of the boat lifts out of the water. It takes my breath away, and I'm sure we're about to flip. But when I realize we’re not, I relax back into my seat again and look at the shore. It's amazing how quickly it gets smaller as we bounce our way through the chop and out into the open water.

I use my phone to time us. He runs the engines at what I think is full throttle for almost thirty minutes, and then he stops and we drift. The coast is just a line on the horizon now, but past that I can see the main building of the resort rising through the surrounding trees, and even further beyond that, the mountains. I think I can just barely make out the chateau on the mountain. There are internet rumors of treasure somewhere in that building and of ghosts that haunt it. To me, both sound like stories designed to lure gullible tourists.

The rocking of the boat is just enough to throw off my sense of equilibrium but not enough to make me sick. Kyle, though, seems to have no problem with it. He scurries down the ladder and grabs a couple of rods. "You ready?"

"For fishing?"

"No. I brought us fifteen miles out so we could work on our synchronized swimming routine. We're right over a school of baitfish, so there should be bigger fish lurking around too." He points to my left, but I just roll my eyes at him. "That tank has bait in it. Grab one and we'll get this line in the water."

I stand up, and it takes me a few seconds before I feel secure enough to move. When I do, I flip open the lid. "Uh, these are still alive." There are dozens of fish swimming around inside.

"Live bait. It does better. Just reach in and grab one, and I'll put it on the hook."

I look back in the tank and grimace. Here goes. It takes me a few tries, but I finally get ahold of a fish that doesn't wriggle out of my grasp. I hold it out for Kyle and he drives the hook through the back of its head. I wince and jump back from a tiny spurt of blood that seems determined to land on me.

Kyle laughs and takes the fish from me. "You know, you could have dressed a little more appropriately for fishing." He casts the line into the water and then sticks the rod into a hole in the rail.

I look down. Maybe the white shorts weren't the best idea, but the black tank top is fine. "Sorry. I didn't pack any fishing clothes."

He glances at me and smiles. "Or shoes. I'm not sure I would have chosen flip flops."

"Well, next time, I'll get your permission before I get dressed." I drop into my seat and cross my arms over my chest.

"You got the next bait ready?" I just look at him but don't move. "Guess not. Don't be like that Noah. I'm sorry. I was just teasing."

I turn to look out at the ocean.

"If it makes you feel better, I think you do look nice. I just don't want you to ruin a good outfit out here."

"Maybe I should take it off and fish naked then."

He stares at me for so long that I think he must be challenging me, so I stand and start lifting my shirt. "Whoa!" He spins away. "How about you keep that on, and I'll handle all the messy parts? Deal?"

I pull my shirt down and sit back in the chair. "For now. If I start to get hot later, though, all bets are off." I see him smirk as he reaches into the tank for a baitfish.
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We fish until the horizon turns orange from the dropping sun. Well, he fishes. I mostly just watch. For a while, I laid topless on the bow of the boat to get a little tan on my back. When he didn’t catch anything at the first spot, we darted around to different areas. Each time, he would bait the lines and toss them out. Each time, he didn't catch anything.

“This was a waste of a day." He stows the last rod and sighs.

"It was kinda fun just being out here," I say. Alone with him.

He leans against the door to the cabin, and I spin my chair so I'm facing him. "It was, wasn't it? Just us. It was nice."

I smile.

"We should probably start heading back, though. It's going to be dark soon." His gaze lingers for just another second, then he climbs up the ladder to the upper level. It's my turn to sigh now.

After a few minutes of nothing, I hear a loud fucking damn it from above. I giggle, but then I wonder if something is actually wrong. "Kyle?" He doesn't answer, so I call again and walk to the back of the boat so I can see him on the higher level. He's on his knees in front of the console. "What's wrong?"

He climbs down the ladder and walks inside the cabin. I follow him. It's dark inside so I flip the switch for the lights, but nothing happens.

"Yeah. That's what's wrong."

I flip the switch a couple more times, but there's still nothing. "What does that mean?"

He opens a panel and uses his phone's flashlight to look through the wires. "It means we have no power, and I don't have a clue why. I don't suppose you do much electrical work as a financial planner, do you?"

"When I first started out, but now I just have my assistant handle all of that for me."

"Ha ha. Well, my friend, I think we need to call for help."

My heart is thumping harder in my chest. "That's not so easy." While he was fishing earlier, I tried to play a game on my phone, but I couldn’t. “No signal out here.”

"I already thought of that. But there's a satellite phone right here. The man at the docks showed it to me." He pulls it off the wall and dials a number. It takes so long to connect that I wonder if it even works, but when I hear a muffled voice pick up, my body relaxes. For a couple of seconds.

"You're joking... Why can't you call him in... No, that's not acceptable... so what are we supposed to do?" When Kyle hangs up he growls.

"What is it?" I think I already know the answer.

He tosses his hands in the air. "Apparently, there's only one person here who is able to tow a boat, and he turns his phone off when he goes home for the night."

"And they can't send someone to go get him?"

"I guess not. So we have to wait here until he comes in at 6am."

I look around the dark room like something in here could possibly help us. Some switch that Kyle forgot to flip. Or a key that needs turned and then everything will fire up and we can head back to the marina. There's nothing. "We can't wait that long. We can't just sleep in the middle of the ocean."

"Well, there is a bed," he says. "And the kitchen is fully stocked. So the boat's set up for this. It's just not how I want to spend my night."

Me either. I hadn't told him, but I wanted us to spend most of the night on the beach. Maybe even sleeping on the sand and listening to the waves all night. Now, I guess I get to be rocked to sleep by them instead of just listening to them. I snort.

"What is it?"

"Nothing… But I'm starving. Want me to fix something?"

The refrigerator isn't working, but there's a sealed jar of mayonnaise and cans of tuna—which seems like a joke after an unsuccessful day of fishing—so I make a quick and plain tuna salad for us. We spread it over crackers, and then we each have a granola bar to wash it down. When we're done, I throw the dirty dishes into the dishwasher, which also doesn't work.

"Maybe we should try to get some sleep," Kyle says. "That way we're up and ready for this guy, whenever he decides to show up. You take the bed. I'll sleep in one of the chairs outside."

"Don't be ridiculous. It's a huge bed. There's plenty of room for both of us."

He shakes his head.

"Don't argue. You're not sleeping outside in the middle of the ocean."

Even before the words are out, there's a clap of thunder in the distance. We both look through a window, but it's too dark to see anything.

"That settles it. You weren't sleeping out there anyway, but you're definitely not sleeping outside if it's going to rain. Now man up and go to bed with me." I mean it as a joke. I want him to laugh at it. I want to laugh at it. But neither one of us does. We sit and stare at each other over the dark table. So quiet that we can hear each other breathe. Another thunder snaps us from the spell, and we both stand at the same time.

"You first." Kyle motions me down the short flight of stairs and into the bedroom.

I head down, but when he isn't right behind me, I turn back. "You're not having second thoughts, are you?"

"No. I, uh..." I climb back to the top of the stairs and see him take his shirt off. Even in almost pitch blackness, my mouth starts to water at the sight. "These clothes are nasty after today. I don't want to get you all stinky."

"Oh. Thank you." When he slips his fingers under his waistband, I force myself to look away and go back down the stairs.

I crawl to the far side of the bed and pull the blanket up to my neck. It's too hot for this thick thing, but I need to hide myself. If I don't, he'll see what I’m thinking. And what I'm feeling. I roll over and face the wall, knowing that he'll be naked when he comes down the stairs, and not knowing what that will do to me.

His soft steps seem to echo around the room, and then the bed shifts under his weight. But I don't dare move or say a word. "I'm so sorry, Noah. If I hadn't had the stupid idea to come out here today, we wouldn't be stranded."

I bite down hard on my tongue. I didn't know how hard it would be to lie next to him with nothing but a few inches between us.

"You're mad. I deserve that. I screwed up."

"I'm not mad." I have to hold tight to each word as it leaves me to make sure it doesn't take something more with it. Something like I have had a crush on you since we first met or I've dreamed about you almost every night for years or I love you.

"It's okay if you are. I get it."

Fuck. I roll over, and I'm stopped short by his everything. His warmth, the faint sight of him, his smell, even the little fish smell that is still clinging to him. I take a deep breath and slide my hand toward him. So slowly that it feels like it takes hours. But at last my finger touches the skin of his arm. "I'm not mad. Damn it, Kyle."

He changes positions and I think it's to get away from me. But then his hand settles on top of mine. "Tell me." His voice is breathy and tempting, and it would be so easy to give in. I want more than anything to give in. And all I can think is the line from the Bible: Lead us not into temptation. But I wasn't led here. I brought myself.

I throw a leg over him and sit up, straddling his belly, looking down into his green eyes. It's so dark they look black, but there's still a light that reflects from them. "I shouldn't do this." I lean forward and kiss the center of his chest. He tastes exactly like he smells. Grass and wood and citrus. I slide down, and I can feel his cock under me now. It presses up into me. "I shouldn't do this." I kiss him again. At the base of his breastbone. I move further. His cock is digging into the bottom of my chest. "You should stop me." I kiss his belly button. When he doesn't say a word, I slide even further down. My feet are hanging off the end of the bed, and my mouth is even with his dick.

I blow a gentle breath across it and then look up at his face. I can't see his expression, but I can see that his eyes are on me. I wait. One beat. Two beats. Nothing. He doesn't say a word. Why doesn't he stop me? I kiss the tip of his penis, and he's still silent. I stick my tongue out, flicking it across the sensitive hole in the tip, slithering it around his head. He sucks in a breath, and I wait for him to say it. Just one word. Just one word, and I'm cast down. Banished forever into a pit of emptiness. But he says nothing. I take a deep breath and plunge my mouth around him.

My eyes roll backward into my head, and I don't care if I never see again. I move lower on him. Until his cock presses against the back of my throat. I want to gag, but I don't let myself. I won't. I pull back. My tongue drags along his shaft. I can feel every vein as I move toward the tip. When I get there, I wait again. His cock is coated in my saliva now, and I can smell the chocolate from the granola bar. I press my hands to the mattress on either side of him and use them to rock myself up and down. Faster. Deeper each time. And each time I let my mouth slide off the end of his dick so I can blow on it. Each time I feel his body shiver when I do, and I drive myself lower on him again. Over and over.

And a twinge runs through my cock each time. Still soft, but then it pulses. I feel the warmth spread through the front of my underwear. And almost at the same time, Kyle's hips buck. Once. And then he thrusts himself deeper into my mouth. I relax my throat, knowing what's coming, and I take it. Every salty and sweet bit of him that he gives to me, I take it all. And then I lick him clean.

I slide up just a little. Just enough to press my body against his side. And I run my finger along his dick as it softens. His beautiful cock. I would love to see it for the rest of my life. Every night. Every morning. I lean forward and kiss it. Then I wrap my arm around his stomach and rest my cheek against him.

When I'm on the verge of falling asleep, he moves, and it snaps me awake. He lifts my arm from him, and my head falls onto the mattress. "Where are you going?" I ask.

"I can't..." He walks to the stairs.

"You can't?"

There's a brief hesitation. I'm not sure if he looks back at me or not. "I can't." And I hear him walk up the stairs.


CHAPTER SIX



When we come to a stop at the dock, Kyle sticks his head into the bedroom. "'Bout time you got up, dude. We're back. You slept through the whole thing."

I didn't sleep through anything. The sun was barely up when I heard a boat roaring up to us. Then I heard Kyle talking to some man. I assumed it was the man to tow us back to shore, and when I felt the sudden lurch a few minutes later, I knew that I was right.

I don't know where Kyle slept last night. I don't know if he slept. I didn't. And I don't care if he did. He ran away. We shared something intimate and special. Something that should have bonded us. Something that should have made me more than just a "dude" to him, and he ran away.

"Luis is here to take us back to the resort. Let's get a move on." Kyle claps and then walks back up the stairs. He really claps.

I throw the blanket off of me. I'm still in my clothes, so I just slip into my flip-flops and head up to the deck. It's brighter than I expect, and I wish I had sunglasses. But wishes don't come true, no matter how big or small.

On the way back to the hotel, I call the spa. Marie answers on the first ring like she was waiting for my call. I cross my fingers and ask if she can squeeze me in today. For anything. For everything. I just really need it after last night. She tells me to come up as soon as we get back to the main building. I do. I don't even tell Kyle what I'm doing until he gets off on the seventh floor and I don't.

"Oh okay. Have fun, man." I replay his words over and over as the elevator climbs the five floors. Have fun. Fuck you.

There's no one at the spa when I get there. No wonder she could fit me in. Why is no one else taking advantage of this tiny piece of heaven inside paradise?

"Uh oh," Marie says as soon as she sees me. "Rough night?"

"I don't want to talk about it." I grumble out the words and immediately feel bad. "I'm sorry. It's not your fault. Yes, terrible night. That's why I need this. Whatever you have time for."

Her face lights up and she takes me by the hand. "When I heard your voice on the phone, I cleared the schedule, so I have time for the full menu. If you want it." She stops at the water feature wall and takes two stones from its base and then leads me down the hall in the opposite direction from yesterday.

The room we walk into is all black. Floors, walls, ceiling. And it's completely empty. "Sit right here." She uses her foot to point to a spot in the middle of the floor. "Now hold out your hands."

I do, and she drops one stone into each of my open palms. I look at them. One is a light blue-green, the color of the ocean. The other is a yellow-orange the color of the sunrise this morning. I move them around my hands. They're smaller than golf balls but very heavy for their size.

"Sit with your legs crossed and hold these stones in your palms while you rest your hands on your knees. Just like you're meditating. Got it?"

I move into the position she described and look up at her. She nods.

"The stones might feel even heavier while you go through this, but keep them balanced in your palms the whole time."

"What are they?" I ask.

"The one in your left hand—the turquoise—that provides clarity and enhances your self-expression. The citrine instills you with power and confidence."

I laugh.

"That tells me you're in desperate need of these stones. I'm going to step out of the room. When I do, the room will go completely dark, and a sound will play. It’s designed to reverberate with the stones you're holding and to awaken the chakras within your body. Don't be surprised if you start to feel... different. It's all part of the process. If you didn't want to feel different, you wouldn't be here."

I want to feel more different than some stones or piped-in music can make me, but I'll take anything that I can get.

"Are you ready?" I look at the stones again and then back up to her and nod my head. "Good. I don't know how long this will take for you. Everyone's path is different. Only the water and the crystals know for sure. Just know that when you walk out of this room, you will be a different person. Still you, but the authentic version you were always meant to be. Think of it as restoring a great piece of art so the original vibrant colors once again shine out to the world."

"Do you really believe all this?" I want to call it garbage, but I stop myself.

"I do. And you will too. If it's what you want. Are you ready to become your true self?"

I take a slow breath. At least holding on to a couple of rocks while I listen to music isn't going to make things worse. "Yes."

She smiles and shuts the door without saying another word.

As soon as the door latches, the room is pitch black, and... something begins playing. It sounds like someone striking a bell, but the tone goes on and on. First, there’s just a low drone. Then a higher-pitched ringing joins it, but neither of the sounds fades the way they should. They just stretch on and on as other tones build on them, making chords that aren't like anything I've ever heard before. It's a heavy sound, and I feel it pressing against my body. Filling me. Working inside me. Every space inside me is taken up by the sound, and it builds even more. So much that I want to close my eyes to keep it out. I can't take anymore. But I force myself to keep them open.

And then there are two chimes, one right after the other. Higher pitched than those that came before. Their sounds reverberate through the room. Through me. Louder. Softer. Louder. Softer. And it almost looks like the stones in my hands are glowing. The room is black, but I can see the turquoise. I can see the citrine. And their lights color my palms and move up my arms. Slowly. It's fascinating. The sound and the light move together, and when it gets to my shoulders, I do have to close my eyes. My mind and body are overwhelmed. But instead of my closed eyes closing me off from the world, I'm opened to it. I can see things now that I know don't exist but that move through me anyway. I feel them. Energies swimming inside my body. Inside my soul. And by truly opening myself to everything, the music becomes the only thing. It all goes dark again and there is just the low bass drone of the original bell tone stretched to infinity through me.

When I hear the door open, I keep my eyes closed. The speakers have stopped but the sound is still resonating inside me, and I want to hold on to it until it completely dies away. When I do finally open them, I blink away the blurriness and see Marie standing in front of me. Her hands are clasped together, and her face is glowing.

"This is glorious. Even better than I expected. How do you feel?"

Peaceful. Contented. Whole. Happy. "Wonderful." My throat is tight, and I cough to clear it. But it still doesn't sound quite right.

"Come with me. I told you yesterday how great the facials are, and it's time I prove it to you."

I spend the next hour lying flat on my back while she massages oils and creams onto my face. Each time there's something new, I have to lie still to "allow it to soak into the skin." And each time I almost fall asleep. The anger and bitterness that fueled me throughout the night are gone now, and my need for sleep is becoming stronger. When Marie finally wipes away the last treatment, I can barely open my eyes.

"You are stunning, my dear. But you're clearly exhausted." She looks at her watch. "There's still time. Why don't you stay here and take a quick nap? I'll wake you in a bit."

I don't even have time to agree before my body falls into a sleep. A strange sleep filled with dreams of Kyle. I walk up to him, and his eyes go wide. His mouth falls open, and I want nothing more than to kiss it. But I'm frozen, and then his mouth curls up in a sneer. He looks disgusted by me. I need to look away, but I still can't move.

But then his face changes. He smiles. "Why didn't you tell me?" Tell him what? He takes one step toward me. Then another. And I can see the lust in his eyes. My body tingles and a strange warmth spreads through my groin. His lips press against mine, and his hand massages... something on my chest, and I know now it's a dream. Please wake up. He would never touch me like this in real life. Please wake up. I push him away. Please wake up.

"Emma... Emma, dear. Time to wake up, honey." I shake my head, trying to throw off the dream, but Kyle's hands wrap around me and pull me to him. "Emma, you need to wake up, sweetie." I pry his hands away and throw my eyes open.

Marie is standing over me. Her face is contorted for a split-second, but then it relaxes and the skin smooths out. "I was worried for you. Sometimes the first dreams are too powerful, and you can lose yourself to them. But you were brave and fought through it. This is going to be a success. Come, I need to show you something."

I want to ask her what she means about the dreams being too powerful and losing yourself to them. I want to ask her how she even knew I was dreaming. But she pulls my hand, and I don't say a word as she guides me to the wall. To a full-length mirror. To...

"What is this?" My voice is still too tight, but I barely notice it as I look at the two of us in the mirror. No. As I look at Marie and some stranger.

"This is your true self. You've unlocked this and become who you were meant to be all along." She's beaming, but I shake my head and can't stop.

This has to be part of the dream too. Is this what she meant when she said I could lose myself to the dream? I shriek, and Marie takes a step back. I scream over and over. Wake up! Wake up! Wake up! But the face in the mirror—the woman in the mirror—never changes. She even looks like me. Just more feminine. More... of a girl. I tug on her long hair—my long hair—hoping that the pain will shock me out of this, but it doesn't.

Before I can pull again, Marie twists her arms through mine, and pins them against me as she sets me on the floor. She's stronger than she looks. "Emma, this isn't a dream. This is real. You can't wake up because you already are. Look at yourself in the mirror. Truly look. You'll see that this is really you. The real you."

I turn to the mirror.

"Good girl. Now look into your eyes. The same brown eyes you've always had, right? You recognize them?"

I nod.

"And your nose. It's a little smaller. The end is turned up just a bit more. But see that bump in the middle? The bump you've always had. It's here too. Look for everything that's the same."

I stare at the woman in the mirror. She has the same freckles across her forehead as me. Her left ear is a little lower than her right, just like me. When she smiles, the bridge of her nose wrinkles just like mine.

"What..." What is this? What happened? What do I need to do to get back to normal?

"This is the true power of this resort. For those brave enough to receive its gift. And this is you. Plain and extravagant. Simple and complicated. Good and bad. It's all inside here." She taps the center of my chest, and that's when I notice I have breasts. I look down. The two mounds bulge under my shirt. I want to touch them. I want to push them back inside me.

"Marie?" This is why my voice sounds different.

She rubs her hand between my shoulder blades. "Just keep taking deep breaths, sweetie. It will seem more and more normal each time you do. Because it is your normal."

I inhale and exhale a couple of times, and I do already feel a little better. "Why Emma?"

She shrugs her shoulders. "It's what your parents planned to name you if you were born a girl, which you were."

I take a deep breath and whisper, Emma. Then again. Then I smile. "This is really me." I don't have to ask. It is.

"And you have a date tonight, so let's get you ready."

"A date? With who?"

"Kyle. Who else?" She helps me from the floor and leads me to another room. There are three stylist stations here, but only one of them is occupied. The lady sitting in the chair stands when she hears us coming.

"So this must be Emma?" she asks.

I nod.

"Already so beautiful, but I'll put you over the top. I'm Bianca." She taps the back of her chair, and I walk to it, looking one last time at Marie before I sit down.

"I already have so many ideas, but let me get a closer look at you." She spins the chair and takes a step back. For a few seconds, she stares at me silently, but then she nods her head and mutters, mmm-hmm, under her breath.

For the next two hours, I follow her around the salon like a puppy. She takes me from sink to workstation to dryer, to a pedicure chair, and back again. But when she sets the curling iron down on her table and then sprays my hair with hairspray, I know we're finished.

I'd tried my best to not look at a thing. Not even the red nails on my hands that I only saw in the corners of my vision. But now she spins me to the mirror, and I gasp.

It doesn't seem like a dream anymore. It seems like a fantasy. There's no mistaking me for Noah. Not ever again. My hair is still my usual brown but with lighter highlights blended in. My dark eyebrows arch over my smokey eyes. And my dark red lipstick doesn't beg to be kissed, it demands it.

I look down. My nails are the same rich blood red color as my lips. They extend past the tips of my fingers, and I have no idea how I'll be able to function with them, but I also know that I'll be able to do just fine.

I want to tell her I love it. I want to say that she made me pretty, and even though I never realized it, there was always a part of me that wanted to be pretty. I want to thank her. But I'm speechless.

"Oh sweetie, I knew. I just knew from the very first time I saw you." Marie walks up behind me and puts her hands on my shoulders. She squeezes just a little, and I smile. "So, what do you think?" She asks me.

"I want to cry."

"Oh no you don't! There's no crying anywhere on this property. Especially not after Bianca just did all your makeup. Let's go see your dress. That will distract you."

I follow her to the massage room. I was here just yesterday, but it seems so much longer than that. So much has changed.

On the hook where the robe was hanging yesterday, there's a dress now. "This can't be," I say.

"You don't like it?"

I walk up to it and run a finger down it. My red nails are so strange and so natural. This isn't a dress. It's a full-length gown. The V-neck plunges so low, I'm not sure if it would show my belly button, but if it doesn't, the dress itself might. The entire dress is lace. Black velvet flowers stitched together with gaps between the flowers. Gaps that will expose my skin. "I love it. How can I love it?"

"Because you're a woman who loves pretty things. Now let's put it on you."

It looks so small. "Will it even fit?"

"Sweetie, your body was just magically transformed a few hours ago. Do you really think we won’t be able to get the right size dress for you? Now everything off. And put this on." She hands me a pair of nude panties. I hold them up.

"A thong?"

"The dress is practically see-through. We don't want to ruin the illusion with panties covering your ass."

I take my clothes off, but when I step into the panties, I stop. I haven't seen what's beneath my underwear. I haven't even felt it or thought about it. I'm scared to. "Do I have a... vagina now?"

Marie laughs so hard, I wonder if she can breathe. "The way you said that. Your voice was so quiet when you said the word 'vagina.' Of course you have a vagina. Most women do, so why should you be an exception? Does that bother you?"

Does it? Should it? I don't think it does. "Why doesn't it bother me?"

"That means this is true for you. Who you are meant to be. If it weren’t, your mind would fight it."

She takes the dress from its hanger and carefully holds it out so I can step into it. When I do, she pulls it up my body and zips the back. I walk to the mirror. Every inch of me is a woman. My legs, my curves, my breasts, my face. And I love it all. I don't care that I wasn't born in this body. That doesn’t matter. This is who I am, and it's who I want to be for the rest of my life.


CHAPTER SEVEN



My heels click as I walk to the entrance of La Grande Bistro. My insanely high stiletto heels that I thought for sure I could never walk in. Another perk of the magic. Just before the door, I stop and take a breath. Then another. My insides are quaking. Kyle is already inside. He texted a few minutes ago, asking if I'm on my way. I am, but not like he expects.

Now that I'm here, I don't know if I can do this. When I was with Marie, it all seemed so simple. Just go in here and convince the man I love that I'm really a woman and that he should love me the way I love him. What could be easier? I shake my head just thinking about it. There's no way it's going to work.

It would be so much easier if whatever magic exists in the place could somehow make Kyle love me. But Marie swears it doesn't work that way. The magic can change a person, but not who a person really is underneath. And who we love, she said, is part of who we truly are.

I look at my reflection in the window and sigh. Even a couple of hours ago, I would have never believed that this is who I am. Now every single atom inside me knows that it's true. But will Kyle? It's time to find out.

I walk through the open door and tell the maitre d' that I'm meeting someone. "Right this way, Miss." I smile as I follow him. I have a lifetime of Miss and Ma'am ahead of me. I wonder if each one will feel as fresh and pure as this one does.

As soon as Kyle sees me, he gasps. I'm still half a room away, but his eyes are wide and stuck on me as I get closer. And when the maitre d' pulls out the seat for me—the seat directly across from Kyle—I think the poor boy may have a stroke.

"Hello." I clasp my hands together in my lap.

He tries to say something. I assume it's hello, but mostly it's a series of clicks and stutters and breaths.

"Surprise?" I smile at him, but he's still frozen. "Kyle?"

"Y-you know me?"

I roll my eyes and give him a few seconds, thinking that the recognition will sweep across his face any moment. When it doesn't, I sigh. "And you know me too."

"But how? This... must be another one of them?"

I raise my eyebrow, but don't say anything. Another one of them?

"It has to be, but..." he looks around the room and then back to me. "I can't do this."

Those words again. Like it's all he can ever say. "Kyle, you can. You know you can if you just let yourself." But will he ever be capable of letting himself? Is the wall that he has built up so strong that he can't tear it down even now?

I slip my foot out of my shoe and scoot just a little lower in my chair. Low enough that I can run my toes under the hem of his pants and up his leg. His breath catches when my skin touches his, and the confusion on his face is cute.

"You know I can't do this. I know I can't. Please stop."

I don't. I lift my foot higher, up to his calf, then back down. The hairs on his leg tickle my toes. "Why can't you Kyle? Why can't we do this?"

He closes his eyes and blows out a breath. I imagine that his cock is hard now, and I want to raise my foot to it. To torment him. "There's someone else. And I can't cheat. Not even here."

Brittany. Again. But he seemed so good the last few days. So much like his old self. He hasn't mentioned her once, but I should have known that he would still think of her constantly. I wish I knew how to snap him out of this. How to make him see me. Or at least how to get over her, even if he never sees me the way I want him to. "Kyle, that's never happening. You know it's not."

He shakes his head. "I know. And I'm an idiot for wishing there was some way it could. But last night, I thought maybe—"

My cheeks burn so hot at the mention of last night that I'm sure they must be glowing "She left you. She cheated on you for almost a year and then divorced you. I'm so sorry, but she's your past. You need to move on."

"What?" He looks confused. "Not her. I'm talking about Noah. You're in my fucking head. You know this."

My foot drops from his leg, and my body jerks upright.

"Last night was so right. I knew for so long that he felt that way, but last night, he finally took the chance. And it was wonderful. I thought it meant I was ready. I tried for years to make myself want him. Physically, the way I already do mentally. But I could never do it, but last night, something was different about him. And it let me—"

"You... I don't understand." My ears are roaring with static, and I'm sure there must be something wrong with me. I can't have heard what I heard.

"At least at first. But when he laid next to me, all I could think was that he's a man. That he has a cock too. And I tried to imagine myself taking him the way that he just took me, and it repulsed me. Actually, physically repulsed me. I'm in love with him, and the thought of his naked body repulsed me. What is wrong with me?"

I hold my head in my hands and I'm sure I'm smudging my makeup, but I don't care. Is this real? It can't be. I press my fingernails into my cheeks, but nothing changes. "I'm Noah." It sounds so wrong to say. Am I that used to thinking of myself as Emma already? I look up at him, but his face hasn't changed. He didn't hear me. "I'm Noah. Was. I was Noah. You're talking about me."

His mouth falls open, and he blinks over and over. He reminds me of a goldfish, and I want to laugh. "I'm confused," he says. "You're... I don't know your name. You never told me. Not in any of the dreams."

"What the fuck are you talking about? You've never seen me before. Not like this."

He laughs. "Since I came here, I’ve dreamed about you every night. Every time, you try to seduce me. Every time, I want more than anything to let you. But I always stop you. I can't do that to Noah. Not until I know for sure that it will never work."

The roar in my ears is gone, and now the room is so quiet I can hear the air streaming in and out of my body. He dreamed of me? Of this me? The real me that I just discovered today? "That can't be true."

"No. None of this can be." He stands up and looks at me. I can see the tears building in his eyes, but he blinks them away and they're replaced with pity. "I'm so sorry. You're gorgeous and I wish I could live out whatever fantasy this is." His eyes drift down to my breasts and back up. Then he walks away.

I'm so stunned I can't even turn my head to watch him. What is this? This isn't how it was supposed to go. I was going to walk in here, and his jaw was going to drop. His face would go red as soon as I sat across from him. He wouldn’t be able to keep his eyes off of me. And when I told him the truth, he was going to see how perfect I am for him. I was going to tell him I've always loved him, and even though he couldn't say the words yet, he would eventually. But... he's already in love with me?

Ms. Camille walks by. She's working on a Saturday evening? She doesn't look at me, but she smiles as she passes my table. I take a sharp breath in. Kyle. I turn, but I don't see him anywhere. I hurry from the restaurant. He's not in the hall, so I take my phone from my purse.

Me: Where are you? We need to talk ASAP.

When there's no reply after ten seconds, I call his number. I don't have time to wait for him to get back to me. I press send, but my call goes to voicemail right away. He has his phone off. Fuck him.

I run down the long hall. My steps clicking out a rapid rhythm. I'll never find him here. There are too many places for him to go. The building is too big. I only have one hope.

At the end of the hall, I turn left. Toward the only elevators that I know of. I just pray that he went to his room. I press the button over and over and over and over, but the elevator never seems to come. There's nothing to even tell me what floor it's on. So I hold in the button. I know it doesn't do any good, but I have to do something. I have to see him. I have to tell him the truth.

When the car does finally come, the doors don't peel back nearly fast enough for me. I shove on one as hard as I can until I can squeeze inside. Then I press the seven and hold the close door button. At last, my stomach drops as the car moves upward. I close my eyes—please be there, please be there—and don't open them until the doors slide open.

I step out into the hall and look both directions. Like I'm crossing a road. Like he would have chosen now to go exploring our floor. There's no sign of him. I knew there wouldn't be. I dash down the hall. 7414. I almost run into the door. I bang on it so loudly that I know the neighbor can hear me. I just need him to hear. I just need him to be here.

"Kyle!" There's no answer. I bang so hard my knuckles go numb. "It's me! It's Emma." Fuck! "Noah. It's Noah. Open up. Please."

"I won't do anything with you."

Oh thank God. At least he's here. I collapse against the door. "We need to talk. That's all."

There's nothing from inside the room. Maybe I imagined it. Maybe I didn't hear his voice.

"Kyle?"

"No."

Just one simple syllable, but I know that tone. He's not going to give in now. He's barely even listening. I slump to the floor and let my head fall back against the door. I'll wait here as long as it takes. He has to come out eventually. He has to notice that "Noah" is missing and go look for him.

Oh!

I rifle through my purse. How can there be this much junk in a tiny clutch? I dump it all out onto the floor. There.

I grab my phone and the keycard and go to my door. I don't have time to put everything else away. I don't care if someone takes my lipstick.

The lock turns green when I tap the card, and I walk inside my room. I hope this wasn't just a fluke. I twist the knob on the door adjoining my room and Kyle's. It swings open.

"What are you doing?" He sits fully upright on his bed. Still dressed in the suit he wore to dinner.

I hold my hands up. "Just talking. That's all. It's me, and I'm real. Look more closely. It's me."

He squints and leans forward. "The girl from my dreams..."

"Emma."

"Okay. Emma..."

"Damn it, Kyle. Will you fucking look at me! Sophomore year we went to the tri-delt party after the homecoming game." I take a deep breath. I don't want to mention her, but if it convinces him... "That's where you met Brittany. You took her upstairs. Then when you found me again afterward, it was like you were starstruck. How would I know this? I'm... I used to be Noah. This place changed me. But I'm me, goddamn it, will you please just see it?"

Kyle shakes his head. "You know it because I know it. I'm dreaming you, so you know everything I do."

Since when is he this logical? "Do you know what I did while you were upstairs banging that bitch? I watched a video on how guitars are made. It was the first video I found on the internet. I needed something to take my mind off the fact that you were upstairs fucking her when all I really wanted was for you to be fucking me instead. I don't even care about guitars, but I watched that video twice until you came down the stairs. And after one look at you," I suck in a breath, "I knew it was too late for me. I would never have you. But now we're here. And maybe I was wrong. Maybe we do still have a chance if you'll just fucking take it."

He slides off the side of the bed and walks to me. My heart beats faster with each step he takes until it feels like it's a constant drumming as he leans close. His face is just inches from mine. "How?"

"I don't know. Something happened in the spa today. Magic. That's all I know. That plus this is the real me. The me I want—"

"I didn't have sex with her that night." He laughs, and it's my turn to be confused. "We went upstairs, but neither of us even took our clothes off. We just talked and then kissed. That's all. This is really you? Not a dream?"

He's still just inches away from me, and I can't control myself. I press my lips against his. I don't do anything more. Just wait for him to back away. But he does the opposite. He pulls me into him, and his mouth opens for me. I don't hesitate. I slide my tongue in, and as soon as it touches his, he moans. All time stops, but then in one burst it catches up, and I don't know anything anymore. I just know the feel of his mouth.

"Does it matter if I'm a dream as long as I’m me?" I ask.

He lifts me. I gasp and wrap my legs around him. His cock is hard and pressing into me, and it belongs there. It belongs to me.

When I'm on the bed, he slides his hands up my back. "This dress..."

"It's so gorgeous." I almost never want to take it off.

"It's so in the way."

I reach behind my neck and start the zipper down. He takes it the rest of the way. Not gently. He yanks it down, and I really hope he doesn't damage it. But when his fingers glide across the bare skin of my back, I don't care about the dress anymore. I slide my arms out of the sleeves and let it fall to my waist.

Kyle bites his tongue when he sees my breasts. I braid my fingers through his hair and pull his mouth to my nipple. As soon as his lip touches it, I scream.

"Are you okay?" he asks.

Not at all. This is as far from okay as I've ever been. I never want to be okay again after this. "I've never felt anything like this before."

"I'll go slow."

"The fuck you will." I pull his mouth onto me again, and I fall backward on the bed as his tongue circles around my nipple. He falls with me, and I throw my legs around him. Even through his pants and my dress, his cock drives to fill me, and I can feel its heat.

"Say that again." His words are wet and tortured. "Say 'fuck' for me again."

I can barely pull in enough air to even speak. "Fuck."

He groans. "Jesus Christ, Emma. Do you know how hot it gets me when a beautiful woman talks like that?"

Beautiful. Woman. Me. The words are bolts that shoot right through me. I press my breasts up closer to him and dig my head into the mattress as a thousand little moans escape my lips.

His mouth lifts away from me, and I tilt my head so I can see him. "Are you..." His mouth falls back on me, and I close my eyes. I feel a thin line of his saliva drip down the side of my boob, and I catch it with my finger and bring it to my mouth, sucking it all.

Kyle lifts off me again, and this time his hands work down the sides of my dress. "Are you a girl down there too?" He slips off the bed, still between my legs, and pulls the dress completely off of me. When it's on the floor, he stares at my panties.

I sit up on my elbows. "I am."

He unfastens his pants, and they hang open at his hips. "Can you get pregnant?"

A chill passes through me. "I don't know." I didn't think to ask Marie about that. Would she even know? "Probably? Yes." Oh my God. I can. I don't know how but I just know it, and the weight of the change presses down on me. It's everything. Everything about me is changed. I can get pregnant. What would I be like as a mom?

I hear a ripping noise and look up. Kyle is pulling a condom from its foil wrapper, but he stops when he notices my stare. "I should have asked. I just thought we both wanted—“

"Let me put that on you." I sit up and take it from him. He takes his pants and boxer briefs off, and then I slide the condom down his length. When it's on, I lightly tease my fingernail along his underside. His body shudders at my touch, and I decide that I love these nails.

He puts his hands on my shoulders and lowers me back on to the bed. So slowly that I don't think we'll ever go all the way, but when my skin touches the sheet, he stands upright again, and hooks his index fingers in the waistband of my panties. He glances up at me for just a second. I nod. And he pulls them down. Careful at first.

"Oh shit, Em." His mouth drops open, and he rips the panties completely down my legs. "You're gorgeous."

He forces my legs apart and stares at me. Then he lines his cock up with my entrance. As his tip touches me, I whimper, and he freezes. "Do you want this?" he asks.

"More than anything, but you're my first. I... don't know what to expect."

He pulls his cock away and slips a finger into me. I gasp as it slides inside. "You're so fucking wet." He wriggles his finger around inside me, and I moan. "I think you're ready."

This time, it isn't a finger that goes inside me. And this time, I don't just moan. He starts slow. The weight of his body pressing down on me while he slides deeper. Deeper. And then pulls out. But I dig my fingernails into his back and pull him down even tighter, and he speeds up. Faster. Until he's slapping against me. Until I'm bouncing up and down. My breasts flapping between us.

"You feel so good." His voice is scratchy and more breath than sound. I want to tell him damn right I do, but I can't speak. I can't even pant. Every single part of me is smoldering. My pussy is on fire. My boobs are burning. My pinky toes are fully engulfed. And those flames are sucking all the oxygen from me. Replacing it with heat until I'm sure I'm boiling. And I'm sure this is the end of me. But such a glorious end. And when I shriek and he grunts and his cock pulses and I clamp myself down on him, I don't know how there could ever be any more after this.

But then I draw in a breath. And then another. As my body trembles, I open my eyes. He's slid out of me now and slipped down far enough that his head is resting on my chest. His cheek on my breast. I rub my hand along his hair, and he looks up at me. The side of his mouth is curled up, and it makes me laugh.

"You're perfect," he says. "Absolutely perfect."

Even without him telling me, I already knew. As soon as I understood what happened to me, I knew it was perfect. I knew this was me. The me I always should have been.

Kyle drops off the side of the bed and onto his knees. Then he grabs my thighs and yanks me toward him. "Our flight doesn't leave until eight tomorrow night. That still leaves us plenty of time here." He lifts my legs onto his shoulders and presses his mouth against my pussy.

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck." I never knew it could feel like this.

When he groans and his lips vibrate against my clit, I know he wants this as much as I do. He looks up at me. "And I know exactly how I want to spend every second that we have left here."


EPILOGUE


The light shining into my eyes wakes me, and I feel his hand groping my chest. I pull it up to my mouth and kiss his knuckles, starting with his index finger and moving down to his pinky. "Good morning, Mr. Linford."

He sucks in a breath and stretches, and his cock presses against my ass. "Good morning, Mrs. Linford."

I smile and kiss the platinum band on his ring finger. Every morning for a month, the sun shining into his bedroom window has woken me. And every morning, he has called me Mrs. Linford. And every morning, hearing him say it makes me feel so light I'm sure I would float away if his arm weren't tethering me to the earth.

I never thought this would happen. But we're here in our bed, our bodies twined around each other. Our rings on our fingers. I hold mine out and look at it. A single diamond nestled between two sapphires on my engagement ring. An eternity wedding band with diamonds set all around it next to it. The two rings fitted together in a perfect set, and I can't help but think that metaphor was made for the two of us.

"Have I told you about the best idea I ever had in my life?" Kyle asks me.

I roll over so I'm facing him. His lips are so close, I have to kiss them. "Only every morning for the last month. And I want to hear it every morning for the rest of my life."

"It all started when the most beautiful woman I'd ever seen broke into my hotel room. I took my phone, ready to call the police, but she dropped to her knees and begged me not to."

I laugh. "Oh, is that how it happened now?"

"I wouldn't lie about something like this. So I asked what she would do for me if I didn't call them. She came to me and slammed me down on the bed. Before I knew what was happening, she had her dress pulled up to her hips, and she was straddling me."

"Her gorgeous dress."

He slides his hand to my ass and tickles a finger along my crack. "The second most gorgeous dress I've ever seen. But as she was forcing herself on me, I started to feel sorry for her. This poor, wretched girl was willing to break into a stranger's room and have sex with him. I knew I had to help her."

I reach behind me and take his hand in mine. I pull it between my legs. His finger glides along my folds, and I purr. "What did you do to help her?"

"First, I made love to her. All night. She was obviously in desperate need of it—"

"That part is true."

"—so I made her come again and again."

I moan.

"But then I decided I needed to do even more for her. And I remembered the resort manager, just the day before, told me that the resort had a wedding venue available to all guests. And just like in the old movies, I knew there was only one way to turn this girl into an honest woman."

His finger flicks against my clit, and I bite my lip.

"So I dropped to my knees—"

"Between her legs."

"I skipped over that part."

"Mmm, but that was such a good part."

"It really was." He kisses me while his finger strokes tight circles around my nub. "But I dropped to my knees and asked for her hand in marriage. I had made such an impression on her that she leapt at the opportunity and begged me to marry her right then."

"Mmm-hmm." I roll my eyes.

"So I called the concierge, and she set everything up for that afternoon. It was only a few minutes later when someone came to whisk the girl away. At first she was so frightened it was the police that she clung to me and refused to go, but I finally calmed her and convinced her it was alright. She was gone for hours, and I still don't know what they did to her."

I slide my hand down his front and wrap my fingers around his cock. His body tenses as soon as I do. "She was taken to the top floor of the hotel. To the spa, where two very kind women were waiting for her. They whisked her straight into a chair and started working on her hair. The whole time, they kept asking if it was what she really wanted. And the girl wasn't sure. The strange man seemed nice, and she supposed that he was okay in bed. At least in a pinch."

"Hey!"

"She could do a lot worse,” I say, “so she supposed she should take a chance on this man. So the two women spent the next few hours cutting and coloring and curling and pinning her hair until it was perfect, just like the girl. Shaping and painting her nails until they were as pretty as her. And then doing her makeup to make her even more stunning than anyone had ever thought was possible."

"She really was."

I tease the back of my nail around his swollen head, and he groans. "And then they showed her the dress. The most beautiful thing she’d ever seen. Sheer white lace that would hug her every curve. Beaded stones casting a prism with each move she made. Seeing the dress is what finally convinced her to go through with the wedding. She wasn't sure about the man, but she loved the dress."

Kyle pulls his hand from between my legs and crosses his arms over his chest.

"When she was dressed, the women led her to the beach. There were dozens of flickering white candles forming a path that lead to a circular arch lined with white and yellow and pink lotus flowers. And standing in the center of the arch was the man. When she saw him now, she realized that he was the most handsome man she had ever seen." I kiss Kyle's lips and squeeze his cock. "He was wearing a grey suit—so light that it almost looked white—and a turquoise tie that perfectly matched the ocean behind him. And she knew that she loved him and could never love anyone else for the rest of her life."

Kyle uncrosses his arms and leans his forehead against mine. "I knew I loved her from the minute I saw her."

"And as soon as the girl stepped onto the lighted path, a violinist began playing. The notes carried her down the path, and with each step toward the strange man, she grew more and more sure that she never wanted to be apart from him. Not even for a second. When she was next to him, she took his hand—"

"No, he took hers."

"She took his hand. She just had to touch him, even if it was just a brush of their fingers. And during the entire ceremony—through everything that the resort manager said as she officiated—the girl only had two things in her mind. The feeling of his skin against hers and the realization that she was never whole until that moment when she committed herself to this strange man forever."

I stroke my fingers up and down the length of Kyle's dick, and he slips his hand back between my spread legs. "The man was feeling the same thing," he says. "When he saw the girl walking toward him in a dress that was almost as beautiful as her, he knew that he had never been in love before. Nothing could ever compare to what he felt when he looked at her. And when the girl promised to love him forever, and he slipped that ring on her finger, he was sure that the ocean roared above and crashed down on him. It took all his strength to stay on his feet. But he did it for her."

I moan as his fingers press harder against my clit, and I stroke his cock faster. I can see in his eyes that he's close. "Then the strange man squeezed her hand and led her down the beach. Away from everyone. Where it seemed that they were the only two people in the world. He picked her up and lay her on a blanket. He took off his pants while she lifted her dress, and then he lay on top of her."

Kyle leans in and rests his head against my shoulder, and his breathing is as hard as mine. The orgasm is building inside me, but I hold it down still. "And then he pressed himself inside her," he says. "And even though they had made love all night before, it was like they were together for the first time there on the beach. He thrust into her until she was calling his name."

"And he was grunting hers."

"And as they both exploded and then collapsed into each other, they looked into each other's eyes and at the same time, told the other 'I love you.'"

As if it were timed, my eyes roll backward on the very last syllable, and I can't hold on anymore. All the energy that has been building rushes through me and then bursts out. And under my hand, Kyle tenses, his cock so swollen that it seems impossible, and then he pulses, and his thick ropes of cum shoot out onto the bed. Onto my body.

We both fall into our pillows and stare at each other.

"I love you."


ALSO IN THE SERIES


The Secrets Of Chateau Femme by Nikki Crescent

Hotel Masquerade by Ursula Lovelace

Starstruck by Clover Cox

Girly Getaway by Sophie Pert

Diamonds Are a Gurl's Best Friend by Lilly Lustwood

The Good, The Bad And The Sissies by Ava Hayes
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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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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


WANT FREE STORIES?
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Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and two full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

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


MORE BY KENZIE MCKAY


ACCIDENTALLY ME: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

ANOTHER CHANCE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

BECOMING WOMEN: 20 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

TWENTY of Kenzie's top books.

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

THE BEST WOMAN: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

THE CLUB BUNDLE

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

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

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

FOREVER MADDIE

Matthew needs a new administrative assistant to replace the one he just fired. He doesn’t realize he’s the perfect woman for the job.

THE GIRLFRIEND RING: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in The Girls series. One company. Five executives determined to have their way. Five men who don’t know what they’re in for...

HER DRESS

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

HER NEW DAUGHTER

Even as a grown man, Julian expects his mom to clean up his messes. But this time she’s had enough. And she knows a witch who can make him a brand new person.

HIDING: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

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

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

This bundle contains ALL 5 BOOKS in the Injected Series. A new drug that transforms men into women has the power to change so many lives…

JUST A DRESS: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

I need a part-time job. Quick. When I see the ad for a historical re-enactor, I know it’s perfect. I don’t know it will transform my life.

NOT A NANNY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

NOT HER TYPE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

ONLY ON WEEKENDS: A TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING STORY

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

PARTNER TRACK: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE PERFECT GIRL

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

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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