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CHAPTER ONE



The office is nothing at all like I expect. In fact, it's not even an office. It's the living room of a single story brick house on the outside of town. There's a small white wood plaque mounted beside the front door that reads "Palm Reading" above the picture of a hand. If not for the sign, I would have assumed I had the address wrong. Even now, part of me isn't sure.

The room is small. Maybe it used to be a dining room or a tiny living room. Against one wall there is a gold sofa that I would think is from the 60s if not for the shiny brass tacks outlining the front edges of the arms. They're so bright they look like they were just made yesterday. On the opposite wall, there's a fireplace. The firebox is stained black with years of soot, but the mantle is painted a bright white without a hint of smoke. Between the two, there's a small table with two straight-backed wood chairs. There's a square purple tablecloth spread over the round table and a crystal bowl in the center. When I bump into the table, I notice water in the bowl as it swishes from side to side but thankfully doesn't splash out.

"Don't worry about that. It happens. Take a seat at the table. I'll be out in just a minute." I spin around looking for the voice, but there's no one there. I check for cameras in the corners of the room as I sit, but there's nothing. A chill runs through me, and I have to remind myself that she probably just saw me around a corner before hiding or something. I've had my hopes raised too often, only to be let down each time.

When I was growing up, mom saw a psychic regularly. When I turned 18, I started seeing her too. I'll never understand how she did it—what gift she had—but she saw things that couldn't be explained. Unfortunately, she died when I was 19. I've been looking for someone else ever since, but every one I've tried has been a con artist, making a quick buck off of vulnerable people.

But then last week, I was sitting outside with a coworker when he told me about Gia. It was an offhanded remark, and he seemed embarrassed to have even said anything. But I stopped him as he tried to change the subject. He told me that he's been going to her for years and that she has never been wrong about anything. He makes appointments with her before any major event in his life: job changes, proposing to his girlfriend, relocating. He said Gia even knew that his fiancee was pregnant before either of them knew.

I looked her up online as soon as I went back in to work. There aren't many reviews, but every single one is 5 stars. Despite myself, I started to hope that she could be the real thing. Maybe I finally found someone who can help me. For years, I've had some thread caught in the back of my mind. A feeling that something is wrong. Recently, it's gotten worse. It's gone from a sometimes nag to a constant foreboding. Every doctor I go to dismisses me like I'm just a hypochondriac, but I know there's something. If Gia is really a psychic, I hope she can help me solve this.

When she comes around the corner, I do a double-take. Her voice is tiny, barely stronger than a whisper and high pitched, but she's much more than that. She has to be at least six feet tall, and her body is commanding. She has more than a few extra pounds, but it looks natural on her. If she were a healthy weight, she would look too skinny. Her straight, white hair flows around her as she moves toward me, stopping and hanging to the small of her back once she takes the seat across from me. "You're Avery. Welcome," she says, and I almost laugh at the contrast between her voice and her body.

"I am. And I assume you're Gia?"

She nods once, equal parts bow and confirmation, and holds her hands out toward me. I stare at her for a second. Her eyes are the palest blue I've ever seen. Almost translucent, like what I'm really seeing is the fluid inside. I'm torn between needing to look away and wanting to gaze at them forever. "Your dominant hand please," she makes a motion toward my right.

I reach for her with my palm up, but she flips it over and runs the tip of her middle finger down the length of mine, following the bone all the way to my wrist and then back to my finger nail. She does this twice and then traces my thumb the same way, starting at the fingernail and moving toward my wrist. "You've searched for a long time, haven't you, my dear?"

"Searched?"

"For someone with the curse of vision," she chuckles sadly. "Since Rebecca? Was that her name? You trusted her—you and your mother."

I gasp. "You know that?" I've never told anyone, not even Caroline.

"Seeing the past is easy. Reading the future, however, takes—oh my, I've never seen anything like this before." She switches to her index finger, pressing between the bones in the center of my hand. She holds it for at least twenty seconds, but it feels like so much longer. My hand throbs and my skin turns white under her force. When she pulls her finger away, I need to flex my fingers, but she doesn't give me the chance. She pulls my hand closer to her. Over the center of the table.

"May I?" She holds my hand above the bowl, and I realize she's asking for permission to dip it. I nod, and she presses my hand down, palm to the water. It takes my breath away. It's as cold as an ice-covered lake, even though it's sitting in the middle of a room on a summer afternoon. After holding it in place for a few seconds, she lets go. I take it immediately to my lap and rub it against my jeans, drying and warming it.

Gia stands to lean over the bowl and swirls it with her left index finger. "The end. And soon."

"The end? But I just got here. What did you see?"

She sits back down and stares at me. Her eyes are soft now, warmer. "I'm so sorry."

"Sorry?" My throat sticks. "Sorry for what?"

"Your wife will mourn you even before you're gone. It will be painful, but you must let her grieve so you can both find peace before it happens."

I push away from the table and stand up. I don't care if I splash any water now. I don't care if I tip the entire bowl. "What are you talking about?" She can't mean what I think she does. Can she?

"You know, but you've tried to hide from it. Your time is short."

"I'm going to die?" I hold my hand to my head. The stubble is grown out just enough to press into my palm. It all makes sense. The anxiety I've had for months. The thoughts that sometimes sneak in and tell me this could be the last time I ever have sex with my wife. The nights when I bolt up in bed, unable to breathe, like someone else is pressing down on me. I have known. I just haven't wanted to admit it. "How long? What can I do?"

"Not long. And I'm afraid there's nothing anyone can do."

Tears flood my eyes, but I blink them away. "There has to be something. Is it cancer? My heart?" My dad had a heart attack when he was my age. Maybe it's hereditary. "Tell me, so I can find a doctor to take care of it."

Gia stands and clasps her hands in front of her. "There's no doctor who can take care of this." She sighs. "Use the time you have left. The more you live now, the easier the transition will be."

"What does that mean?"

"You already know what it means. Acceptance and knowledge are sometimes in different planes, however. Take as long as you need. There is no fee for today." She turns and walks into the next room.

I stare at the empty space where she was. I don't try to fight the tears now. They roll down my cheeks, and I let them.


CHAPTER TWO



Almost as soon as Caroline walks through the door, she's at my side, taking my hand in hers, and asking me what's wrong. I suppose after six years of seeing each other every day, we've gotten pretty good at reading each other. But I just shake my head now and tell her it's nothing. She knows it's a lie, but she also knows not to push me too soon. It's selfish, but Gia said Caroline would need time to mourn me before I'm gone, and I'm not ready for that yet. Not while I'm still mourning myself.

I go through the motions the rest of the night. We have dinner. Caroline tells me about her day, and I try to act interested. I am. Everything about her fascinates me. It always has. But every time I hear her voice, I imagine what she's going to sound like at my funeral. Each time I look at her, I see her in black, tears streaking her face, as she greets our families. I know she'll eventually be fine—she's the strongest person I know—but I know I can only imagine what a challenge it will be for her to get back to alright.

That's what bothers me the most. I'm not worried about the afterlife. At worst, it will be an infinite sleep, and I won't be aware of a thing. But Caroline will be aware. She'll be the one tangled in the pain. The one who has to go on with the jigsaw puzzle of her life when she's missing the piece in the center.

"Are you sure you don't want to talk about it?" Her fork clinks against the plate, and she stares at me.

I just shake my head. The last thing I want to do is talk about it. Ever. But that choice has been taken away from me. I learned from mom that this is the trap of a true psychic. We all want to know the future, but sometimes we're better off not knowing. Sometimes knowledge is a prison, and I've never felt those bars more than I do now. "I'm not really hungry." I stand up, take my plate to the kitchen, and grab my phone.

Sitting on the couch, I cycle through all my usual games. Match games and puzzles and even a zombie shooter, but I can't concentrate on any of them. I can't stop thinking about how I'm going to leave Caroline behind. A widow when she's thirty. I think of the vacations we'll never have. The milestones we'll never get to. And that's when it hits me. Gia wouldn't tell me how long I have left, but I do have time. Do I really want to spend it crying and thinking about the things I'm going to miss? Or do I want to fill that time with as much as I can?

I start a new list on my phone. The blank screen is overwhelming for a second, but then I know what has to be at the top. Our dream honeymoon. The trip that we've never been able to afford, but always fantasized about. Now we have to do it. I have to make sure she gets to see it with me before I'm gone.

"What do you think about Spain?"

"Spain?" She sits beside me and pulls my arm around her, stroking her finger along its back just like Gia did earlier. "I think it seems like a nice country. I hear the food is wonderful."

"I mean, what do you think about finally going there? Like we've always dreamed. Can you take time off for it?"

She spins so she's facing me. My arm falls off her shoulder. "Babe, you need to tell me what's going on. Now."

I stare at her and try to memorize the way her blonde hair curls around her face. The way her brown eyes shine in even the dimmest light. I hope there's no afterlife because spending even a second without her in my world would be unbearable. "I found out today that I might not have long to live."

The color vanishes from her face. "That is not funny, Avery."

"No, it's not." I try to hold in my tears, but I'm not able to.

"Oh my God, babe. No. You're healthy. You're young. This obviously isn't right. What exactly did they say?" She stands and paces to the other side of the room. I watch her chest rise and fall as she waits for me to answer, but I can't. "I didn't even know you had a doctor's appointment today. Why didn't you tell me? What is going on?"

"Not a doctor." I swallow and take a deep breath. "I saw a psychic, and... And she said there's no point in seeing a doctor. Nothing can be done."

Caroline freezes and glares at me. "A psychic?" I nod. "A fucking psychic? This is all because some charlatan said you're dying? Probably the oldest con in the world, and that's what's bringing this on? Let me guess, she sold you some magic elixir that will make you all better? Jesus, Avery, I can't believe you fell for something like this."

"She's real, not like the ones you see on TV. And she didn't sell me anything. She didn't even charge me for today."

"Because she wants to sucker you in and get you hooked."

"Because she has a heart, unlike you right now. My mom used to go to one, a real one, and I went to her too before she died. A lot of them are fake. Most of them are. But that doesn't mean they all are. And she told me she saw the end, Caroline. My end." I'm sobbing now. I have to run the back of my hand across my nose to wipe away the snot.

She shakes her head and looks down at me as I try to clear my eyes. "I was scared for a minute. Terrified. I can't believe you fell for something like this. You're smarter than that."

"I've seen it before with my own eyes. I know it's real."

"You had me—" she sighs. "I can't. I'm sorry. I love you, but I need some air." She walks into the kitchen, and I hear the side door open and close. Her car starts up and the garage opens, and I lie across the couch.

I lie there until I almost fall asleep. Caroline still isn't back. It's just her mourning process, just like Gia said. I look around the empty and quiet room—the setting sun has turned everything red—and I debate turning on the television or maybe reading. But when I yawn, I decide to go to bed. Today has already been too long.

I head up the stairs, passing the bathroom and going straight to our bedroom. There's still a pile of clothes on the chair in the corner. The laundry from last night that didn't need folded or hung up right away. I sort through it, looking for a pair of shorts, but I stop when my hand brushes against one of Caroline's nighties. The black one she wore for me last weekend. I hold it out and picture her in it. I can't believe there will be a time soon when she won't be able to wear things like this for me. When I won't be able to see her in it. I hold it up to me and smile at the way the silken material drapes and flows against my skin.

I don't think as I strip off my clothes and pull the nightie over my head. It still smells like her. The floral perfume she's used for as long as I've known her. I inhale and remember the bar where we met. She was there with friends from grad school, and I spent the whole night trying to work up the courage to talk to her. But she came up to me before I had the chance. "Why the hell are you staring at us?" she asked. I stammered at first, but then I just smiled and told her she's the most beautiful person I've ever seen. She rolled her eyes and went back to her friends, but we kept glancing at each other for the rest of the night. And just as she was leaving, she gave me her phone number.

"And it's all going to be over soon," I say to the empty room as I sit on the edge of the bed and run my fingers across the slippery material on my chest. It feels almost like her pressing against me. I lie back. The silk tickles me as I move. But as soon as my head rests on the pillow, I fall asleep.


CHAPTER THREE



When I wake up, the sun is shining straight into my eyes. I hold a hand up to block it and then roll over to look at Caroline, but she's not there. Her side of the bed is unmade, though, so I know she came home at some point. I'm staring at the depression left in her pillow when I notice the clock. 8:37am.

"Shit." I must have forgotten to set my alarm. I jump out of bed. The blanket is still twisted around me, and I end up dragging it halfway across the room as I rush to the bathroom. There's no time for a shower today. There's barely enough time to brush my teeth and get dressed. I hurry through the motions, brushing just enough that I can taste the toothpaste and then spitting it out and almost running to the dresser. I throw on my underwear and a t-shirt. Then black pants with a grey button-down. As I grab my shoes and socks and head out into the hallway, I look at the clock. 8:42am. I might only be 15 minutes late if traffic cooperates.

"Avery?" Caroline calls out to me as my foot hits the carpet of the living room.

"Yeah. You didn't leave for work yet? I was so out of it last night that I guess I forgot to set my alarm. I'm going to be late."

Caroline is on the other side of the kitchen island. Her hair is pulled up into a bun with almost half of it falling out, and she doesn't have makeup on. I stop when I notice that she's still in her pajamas.

"What's wrong?"

She laughs. "Are you seriously asking me that?"

I forget about work and drop my shoes to the floor as I walk over to her. "Baby, what is it?" I put my hand on her upper arm, but she doesn't move. She doesn't even acknowledge that I'm standing beside her.

"You tried to convince me that you were dying last night." It feels like a wave smacks my chest and knocks the air out of my lungs. The thought was still in the back of my head, but since I was rushing, I hadn't had time to really think about it. Now it's roaring back. "Then I come home, and you're in bed wearing one of my..."

I think back to last night. I remember going to bed just as the sun was setting, but I can't remember what I was wearing. "One of your what?"

She takes a step back to look at me and huffs out a breath. "Are you seriously going to play that? Like I didn't see you? One of my nighties, Avery."

A nightie? That's not... is it? My face sinks. I did.

"Is this some mental health problem? Are you having a psychotic breakdown or something? How have I been married to you for six years, and known you for longer, without knowing that you like doing... that? Is that what you do when you're home alone? Did you rush up the stairs and put it on as soon as I left last night?"

"Of course not. Caroline, I don't wear... I mean, that was the first time. Ever. It just smelled so much like you, and it felt—it doesn't matter. Look, can we talk about this later? I'm already probably going to get a write-up for today. I'll try to leave early, so we can talk tonight. Okay?"

She stares at me so long my face starts to burn, but then she looks down at the counter, picking at an imaginary crumb. "I already called you off today. I told Doug you're sick. Which... are you? You're certainly not yourself."

"Baby." She doesn't look at me until I put my arms around her. "I love you. Yesterday was just a lot. For both of us. We have so much talking and processing to do. It's normal that we'd both be stressed right now. But we're together. For as long as we have left, we're together. And that's the important thing."

"Jesus Christ, don't start up with this dying bullshit." She pushes away. "This woman is just taking advantage of you. You're not dying."

I blow out a long breath. "Denial is the first stage. I completely understand why you say that, but she was clear. And I know she's right. I can feel it. They say animals know when their time is getting short, and I think maybe humans know that too."

"So that's why you wore my nightie? You wanted to see what it felt like before you died?" Her words are so wet with sarcasm they may be dripping on the floor. "So how was it? Everything you ever thought it would be?"

"No. Yes. No, Caroline, it was pajamas. Something to sleep in. That's it. I didn't do anything in it. It's not like I masturbated with it or something."

"Gross, Avery. I wasn't thinking anything like that. But now I am." She steps up and reaches behind me, and for a second, I think she might be pulling me into her. Bringing me closer for a kiss. Her hand slides under the waistband of my pants, but then she pulls it right back out. "Seriously? Now you're wearing my panties?" She shoves me so hard my butt collides with the edge of the counter.

"No. These are mine."

"Your panties?"

I know I need to be compassionate because she's going through just as much as I am, but I can't keep up with the twists in her thoughts. "Yeah? Why would I wear yours?"

"Why would you have panties?" She screams the question so loud I wince. "You're a normal man. At least, I thought you were. What else don't I know about you? Are you even attracted to me? Do you fantasize about fucking some man when you're having sex with me?"

"Where is all this coming from? I love you. I only think of you when we have sex. You're the only person I've fantasized about since I first met you. Not some man. Just, no, Caroline. Stop being stupid. I know this is hard, but that's no excuse to treat me like this. I'm going through it too."

Her jaw tightens and her head cocks back as she clenches her fists. "Stupid?" She's on the other side of the island now, but I can hear her breathing. "Stupid? We both need to get away. I'm going to go... somewhere. I don't know where. But I want you gone when I get back. Understand?"

"Caroline—"

"No! Gone. You've got thirty minutes to pack your shit. I don't want to look at you right now. Just go please, Avery. Please, just go."

She grabs her keys from the kitchen counter and heads out. The door slams so hard that it rattles the window above the sink, and I collapse against the counter.

[image: ]


Everything is half hidden behind a veil as I pull a suitcase from the basement and stuff my clothes into it. I don't pay attention to what I grab. I couldn't see it even if I tried. I just take from my drawers, my part of the closet, trying to get a mix of pants and shirts to get me through a couple of days. Enough to give Caroline time to work through this. I know Gia said Caroline would mourn and it would be painful, but I expected tears. Sobbing. Not this.

It might be silly, but I drive to the closest hotel. I want to be as near as possible when Caroline tells me to come back home. A difference of five minutes will seem like an eternity when it happens. Unfortunately, it's not the nicest one I could have chosen. The bedspread looks like it's been washed hundreds of times. The dated burgundy and forest colors are faded to a pale patina. But at least they're clean, I tell myself as I lie back on the bed and stare at the popcorn ceiling. To the right, a smoke alarm hangs down like a cream-colored stalactite. Its red light blinks an interminably slow beat. Unlike my life, which is rushing away from me. I just need something I can grab hold of to buy me a little more time.

After an hour of studying the ceiling, plotting courses through its bumps and fissures, I roll over and take my phone from the nightstand. I know she told me to be patient, but I need more information. I text Gia to set up an appointment. She texts back almost immediately to tell me she's saved a time for me today at four.

I wait around the hotel for a couple more hours, but then I can't take any more. My nervous energy practically lifts me from the bed, and I toss my suitcase up onto it. I need to change clothes before I see Gia. As I peel them off, I'm tempted to throw away the outfit I was wearing. To burn it like it's contaminated, like it's the reason Caroline kicked me out. I settle for tossing it violently into a corner and hoping that the force of the hit knocks off the corruption. I also pray that it doesn't pick up roaches or bedbugs or whatever critters live in the corners of old hotels. Then I step into the shower.

I can't tell if the tiles are old or if they're just beige, but everything in here looks clean. No mold on the grout lines, no stray hairs leftover from the last person who stayed here. And the water is instantly hot. Kettle hot. I let it singe my skin before turning it down. I left in such a hurry that I forgot to pack any of my own soap or shampoo, so I pop the cap on the hotel shampoo and pour some into my hand. It smells like lemon, and I take my time working it through my hair just so I can enjoy the smell longer. The conditioner smells the same, and when I'm finished washing my hair, I pull it down to cover my face so the scent will stay with me while I wash the rest of my body.

When I finally step out of the shower, the entire bathroom is engulfed by flowing white clouds of steam. I watch them as I dry. They swirl around each movement that I make, but they don't seem to dissipate. I twist my hair into a towel and wave my hand through the air in front of me as I make my way to the mirror. A magician performing a trick. A sorcerer casting a spell. A dying man taking a little joy while he still can.

With the cheap wall-mounted hair dryer, it seems to take twice as long as usual to dry my hair, but once it's finished, I give it one last brush and head back into the room. I take the first pair of underwear I find—a lacy purple pair that is more appropriate for date night—and then just pick a plain orange t-shirt and a pair of jeans. Both are a struggle to pull on over my still damp skin. Before slipping into a pair of sneakers, I look at myself in the full-length mirror mounted to the closet door. I toss my dark brown hair over one shoulder and then the other before deciding to pull it back into a ponytail.

Once I'm in the car, I realize I don't have as much extra time as I thought I did. Just twenty minutes to get to Gia's. I pull up her address in the map app, and it tells me I'll be there right at 4. I back out of the parking spot, glad I didn't wait longer to get ready and wondering what happened to the time I thought I had. I chuckle under my breath. That is probably going to be a theme for the rest of my life.

Gia is sitting at the table waiting for me when I walk in. Everything looks exactly the same as yesterday, and a surge of anger flows through me. How can this all be the same when everything else has changed? How can there not be some mark left here?

"Sit my dear." Her words are soft and pull me away from my thoughts and toward her. The gentle and almost unnoticed tug of gravity. "Tell me how you are."

I sit across from her and try to smile before stopping myself. I don't have to put on the brave face with her. "Terrible. I—" the rest of the sentence catches in my throat, stuck on emotions that I thought I had shoved down.

"I told you she would need time," Gia says. "That it would be painful."

"Tell me what to do."

She shakes her head. "This is brand new to me. I'm watching a cake being baked, but I don't know the recipe. We just have to trust that the chef knows what she's doing. And from what I can see, she does. So what you need to do is to be patient." She leans back in her chair and examines me with a smile. "Live the life you've been given. You're on the path you need to be, and you've taken more steps than you realize. Just keep following what's in front of you."

"Like I have a choice." I roll my eyes. "And what about Caroline?"

Gia reaches across the table to take my hand. Not examining it, just holding it the way a friend might. "My dear, going forward is a choice. Caroline will be back. Keep moving, and she will come to you."


CHAPTER FOUR



Caroline: I'm ready to talk. Come over tonight at 7?

I don't know how many times I took the phone out to re-read the message. It seems like I did it at least every 15 minutes at work. And then from 5pm until now, I might as well have kept my phone on constantly. The screen was always on. The phone propped so I could see it. I needed to reassure myself that it was real. It wasn't a dream that I would soon wake up from.

As I pull into the driveway—our driveway—I look one more time. "I'm ready to talk." It could mean anything. As soon as I saw it, my heart fluttered, but my stomach sank. Maybe she's ready for me to come back. Maybe she's telling me it's over. I've tried comforting myself by remembering that Gia said Caroline would be back. When she told me that, it sounded positive, but was it? What if she didn't mean that Caroline would come back to our relationship? What if she just meant I would see her again? Caroline needs time to mourn so she can find peace, Gia said. What if finding her peace means cutting me out of her life before the end? Can I blame her if she doesn't want to be around me when things get bad?

I blow out a breath and look in the rearview mirror. A strand of hair has flipped from the left side of my part to the right. I tuck it back into place and close my eyes. This is a good thing. This is a good thing. I repeat it aloud over and over, only half believing it. But that half is 1000% more than I had this morning, so I push open the door and walk up the front sidewalk.

Maybe I should have gone in through the garage like I've done every day for the last six years, but it doesn't feel right. Neither does ringing the doorbell, though. So I walk up to the front door and knock lightly. The raps are so quiet that I'm sure she can't hear them, but a few seconds later, the door swings open anyway.

"Hey, I thought you would just come in—oh, Avery?" She starts to take a step back so I can walk into the small foyer, but then she freezes and her jaw drops. Her eyes move slowly down from my head to the floor. "You look... um, you didn't work today?"

There's just enough room for me to get past her, so I walk in. The heels of my shoes click on the ceramic tiles. "No, I worked." That's what made the timing of her text today so strange. I've been at this company for almost four years, and that entire time I've been a market researcher. The money has been good, but four years of staying on the same wrung was wearing on me. The job I loved so much at first started to become a drag. But a couple of weeks ago, my manager announced that she was leaving at the end of the month. I knew I could do what she had been doing, but I didn't even think of applying. Not until I first met Gia two weeks ago.

Everything with Caroline blew up right away, so I never had a chance to tell her. But I had my interview this morning, and I'm pretty sure they're going to give the job to me. As soon as I walked out of the meeting with HR and the vice-president of marketing, I wanted to call Caroline. I needed someone to celebrate my victory with. But I couldn't. I didn't know if she would want to hear from me. Then, just an hour later, her text came.

"Did you change afterward?"

I laugh and adjust my purse strap on my shoulder. "I wanted to. I wanted to go back to the hotel and clean up and wear something a little nicer, but I just ended up driving around. I was too nervous to do anything else. I hope this is okay?" I motion down to my outfit. A plain white V-neck blouse, dark sea-green pants, and taupe mules with a two-inch heel. I knew I should have worn something else. Maybe that glittery black top I found in my suitcase the other day. Something to let her know that she's more than just an afterthought on my way home from work.

"No, no. It's..." She moves past me and sits on the white armchair. She fell in love with it as soon as we saw it in the store, but has hated it ever since. It's pretty, and somehow less comfortable than sitting on a concrete bench. "How are your coworkers treating you? Is anyone giving you a hard time?"

I look at her for a second, searching for a clue about what she means. Then I sit on the couch across from her. I set my purse beside me, but don't lean back. Since she's sitting in that chair, I'm not sure if I'm supposed to be uncomfortable as well. "A hard time about what? I've only told Jarrien and Rach about us. Just that we have issues we need to work through. Nothing more than that. And they've both been great. With everyone else, it's the same as always."

"No one's said anything about this? Or that?" She points to my clothes and then to my face. "I mean, I hope not. You deserve to be happy, and if this..." I wait, but she doesn't finish her thought.

"About my outfit? Is it bad? It's just like the clothes everyone else wears. At least I thought so?"

"I just wasn't expecting any of this. Even after I saw you in—" I raise an eyebrow and look at her, but she waves me off. "Never mind me. I'm proud of you. Do you know anymore about... that thing the psychic told you?"

That thing Gia told me. "That I'm going to die soon?" I shake my head. The thought has been a scar. Always there, and no matter what I do, I can't make it go away or even hide it. But it's been fifteen days since Gia told me. Exactly two weeks since Caroline kicked me out. And even though the thought has been there constantly, I don't let myself dwell on it. I don't have as long as I want, but I still have my life and I'm going to make the most of every second I can. "I don't feel any different. So I wonder if maybe it's going to be an accident instead of an illness. I'm trying to be more careful, but she told me there's nothing I can do. So I guess there's not really a point. I just have to hope for the best. Kind of like I've been doing with you."

"With me?"

"I know you needed time, and I've tried to respect that. But, I don't know, I guess I hope this is a good sign? That you wanted to see me."

She drops her head into her hand and sighs. "Avery." She stares at her feet for a few seconds, then finally moves to the couch and sits beside me.

I want to throw my arm around her and pull her against me, sitting the way we always do when we watch television. But that was all before. I keep my arms tight to my sides, my hands resting on my lap.

"I promised I would always love you, and I meant that. I will. No matter what you do or who—" She runs her hand through my hair. "Is this real?"

I snort. "My hair? Did you think it was a wig?"

She scoots to the edge of the cushion and twists to look at me head-on. "It is. But that's not possible. Is it? Does that mean these..." She extends one finger and pokes the side of my chest, pressing in and then pulling away, letting it spring back. "Avery, what the hell is going on? This is not—there's no way." She stands and walks to the other side of the room. "Tell me what this is. Am I losing it? I have to be losing it. This isn't. This isn't. No, no, no. This isn't." She presses her palms to her cheeks. It puffs her lips out like a goldfish mouth.

"Caroline, what's wrong, babe?" I walk to her, but she doesn't look at me until I grab her arms and force her to face me. "Caroline?"

She laughs, but her eyes remain wide. "This. This is. This." She just repeats it over and over, not stopping until I wrap my arms around her and squeeze her as hard as I can.

"It's me, babe. I've got you. You're okay."

For a second, she tries to pull back from me, but I don't let her. Then she collapses against me. "This doesn't make sense." She takes several loud breaths. "I need to see you, if that's okay. Your body. Can you take this off for me?"

I chuckle, assuming this is all a joke that I just don't understand yet, but when she doesn't say anything else, I know she's serious. "Well, I guess it wouldn't be the first time you've seen me naked." I drop my arms from her and take a step back.

"I'm not so sure about that," she says.

I step out of my shoes. Even though they only have a two-inch heel, I feel so much shorter without them. My eyes are level with Caroline's, and I smile as I look across at her. She's motionless except for the thumb and index finger of her right hand pulling and twisting her lower lip. Of all the ways I imagined this going, none of them involved me stripping for her in the middle of the living room while she watched like I was putting on a show. Her eyes follow my hands as I move them to the fabric belt at my waist. I untie its bow and let the ends dangle down the front of each leg. "Do you care if I close these?" I hook a thumb behind me and point to the drapes on the front window. The summer sun is still bright outside, so no one could see in unless they walk up to the windows, but I feel like I'm on display with the curtains wide open.

She stares at my waist for a second longer. No, not my waist, a little lower. Then, with a jolt, she looks back at my face. "Right. Sorry. I'll get them." She moves past me and pulls them shut. The room becomes a milky yellow that seems too heavy for early evening. "We need lights."

I nod as she walks to the switch beside the door to the dining room. I remember installing that switch. It took me three days, and Caroline was convinced I would end up burning the house down, but I finally got it to work. It amazed me how proud I was of something so small, but that was the first time this house truly seemed like ours. It wasn't like the apartments before. We had put our own stamp on this, even if it was just an overhead light with a switch.

"Better?" she asks.

I bite my lip hard to drive away the memories of before. The fact that she's asking me to undress for her has to be a good sign, but I don't want to get ahead of myself. I don't want to get my hopes up just to find out that this is nothing. "Better. Do you want me to keep going?"

She doesn't say anything. She just moves next to me. Her hands tug on the bottom of my blouse, freeing it from my pants. "Lift your arms," she says, and I do. She takes another half step closer, and now I can feel the heat from her body next to mine. She lifts the shirt over my head. Her breasts press against my chest, and my lungs seize. When she has the shirt off of me, she tosses it to the side. I keep my arms up and she runs her fingers down their lengths. Down my sides. I have to force air in and out. "You're wearing a bra."

It seems so obvious I don't know if I should respond to her. I don't know if I can.

She reaches around me, and we're pressed tight now. Our bodies fit together so perfectly that they should be one. The last two weeks without her, my body hasn't been the same. My skin quakes against hers. My muscles tremble. "May I?" she asks.

"Please." I can't muster more than a whisper. I don't even know what she's talking about. I don't care. She can do anything she wants to me at this moment. Slice me open and rip out my heart, and I'll stand with a smile, begging for me. I gasp when I feel her fingers tickle my back. Then my bra comes loose. The sudden weight pulling down on my chest is unfamiliar but comforting.

Caroline's hands follow the loosened band around to my chest, where she slips her hands under the slack cups. Her fingers are fire, and I can't decide if I want to pull away from it or lean into it. "I've never touched a woman like this before." She cups her palms around my flesh and kneads it. The breaths I was able to regain escape in a long moan.

"I'm not—" Oh fuck! Her fingers catch my nipples, and she circles around them again and again, and as weak as my legs are, I'm sure it's just a matter of seconds before I'm a heap on the floor. "Oh my God."

"Do you like this?" She presses harder against each nipple, and I purr and have to throw my arms around her. My nails dig into her back as I use her to hold myself upright. "I've never even thought of doing this with a woman," she says.

"I'm not..." Breathing used to be the simplest thing in the world. Air would flow in and out, and I never gave it a thought. I never had to push and pull it with as much force as I do now. But her touch has collapsed my lungs. It's paralyzed my diaphragm. "...a woman." I finally finish my thought, but it's been so long I don't know what it means. Just random words.

She pulls her hands away, and the absence is painful. I almost cry out to her. I want to take her hands in mine and put them back in place, never letting them go. I watch her eyes as she looks down at my belly. My waist. And her hands are back on me. They follow behind her gaze and move from my ribs to my belly button to my pants. "Show me." She doesn't wait for me to respond. She tugs at the waistband. Pulls it below my hips, to the middle of my thighs, and lets it go. My pants drop to the floor. Their rustle is as loud as a curtain cascading down to a stage. "So pretty." She glides two fingers down the front of my pale blue panties. "Are you sure you're not a woman?"

Her fingers slip between my legs. I whimper and clench my thighs tight, trying to trap her fingers and hold them there forever. "Caroline, please." I don't even know what I'm begging her for. I just know I need something. I need her.

"Oh, you still have a little surprise hidden away for me." Her fingers brush against the tip of my dick, tucked back between my legs and harder than it's ever been. The touch is too much, and I stumble backward. One step, then another, hoping the backs of my legs find the couch before they give out. And just when they can't go anymore, when my body is crumpling, they do, and I fall back onto the cushions and stare into Caroline's face. Her mouth is twisted. Its left side pinched between her teeth. Her brown eyes are almost black now. Burning cinders that are going to engulf me.

My mouth opens a little more with each step that she takes toward me. When she is in front of me, she drops to her knees, and I'm panting. "Please?" I ask her.

She nods and slides her hand between my legs. Stretching the elastic around my legs and wriggling her hand under my panties. My dick feels like it's going to burst as she pulls it free and then scratches a fingernail down its length. Then she clasps her fingers around it and pulls. Her palm sticks to me, and there's a stabbing pain as the skin of my dick stretches more than it was ever intended to. But I moan. The combination of pleasure and pain taking me to an edge I've never been to before. And she moves her hand up and down my length, tugging the skin, burning it, I step closer and closer to that cliff, and my moans grow louder. And then I fall. My body shutters, and I can feel the warmth of my cum filling the front of my panties. Her hand is slick with it now, and she keeps pumping it. My body throbs with each stroke. And finally, I can't take any more. I hold a shaky hand over hers, and she stops and looks into my eyes.

"I think I liked that," she says.

I giggle, and then it turns into a full laugh. I'm sprawled sideways on the couch, too lost in the afterglow to move or to even form words, and she only thinks she liked it?

"I think I like this version of you." She lays across me, and her lips find mine. We stay like that for the rest of the evening.


CHAPTER FIVE



We wake up in the morning wrapped in each other's arms. In the same bed for the first time in two weeks. Neither of us wants to move until our blood-deprived limbs tingle so much we can't stay in place another second. But even once we move and restore the circulation, we lie staring at each other. I find patterns in her freckles. Move my eyes along the curve of her jaw and her neck. Stare at her upper lip as it bounces almost imperceptibly with each beat of her heart. And I try to decide what part of her I love the most. The eyebrows that seem to be in a perpetual quirk? Her perfectly formed earlobes? The way her neck twitches when she laughs? I can't decide. Even the tiny pimple on the side of her chin is so precious that I can stare at it forever.

"Let's go out tonight." she's the first to break our silence. "To celebrate."

"Celebrate what?" I snort. "I don't know how much time I have left. I don't really think I have much reason to party."

She takes my hand and winds her fingers through mine. "Celebrate us coming back to each other. Finding ourselves when we didn't even know we were lost." Her eyes cloud over for a split second. She closes them and turns away. "And if I am going to lose you, every second we have left together is worth a celebration."

We both know it's a cheesy line. Normally we would laugh at it, but today, I hear her voice break as she says it. My vision goes blurry as tears try to sweep across my eyes. I take a deep breath and blink them away. "What do you have in mind?"

Her lips curl up into a smile. "Queso Loco."

I pause for a second for her to tell me she's joking, but when she doesn't, I laugh. "Of all the places in town, that's where you want to go tonight?" The restaurant is famous for being cheap but somehow still too expensive for what you get. When I was in college, all my friends called it Queso Agua because the queso dip is so watery it drips right off the tortilla chips.

"It's where we had our first date. I'll always love it just because of that." She rolls back to face me and kisses the tip of my nose.

I sigh. She could ask me to go with her to the county dump, and I would do it. "Okay."

Eventually we get out of bed, but neither of us goes far from the other. We follow each other around the house, afraid that if the other gets too far out of our sight, they might just disappear forever. Finally, after a day of binging the first two seasons of Eddington Park, an English drama set in an 18th century hospital, it's time to get ready.

We each shower like usual, but Caroline stops me when I pull open my dresser drawer. "Let me pick." She flips through my underwear like they're pages in a book and finally chooses a pair for me—pink with a lace front. She bunches them and holds them in front of me while I step into them. Then she pulls them up my legs, trailing her fingers along my skin behind them and smoothing the silky fabric into place with her palms. Her hands wrap around my ass and back to my front, where she pauses. "I'm not sure what to do with this." She cups her hand over my testicles. The heat flows through the rest of my body.

"I'll take care—"

"No. Just tell me what to do."

I blow out a breath. I want to argue with her, but with her hands holding me, it's hard to think straight. "Press them up. My, um… those." Testicles. Balls. For some reason, I can't say it.

"Like this?"

I wince as she uses a little too much force to push inside me. "Yeah. Then you have to pull my... other thing back while keeping them pressed up. It can be kinda tricky."

She wraps her right hand around my dick and pulls it backward, between my legs. It wants to swell under her touch. I want it to swell. But she's too quick. It's pulled tight. The skin of its top is stretched. "Does that feel okay?" she asks as she pulls my panties back into place.

I shift my legs and then rub a hand between them. Everything stays in place and feels as smooth as if it was never there. "It's perfect. Do you know how long it took me to be able to get it right?"

She cocks her head to the side. "I guess I'm just better than you." She sticks her tongue out. "Ready for this?" She holds a plain white bra in front of me and waits for me to raise my arms.

"Shouldn't I wear a matching bra? What will my date think when she sees this?" I tease her.

"She'll think you're very presumptuous to assume the date is going to go that far. But on the off-chance it does, she'll think you're a woman who likes looking sexy but who also doesn't want to be poked and pinched by underwires all night."

I feel my cheeks flush. "Not a woman." It seems like we've been through this so many times already.

"Sorry. You know what I mean. Now let's finish getting you dressed. I can't wait to show you off." I hold my arms out, and she slips the bra onto my shoulders. Once she clasps it behind my back, she cups my breasts in her hands and massages them through the bra. "It's important to get these just right, you know. Otherwise, they could be uncomfortable."

"Mmm, I definitely don't want them to be uncomfortable." I pinch my eyes closed and roll my head backward.

"No, you definitely don't."

She's already dressed, but I touch her right breast through her dress, circling my finger until her moan tells me I've found her nipple. I move around it slowly, and her breathing gets heavier.

"We need to..."

"We need to what?" I pinch her nipple just as she starts to answer, and she squeals. It feels good to drive the words from her mind for once. But before I can even smirk, she twists both of my nipples, and my knees almost give out. "Holy shit."

"I have years of experience playing with nipples. That's just the tip of what I know. Now, should we call a truce and finish getting you ready?"

Part of me wants to say no. A big part. Most of me. I want to stay here all night while she shows me everything she knows, and then I can try my new skills on her and see what she thinks of my techniques.

"I can tell what you're thinking, and the answer is no."

"You don't know. It could have been completely innocent."

"The tops of your ears are red, and your right eye is squinted. I know what that means. Dinner first. Then you can have dessert."

I scrunch my face at her. "You're no fun."

"We'll see about that. When we get back. Now, slip this over your head." It's a plain dress. Purple with white flowers vining across it. Nothing special at all. But I've never worn a dress before. I wouldn't tonight either, if Caroline hadn't picked it out for me. But as soon as she tugs it in place on my shoulders and I feel its bottom swirling around my legs, I wonder why I've never worn one before. Why wouldn't I wear them all the time?

As I step into the same mules I wore yesterday, she takes a step back to look at me. "Are you sure you don't want to wear any makeup?"

I tilt my head and stare at her. "Makeup is for girls, so obviously not." Now that I'm not swinging my hips from side to side, the dress falls limp and stops twirling around my legs.

Caroline tilts her head at the same angle as mine and then looks me up and down before shaking her head. "Then grab your purse, my beautiful husband, and let's go get some mediocre Mexican food."
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The restaurant is packed. We have to wait in a line just to get to the host's stand. When we get there, she gives us the option of waiting 45 minutes for the possibility of a table or sitting at the bar. We both immediately tell her we'll take the bar.

Even at the bar, we take two of the last stools. They're pushed against the wall, but it gives us a view of the entire restaurant. There are green and white and red streamers strung across the ceiling. Sugar skulls with yellow, orange, turquoise, and pink trim dot the walls. And with the mariachi music playing so loud that we have to yell to hear each other, there's no doubt this is a Mexican restaurant. Or at least something trying very hard to be a Mexican restaurant.

I'm looking around the room—every table is filled with either a family here for the cheap food or a group of college students here for the three-dollar margaritas—when the bartender comes up to us. "Hola señoritas. What can I get for you two enchanting ladies?"

I spin to face him, ready to tell him that I am neither a señorita nor a lady, but I freeze as soon as we make eye contact. His bright blue eyes dance under the light of the neon beer signs. His pale skin is made darker by the stubble on his cheeks. Stubble that causes my hand to flex, wishing it could rub across it and feel its prickly tickle. When he notices that my stare is more than just a stare, he winks and leans across the bar to get closer to me. The damp dishtowel on his shoulder swings as he props himself on his elbows. He watches me for so long that I almost forget there's anyone else here. Then his gaze moves to Caroline before coming back to me.

"I don't remember seeing you here before, and I would have definitely remembered." His mouth curves into something wild. "First round is on the house, so what'll it be?"

"I-I'll—"

"I'll have a peach margarita," Caroline says. Her voice is sharp. "And my wife will have a strawberry margarita." Her stress on the word "wife" is unmistakable, and from the grin that spreads across the bartender's face, I know he heard it too.

"Coming right up, my lovelies." He winks again and clicks his tongue before turning away from us. I can't take my eyes off him as he walks to the other end of the bar. Halfway there, he takes the towel from his right shoulder and whips it to his left. Then he looks back at me. I blush as I'm caught watching him, but I still can't stop.

Caroline says something, but with the noise and my focus being twenty feet away, I don't hear it. "Earth to Avery." She snaps her fingers in front of my face, and I look at her. "I said, is it possible for someone to be more stuck on himself?" She rolls her eyes, and I make myself snicker at her judgement.

"Haha, I guess." I look back at the bartender. His shoulders flex as he pours tequila into a silver shaker. I force myself to look away before he catches me again, and when I do, I notice Caroline staring at me.

"Are you feeling okay? You keep spacing out on me. We can go home if you want. I didn't mean to pressure you into coming out like this."

The idea of leaving makes my stomach flip. "No," I say a little too forcefully. "I'm fine. Just a little tired, maybe. But I'm excited to be out with you." I lift her hand to my mouth and kiss it before weaving my fingers through hers, holding it on top of the bar where anyone can see it. "You know how much I love you, right?"

She nuzzles her nose against my cheek and purrs so only I can hear it. "And you know it's not as much as I love you, right?"

I turn to face her and give her a quick kiss. A promise of what will come later. "I still can't wait to get you home. But I've been wondering..."

"Wondering what?" She leans her forehead against mine.

"What's it like to be with a man?"

"To be with a man?" She leans back and studies me. "Avery? Where is this coming from?"

My eyes automatically dart over her shoulder to the bartender. "I don't know. I'm curious what it's like to, you know."

"You mean sex? Are you serious?"

She looks so offended by the thought. "Not for me! Oh, no. Of course not. I was just wondering what it's like when you're with me. I mean, I know how great it is for me, but is it…"

"Is it good for me too?" She smiles, and I blow out the breath I was holding. "It's wonderful for me too."

I grin. "Good. That's what I wanted to hear." I squeeze her hand as I sneak one more glance back to the bartender.


CHAPTER SIX



Gia's room is empty when I walk in, so I sit on the sofa. The fabric has traces of everyone who was here before me. Rough spots from people's pants sliding on the material or from their hands rubbing along it, forming dark trails and swirls as they raised the short nap of the gold fabric. I press my finger into a blank spot and spiral it out to make a pinwheel. I want to keep growing it, but my finger bumps against the piping on the cushion's edge.

"Avery, so good to see you." Gia is wearing a formless green and blue paisley dress that flows down to her bare feet. Her arms are extended out, and it takes me a second to realize she wants to hug me. "How are you, my dear?"

I stand and let her embrace me. Her body is soft and as warm as an oven after cooking dozens of cookies. I could overheat just from being near her for too long. "I'm good. How are you?"

She lets go of me and takes a couple of steps back. "No one comes to see me when they're good. But you look great. That dress is so pretty on you."

I blush as I look down. It's really nothing special. A tangerine orange dress with a ruffled hemline just above my knees. I wanted something cute but casual for today. Something one can wear to both the grocery store and to the psychic, who will remind them that they're going to die soon. "Thanks."

I take my usual seat at the table, smoothing my dress as she sits across from me and holding my hand out for her. She takes it and presses into the meaty flesh at the base of my thumb. Then she pulls her finger away and stares as my blood flows back into the dimple that she created. A line forms across her forehead as she studies something that I can't see. Then it disappears as she raises her head and smiles. "You're troubled, but I don't need my curse to tell me that. What's bothering you, my dear?"

I snort. "Aside from the obvious?"

"Aside from that."

The breath catches in my lungs, and I have to force it out. "What do you see when you look at my hand?" I lean back in my chair to wait for her answer, but it never comes. Her too-light eyes stay on mine. Her closed mouth is still in a smile but with no sign of opening. I swipe a hand between us, erasing my question. "That was a bad way of saying it. I mean, do you see anything changing for me? Not about the end, although I really hope you see changes in that. But other than that, do you see anything?"

Gia's face doesn't change, and I think she's going to ignore this question too, but then she rocks back in her seat and laughs. "You are a whirlwind of changes, but you're thinking of something specific. Tell me."

"No, it's—" her gaze is suddenly too much for me, and I have to look away. "Fine. It's guys." I look at her again to wait for her answer, but she just shrugs.

"Guys? That's almost the opposite of specific. I think it will do good for you to say what you're thinking. Sometimes when you hear your own thoughts, they aren't nearly as scary as they seem."

I stand and walk to the window overlooking the front lawn. There's a tree outside with small pink flowers planted around its base. They're pretty, and I wish I knew more about flowers so I would know what kind they are. "Do you live here?" I've wondered about it since I first came here, but even now the question is just a way to put off the answer I'm afraid to hear.

"Avery." I don't have to look back to imagine her hands going to her hips and her head cocking to one side.

The curtain sways from the long breath I blow out. "I still love my wife, and I'm still very much attracted to her. But I've started to have other thoughts too. About..."

"About men," she finishes once it's obvious that I won't be able to. "Honey, come here." She holds both her hands out, palms up, and I go back to the table, putting my hands in hers as I sit down. "There are changes whipping all around you, and this is the one that catches your attention? Just as well. Yes, my dear, to answer the question that you're still too scared to ask, that is normal. Not every woman feels that way, but most of us are attracted to men in one way or another."

"Yeah, that's normal for women, but I've never felt like this before. Ever. And I'm obviously not a woman."

She sucks in a breath and holds it for a second. "Aren't you?" She brings her hands together, sandwiching mine between them. "What are you wearing?"

I look down. "A dress, but that doesn't—"

"What else?"

"Just my normal underwear."

"Your normal panties and bra?" she asks.

I shift, suddenly aware of the bra pulled taut across my ribs. "Yeah?"

"And under those normal underwear, what would I find?"

My breasts and... my dick? Is it even fair to call it that? It's so small it might as well not even be there. So small that no one would look at it and think that I'm a man. So what does that make me?

"My dear, this is ending soon. And when it does, all the confusion will be gone. But until then, you still have this life to live, and I suggest you do it without worrying about what's normal and what isn't. Those aren't questions that any of us should ask, let alone someone in your situation."

"But I—"

She rubs my hands between hers like she's trying to warm me after being outside in the cold. "Now go live it. Stop being afraid."
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The restaurant is exactly the same, but it feels completely different. There are only a few people scattered throughout the normally packed room. One older couple and two girls who are either getting an early start on their Margarita Monday or continuing their day drinking well into the late afternoon. The sign on the host stand tells me to please seat myself, but I don't want a table. I'm not here for food.

I look toward the bar. There's only one man sitting there. He's bobbing his head up and down while he drinks something brown on the rocks. Stationed a few feet away is the bartender. Seeing him today makes my heart tumble and clomp in my chest, just like it did Saturday night. Each irregular beat is a warning for me to turn around. An alarm screaming that I'm about to make a mammoth mistake. I take the same seat against the wall.

He grins as he walks up to me, but when he's just a few feet away, his entire face brightens. "Hola, mi amiga." It's like he's required to start every conversation with basic, terribly accented Spanish. "Will your lovely wife be joining us shortly, or do I have the pleasure of you all to myself this afternoon?"

"Just me," I shrug. His smile turns almost animalistic and my heart beats even faster, somehow recognizing that I just became prey to this man. And it's exactly what I want to be.

"Then what can I get you? Another... don't tell me." He holds a finger up. "A strawberry margarita." He's obviously pleased that he remembered my order. And with the number of customers he served that night, I'm impressed too.

But I shake my head. "Just a water today please."

He looks almost offended.

"I didn't come back for the drinks," I say, and just like that, the same stalking smile sweeps across his face and his eyebrows shoot up.

He leans across the bar until his mouth is just inches away from mine. "I know it's not for the salsa either," he whispers. "Because that comes from the same jar you can get at any grocery store. Do I dare think that I'm the reason you came back?"

I clench my hands tight to my chest. What do I say? I'm here because my psychic basically told me I should shoot my shot? Oh, and by the way, please ignore the fact that I'm happily married and obviously don't mention this to my wife if you ever see her? I settle for "I don't even know your name."

"And I don't know yours." He sweeps a finger across the back of my hand, and my entire body shivers. "So, should we get to know each other better?"

Every part of my body is screaming yes. I want to know every inch of him, and I want him to know every nook of me. I want us to spend the entire night learning each other. I bite the inside of my cheek so hard I can taste the iron of my blood. It would be so easy to say yes. So easy to convince him to get someone else to cover for him while we go out back to his car. So easy to give in. "I can't." I pull in a long breath. He moves back slightly, but holds his finger against my hand. "I want to so badly, but I... I shouldn't have come. I'm sorry. I'm happy."

He stands up straight, and I can tell that he's not convinced by my proclamation.

"I'm so happy with Caroline. How could I have ever thought of coming here? What is wrong with me?" I bound off the barstool toward the exit. I hear its legs thud against the floor as it wobbles behind me, but I don't look back. What was I thinking?


CHAPTER SEVEN



I want to sneak in. I hope Caroline will be reading in the living room, or, even better, watching television, so I can slip in and go upstairs without her even noticing me. Then once I have time to get myself together, I can come down and joke about how she was so engrossed in whatever she was doing that she didn't even hear me come in. Instead, she's standing in the kitchen, just two feet away as I push open the door. My vision is blurred by my tears, but I'd recognize her even if I were blind.

"Babe, what's wrong?" She's next to me before I even close the door. Her left hand is on my arm while the other circles around me and pulls me into her.

I try to blubber out a "nothing," but the way she's holding me and the way my throat has swollen shut don't let out anything more than a sob.

That just makes her hold me tighter as she nudges me to one of the chairs at the kitchen island. She finally lets go long enough to sit me down and then grabs my hands. "I'm right here. Whenever you're ready, tell me what happened."

I blink as fast as I can, and after a few seconds, I finally get the upper hand over the tears. I can see Caroline now. She's wearing the light grey sweatshirt that she's had since college. Somehow, the print has barely faded over the years. Seeing it brings the tears right back. "That damn sweatshirt lasted longer than me."

"What are you talking about?" She holds my hand to her mouth and rests her lips against it. Each warm exhale that flows out of her nose is a reminder that she's still there. That I'm still here.

"I'm so stupid." I roll my head back and stare at the ceiling fan. The blades draw a wobbling circle above us.

Her hand on my cheek causes me to look at her. "That's one of those statements I can't respond to until I know what you're talking about. We both know there are plenty of times when you've been stupid, so if you think I'm going to automatically tell you that you're not, then you're, well..."

"Stupid."

"Exactly."

We both giggle. "I love you. You know how much, right?"

She nods, but her jaw tightens. She's obviously expecting me to deliver bad news. I suppose countless cheating spouses have begun their confessions by saying how much they love their partner. And now I join their ranks. I tell her everything. The way looking at the bartender made me feel Saturday, my visit with Gia, my return trip to the restaurant to test my attraction today. There are several times when I almost break down. Each time, she squeezes my hand, and I make it through to the end, watching her for some response.

"You didn't drag him to the buck room and fuck him?" she asks after I finish. "And you didn't let him take you right there on the bar, right?"

"Don't joke about it. I wanted to. When he touched me, I almost could have given in."

She kisses me and pulls me up from the stool. My legs are weak, and I hang on to her. "Meh. 'Almost coulda sorta thought about maybe doing it' doesn't really impress me. You'll have to try harder if you want to bring out my jealous rage. Now come with me."

"Caroline—"

"Stop beating yourself up. You thought a guy was hot. You even flirted with him a little. But when he went too far, you stopped. Because of me. That's all any partner can ask. Being married doesn't take away your desires. It's not realistic for either of us to expect that."

"Does that mean there have been other guys?"

She stops pulling on my hand. We're almost at the top of the stairs. "Did you not hear a thing I just said? Since I met you, there have probably been hundreds of guys I was attracted to. But I never did a thing with a single one of them. And I never would. You're the only girl for me." She leans down to peck my cheek and then tugs on my hand again.

"I'm not a—"

"Avery, quit trying to find reasons to feel sorry for yourself. I love you. You love me. As far as I'm concerned, you're perfect. Now take that dress off. Your bra too."

I drop my hand from hers and look at our bed. I should be flattered that she wants me like this even after what I just told her. "I don't know if that's a good idea right now." I don't know if I could even do anything other than lie there like a wet washcloth.

Caroline sighs and makes sure I see her roll her eyes. "I'm asking you to take off your dress, not strap on a dildo and fuck me into oblivion. Now get it off."

I watch her walk to the dresser, where she opens the second drawer on my side. She pulls out a nightgown and turns back to face me. The look on her face makes it clear that she expects me to be undressed, so I hurry and take off my dress and bra. When they're on the floor beside me, she comes up to me and slips the nightgown over my head. The silky fabric falls right into place. Then she takes my hand again and pulls me to the bed. "Let's just lay here together for a while." We don't even bother to move the blanket, we just lie on top of it. She's behind me with her arm around my waist, pulling me tight to her. I stroke a finger down her arm, close my eyes and, even though I try to hold it off, I fall asleep.
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The room is dark when I wake up. I roll over to look at Caroline, but she's not there. Suddenly, the room is too cold, and I shiver as I climb from the bed and look around. There's no sign that she was ever here. I peek around the corner to our bathroom, but she's not there, so I head down the stairs.

"Caroline?" I call out as soon as my foot hits the carpet of the living room, but there's no answer. Everything is quiet. Everything is off except for the one light in the corner that we keep on until we go to bed. My mind runs through a hundred scenarios. She went out for ice cream. She remembered she needs gas in her car before tomorrow. She left me forever. I'm looking for my phone so I can call her when I hear the garage door open. My heart races as I pad to the kitchen. I have to put my hands on the counter to hold myself up. She came home, I tell myself. That means she didn't leave me. It's undeniably true, but my stomach refuses to believe it. It twists itself around and around until I don't know if it will ever be unknotted. By the time the door opens, I'm so nervous I'm dancing from one foot to the other. Someone looking at me might think I'm in line for a bathroom and not going to make it to my turn.

"Oh, you're up." She flashes a look behind her and then smiles too broadly at me.

"Where did you go?"

She walks to my side and kisses me. "I had to run an errand." She spins me so I'm facing the half-open door to the garage, and then takes my hand in hers. "Roberto?"

I look at Caroline, but the swinging door catches my eye. I stare at it, not believing what I'm seeing.

"It's actually Rob." The bartender from Queso Loco walks in. "The fake Mexican stuff helps with tips at the bar." He looks around the kitchen quickly before his eyes settle on me. His cheeks are pink, like he's a little embarrassed. It's cute to see him without his bravado.

"Surprise," Caroline says. She and Rob both hold out their arms.

I look back and forth between them. "This is your errand? I don't get it."

Caroline moves behind me and wraps her arms around my waist. She nuzzles her mouth into the side of my neck, and I could melt if there wasn't a strange man standing on the other side of our kitchen, watching us. "My girl gets what she wants, and she wants the hot bartender from the city's worst restaurant."

"When I'm feeling really cocky, I tell myself it's probably the worst in the state." Rob laughs. "Go big or go home, right?"

I look down at the crotch of his dark blue jeans. They're so tight there's not much need for imagination to know what's behind them. Caroline and I both giggle at the same time, and I know her eyes traveled the same path mine just did. "Maybe you should let us judge that," she says.

I reach up and put a hand on her cheek. "Are you serious about this?"

"I am. Are you?"

I look back at Rob. His black button-down shirt is stretched tight across his chest. His body makes a perfect inverted triangle, as if it was designed to funnel attention lower. "I am. Are you okay with this, Rob?"

He laughs. His hips swivel as he walks toward us. The arrogance from the bar is back. Coming from anyone else, it would be a turnoff, but it's different with him. A performance instead of his core. "I wouldn't turn down a Monday night full of under-tipping alcoholics for just anything, but for a night with two incredibly sexy women? How could I refuse?"

"I sense some sarcasm," Caroline says. "Could it be that you're more than just a pretty face?"

"I contain multitudes." He puts one hand on each of our hips. Just that touch could make me catch fire. "And I wasn't sarcastic about the 'two sexy women' part. I've never meant anything more."

I turn in Caroline's arms to face her. "Does he know?" Her face, just inches from mine, is blank. "About me. Does he know?"

"That you're gorgeous?" Rob says. "That since I first saw you two, I dreamt of this. That you gave me the most painful erection of my life when you came into my bar today and then left me to suffer in a pair of jeans that are uncomfortably tight, even when I'm not hard. That it's back again, and I either need to get these off or get to a hospital before I do permanent damage."

"You heard the man, Avery. It's practically an emergency that you take those pants off him." She's grinning like she just handed me a birthday present and can't wait for me to unwrap it. Maybe that's what this is.

I look up at Rob—he's at least six inches taller than me—and I swear that when I do, he thrusts his crotch out toward me. I give in. As soon as I touch him, I know that I have to have him. My hands move faster. My fingers tug and pull. The jangle of his belt buckle taunts me and drives me ever faster until I finally unclasp it. Caroline reaches in front of me to pull his belt clear while I unfasten his jeans. I hear the belt whip out of the loops and then crash onto the floor while I tear down his zipper. As soon as I do, his erection almost lunges out of his pants.

"You weren't kidding." I drop to my knees and look up at him. "And red?"

"I like to be just a little different."

I trace the outline of his cock through his red briefs. He gasps, and I lean closer to him. At the bar, he smells like alcohol and citrus. Those scents are still here too, but now there's a muskiness that makes my core clench. I close my eyes and take in the largest breath I can. When I blow it out, I'm on fire with the need for him. I look up to make sure that he's still okay with this, and I see Caroline's hand on his chest. She's working the buttons free with one hand while she kisses him. Both of them moaning. And for a second, I think it shouldn't be so hot to see my wife with another man, but it is.

I hook my fingers under his waistband and yank his underwear down. His cock is caught by the elastic, but it springs right back up. And closer. I swear it moved several inches closer to my mouth. Or maybe my mouth moved closer to it. Either way, I kiss its tip, and Rob and I both moan at the same time. I tentatively wrap my lips around it and suck. He groans, and a hand comes down to the base of his shaft. I think it's his at first, but then I see the long pink nails. Caroline starts pumping him, and I move my mouth in beat with her. She's a director conducting me. Faster and deeper. I follow her lead until I can't see anything except his pubic hairs as I move closer and further from them.

"Wait. Both of you stop." It's Caroline. Her voice sounds distant, but it's just because my mind has gone so far away. Rob and I both freeze, and I'm instantly on edge. "This is for Avery, so I want to make sure she gets exactly what she wants. I'm not sure that giving a blow job on the tile floor of our kitchen is it."

I wipe a string of drool away from my lip and look up at her. "This is fine." My body aches to take his cock back into my mouth. To run my tongue along his length and taste him. But I look up at her, waiting for permission to start again.

"No, she's right. You deserve more than that, beautiful. Take my hand." He holds his hand in front of me, and for a second I think about refusing. But then I take it, and he pulls me to my feet.

"Our bedroom is upstairs." Caroline takes his other hand and pulls him toward the stairs the same way she did with me just a couple of hours ago. I hold on to Rob's hand. The three of us are a daisy chain moving up the stairs to the bedroom. When we're beside the bed, Caroline lets go of Rob's hand and she steps in front of me. "Are you still good with this?"

I nod my head. And she lowers herself. Her hands go under the hem of my nightgown and find the waistband of my panties. She jerks them down in one motion, and the cool room air whips in at tornado speed. A contrast to the burning bright red of my cheeks. "What are you doing?"

Caroline buries her face between my legs and drags her tongue across me. "My girl can't get properly fucked if she has her panties on."

"But my—He'll see. Rob. He... Caroline?" The switch between arousal and panic has flooded me with adrenaline and cortisols, and I'm sure my heart is going to burst. This is how the end comes. I drop back onto the mattress and look at Caroline. If I am going, I want her face to be the last thing I see.

"Babe, it's fine. I've told you before, your pussy is gorgeous. If I weren't too busy licking it or fingering it, I could stare at it for hours."

My pussy? And she's told me this before? I slip a hand between my legs and feel it. First the absence. My dick, so small that we've always called it my clit. Gone. I move my hand lower, expecting to still find it. Like it has just shifted from its normal spot. Moved next door. But it hasn't. There's a mound and—oh God. Just touching it sends a jolt through me, and I jerk my hand away. What is that?

"May I?" Rob moves next to me. I try to look at him, but my eyes won't focus. I have a pussy? That's not right, is it?

Without thinking, I nod. Rob moves between my legs. His cock is lined up perfectly, and he doesn't waste any time moving inside me. I gasp at the first thrust. It feels like my skin is bursting. Like he's splitting me open. But with each pump, the echo of that first pain gets softer and softer, and it's replaced by something different. A feeling of fullness. Sparks shooting up into my belly. My entire body tingles. And then Caroline circles a finger around my nipple.

She's lying beside me. I turn my head to look at her, and she smiles. I think I smile back. I'm not sure. As Rob drives into me over and over and as her finger swirls around my nipple, I'm not sure of anything except that this is the most wonderful I've ever felt. I pinch my eyes closed and try to focus on each individual sensation, but I can't. Each one is a massive wave that spins me and knocks me back, and it's not long before I lose track of myself. I don't know which direction is shore and which is ocean. I don't know where to find safety. I'm not sure safety even exists anymore.

It's only another minute before I'm sucking in breaths between screams. My body sliding further up the bed with each stroke from Rob. My back arched from Caroline's touch. And I finally break. With a shriek, I fall apart. No, I shatter. A million pieces blown apart. My entire body twitches. The muscles of my pussy clench around Rob's cock. Then I feel him shudder and spasm. Grunting over and over until he collapses onto the bed. I stare up, unable to move. Unable to even see anything more than a blur. Caroline on my right and Rob on my left. I can't believe anything could ever feel like that.

I twist my head toward Caroline. The blur changes from white to flesh color, and I know I must be looking at her. "Thank you. That was so incredible, and I love you so much."

The bed shifts on the other side of me. "So, does that mean we can make this a regular Monday evening thing?" Rob asks. Even with my still recovering vision, I can see Caroline roll her eyes.


EPILOGUE


The door creaks open, and I walk in first and look around. Nothing has changed in the two months since I've been here. The gold sofa is still pushed against the far wall. I walk over to it. My pinwheel has been partially obscured by someone sitting on it, but almost half of it is still there. Beside it, there's something new. An S-shaped line flowing from one end of the cushion to the other. Thinking of someone else sitting in the same spot as me, drawing on the couch just like I did, makes me smile.

"So this is it?"

I turn around. Caroline is at the middle of the room, next to the table. The bowl of water is still at its center, but there are 3 chairs around it now. They form a perfect equilateral triangle. "This is it," I tell her. "This is where all the magic happens."

I follow her gaze around the room. "I expected it to be... different."

"Bigger?"

"No. More crystals or tarot cards or dark velvet curtains. Something like that."

"Pfft!" Gia comes around the corner, waving her hand in front of her. "Gimmicks. Cheap jewelry and card tricks. If you ever see a psychic who uses those, you know right away she does not have the curse. Forgive my manners, but that's an irksome stereotype. It's so lovely to finally meet you Caroline, I'm Gia." She extends her hand toward Caroline, and my stomach curls. But it's just a handshake, not a reading. "Please sit, both of you."

Caroline and I take the two closest seats, and Gia moves to her usual seat along the wall. She sits with a sigh that makes her sound old, and for the first time, I notice the wrinkles at the corners of her eyes and mouth. Some of her scalp peeks through her hair. Her fingers are slender, but her knuckles are bony.

"You look very well, Avery." She smiles at me, and holds her hand out on the table, palm up and waiting for mine.

I notice my pink nail polish as I reach to her. The corner of one nail is starting to chip. "I am very well. How have you been?" As soon as I say it, I'm not sure if I've ever asked her how she is. If I ever did, I know that I didn't mean it, but now I genuinely want to know.

She looks up from my hand. Her eyes burn into mine, and I have to force myself to not look away. I try squinting, but the intensity still builds. But just as I think I can't take anymore, she laughs, and all the heat and pressure disappear like they were never there. Maybe it wasn't. Maybe I imagined it. "Time is catching up to me, like it does to all of us. But I'm keeping it at bay the best I can."

"Are you able to see when..." I don't know how to phrase it delicately.

"When I'm going to die? Of course, but I still have plenty of time left before that day. The biggest battle between now and then is going to be this arthritis in my knees. But you're not here to talk about me." She looks back down at my hand and rubs her fingers over it, stopping at spots to circle and sometimes to press in.

"So, you can really see the future?" Caroline asks.

Gia lets go of my hand and reaches out for Caroline's. She examines the front and back of it and then looks up as she releases it. "Unfortunately, yes. But nothing I say is going to convince you of that." She doesn't say it condescendingly. The opposite, in fact. Her tone is tender. And she's right. Gia could predict tonight's winning lottery numbers, and Caroline would remain a skeptic.

"What did you see?" I ask her, not wanting Caroline to have the chance to explain all the reasons why this can't possibly be real. "Is my death still close? What about for Caroline?"

The difference in the last two months has been amazing. The sense of something wrong that has haunted me for as long as I can remember is finally gone. I never knew how much weight I carried because of it. I feel like a different woman now without it. One who can live her life without second guessing everything. Now that I know what life is like without that burden, I can see that I've spent my whole life like someone with perfect vision wearing prescription glasses. Things were always slightly out of focus. But they're not anymore. And the sense of doom that chased me wherever I went has vanished.

"Your death? I've never seen your death, my dear. Some things are too far away to see. Just like you can't see even the tallest mountain from halfway around the world. What I see now, for both of you, makes my soul so happy."

I lean back in my chair. The ungiving wood presses into my back. "But you told me you saw it. I remember it clearly. It scared me so much."

"She was a sobbing mess afterward," Caroline adds, unflatteringly. "It was ugly. But now you're saying, what? That was wrong? A lie?"

"I told her exactly what I saw. The end." Gia looks from Caroline to me. "And that life did end, didn't it?" Her eyebrows raise as she waits for me to answer.

"That life?" I ask. "That feeling of wrongness…"

Gia smiles and sets her hand on top of mine. "It's gone now." I nod, even though she's not asking. "Lots of people have that feeling, but I've never seen or heard of it resolving quite like this. A diseased, disfigured flower that wilts just to be replaced by something lovely. Now it's up to you to maintain that beauty. Both of you. And I see a trip coming. That will be an excellent beginning."

I take Caroline's hand, and we lace our fingers together. For just a flash, I think I feel a current flowing between the three of us, but it passes so quickly I'm sure it must have just been a muscle twinge. "We're going to Spain at the end of the month," I tell Gia. "The honeymoon we could never afford. Not until I got my promotion at work."

Gia grins. "You two are debating whether this should be a trip for two or three."

In the corner of my eye, I see Caroline's mouth drop a little. "I wouldn't call it debating," she says. "It's just a silly thought we had."

"It's a wonderful idea," Gia says. "Besides, it never hurts to have someone who can speak Spanish. Even if it is only enough to flirt with the pretty girls he meets."

Caroline and I look at each other and giggle.


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

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

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

My whole life I've laughed at the notion of ghosts. But the woman who appears in front of me now is very real. And so are the transformations that occur to my body as she possesses me.
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"If there's one thing I believe, it's that wishes never come true. The only scary thing is letting yourself believe they might."

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

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

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

BE WITCHED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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FIVE BOOKS that have never been published in any other BUNDLE.

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

The collection contains:

The Perfect Girl

Self-Help

Just a Dress

Substitute Teacher

Inheritance

TRUE SELVES: MAGIC 5 BOOK BUNDLE
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Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and two full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

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


MORE BY KENZIE MCKAY


ACCIDENTALLY ME: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

ANOTHER CHANCE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

BECOMING WOMEN: 20 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

TWENTY of Kenzie's top books.

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

THE BEST WOMAN: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

BE WITCHED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE CLUB BUNDLE

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

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

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

FATED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

FOREVER MADDIE

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

THE GIRLFRIEND RING: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

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

HER DRESS

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

HER NEW DAUGHTER

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

HIDING: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

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

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

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

JUST A DRESS: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

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

NOT A NANNY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

NOT HER TYPE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

ONLY A COSTUME: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

ONLY ON WEEKENDS: A TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING STORY

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

PARTNER TRACK: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE PERFECT GIRL

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

POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION

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

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE

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

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

THE PSYCHIC: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

RENOVATED

After living with my outdated and broken kitchen for way too long, I finally hire someone to renovate it. The hot, muscular contractor wants to transform more than just the kitchen, though. Will I submit to the changes he has planned for me?

THE RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

Dani thought she could trust him. She thought their love could survive anything. Then she told him her secret, and it blew everything apart.

SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

SUBSTITUTE TEACHER: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION

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

TRANSFORMED: 8-BOOK MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

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

THE TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE

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

TRUE SELVES: MAGIC 5 BOOK BUNDLE

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

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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