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To my readers, always


 

CHAPTER 1

 

“Maurice, could you please come here for a second?”

“Of course,” I said and stood from my desk to follow my boss to her office. I wasn’t worried that I was in trouble. In fact, I worried the opposite was true. I ratted out one of my coworkers for playing a game on her cell phone when she was supposed to be working, and I had a feeling that Julie wanted to reward my snitchy behavior. Becky pissed me off earlier in the week when she talked shit about my pants being so tight they made my legs look fat.

“If you wouldn’t mind recounting what you saw Becky do, it would be much appreciated,” my boss said after we’d sat.

“She was just playing a game. I shouldn’t have said anything.”

“No, I’m glad you did. Playing games distracts us from our work. We can’t waste time like that. It’s unethical.”

“You’re completely right, Julie. I totally agree.”

“I’ll speak with Becky. Thank you for letting me know, Maurice. You did the right thing.”

I stood when Julie glanced at her door, indicating that I could leave. I sighed as I stepped out to the other side, hating myself for throwing Becky under the bus. What happened to the simpler days of my past? I missed my undergrad years dearly when my best friend Rodney and I would play video games, go to the gym, and drink beer. He never figured out that I was madly in love with him. Now he was living in Chicago working seventy hours a week.

Later in the evening, I stared at my cell phone, contemplating if I should send Rodney a message. We used to spend so much time together, and now I barely heard from him at all. He was busy working at one of Chicago’s best law firms after getting his degree here in town at the University of Illinois Urbana-Champaign. We grew up in Urbana and had known each other a long time, and it hurt seeing how much we were drifting apart since he moved to Chicago.

As I was staring at my phone, it rang. My heart raced when Rodney’s name flashed across the screen. He almost never called me, so I raced to answer. “Hey, is everything okay?”

“Hey, man! What’s up?” he said casually.

“Nothing, I’m just surprised to see you calling.”

“Yeah,” he said. “I know I’ve been super busy with work since moving to Chicago, but I’ve been so stressed out lately and didn’t know who else to call. I hope you don’t mind. You can hang up if you’re too busy.”

“No, it’s okay,” I said and adjusted how I was sitting, delighted to hear Rodney’s voice after so long apart. I wish I had the guts to tell him how I felt, but I could never bring myself to say the words. I worried confessing the truth would destroy our friendship. Rodney only dated women. He wasn’t the least bit interested in a guy like me. Not romantically. “What’s going on?”

“They’re working me to the bone at the firm.”

“Isn’t that what you always wanted?”

“Yeah, I guess,” he said with a sigh. “I just didn’t think it would be so lonely. Everyone tells me to get a wife, but where am I supposed to find the time to date girls?”

“That’s a good question,” I conceded. There was nothing I wanted more than Rodney’s happiness, but the thought of him settling down with a woman gave me nightmares. I would attend his wedding. He would probably make me stand next to him at the altar as his best man while he promised his life to a woman, and I would support him, but it would be the hardest thing I ever did. “You want me to put out an ad for you?”

“That might not be a bad idea. You know what I like,” he said with a laugh before sighing more deeply. I could tell that he was troubled, but what did he want me to say? If he were in the market for a husband, I would offer him my hand in a second. “They keep promising me that everything will work itself out. They say that being a lawyer at their firm is like a magnet for women, but I don’t want a woman who’s only after me for my status, you know?”

“Yeah, but maybe you should have thought about that before becoming a lawyer for the richest among us.”

Rodney chuckled. “You’re probably right. What about you? How’s everything going in Urbana?”

“You know,” I said. “Same old, same old.”

“How’s the hospital treating you?”

“I can’t complain, but I had a pretty bad day. My coworker was talking shit about how I looked last week, and I ended up ratting her out to my boss today for playing video games on her phone in the heat of the moment. I feel like a total asshole.”

“What did she say to you?”

“That my pants were too tight and made me look fat. I shouldn’t have said anything to my boss, and now my coworker might be in trouble.”

“Damn,” Rodney said. I could hear the hint of judgment in his voice. Snitching on people wasn’t something either of us were too fond of doing, so I felt ashamed. “Guess she had it coming for talking shit.”

“Yeah.”

“Don’t beat yourself up, Maurice. We can’t be noble all the time.”

“I guess you’re right.”

“Look, I gotta get going, but keep a look out for my future wife. Okay? I’m sure you’re busy looking for yours too, but I’ll need all the help that I can get,” he said with a hint of nervous laughter. “It’s nice talking to you.”

“Same, and I’ll definitely keep my eyes open.”

“Bet. Talk soon,” Rodney said and disconnected the call. I set my phone to the side and stared blankly at the wall. What I would give to become the woman that Rodney married. I slid from the couch and dropped to my knees on the living room floor. My life had been so confusing and empty ever since Rodney moved to Chicago, and all I wanted was to have him back in my life.

I clasped my hands together and turned my chin toward the ceiling. “Please,” I begged whatever magical forces controlled this universe we called home. “Please grant me this one wish to become the woman Rodney needs. I’ll never ask for anything else again in my life,” I said in a tone more desperate than I’d intended. I shook my head at the silliness of my actions and stood. Nothing was coming to save me or grant my wishes. No magical forces could transform me from man to woman overnight.

I sighed and made my way to the kitchen to fill up a tumbler glass with whiskey. I wasn’t much of a drinker, but I needed something stiff after the day I had. Hopefully Becky would find a way to forgive me for ratting her out over something as trivial as playing a game on her phone, but what I hoped for more than anything was a way to salvage the friendship that Rodney and I once had. We were drifting apart like two boats that’d been untethered at sea, and it broke my heart.


 

CHAPTER 2

 

I groaned when I awoke the following morning. My body was aching like crazy, and I had no idea why… until I rolled over. An ear-shattering scream left my mouth when I landed on two pillowy breasts that hadn’t been on my chest the night before. I screamed even more loudly when I reached down to touch them, confirming they were real. Panic hit me like fuel on a fire as I raced out of bed to check myself out in the mirror.

“You have to be fucking kidding me!” I hollered when I saw my reflection. My bare breasts were on full display since I never wore a shirt to bed, and my hips had never looked wider. I didn’t even want to peek in my boxers, but I had no choice. My worst suspicions were confirmed when I finally stretched out the waistband and looked down. 

I had a pussy.

“This can’t be happening,” I muttered to myself repeatedly as I paced the bathroom. I asked the universe to turn me into a woman, but I never expected it to happen. What was I going to do about my job? My identifications? My bank accounts? So many problems raced through my mind, but my thoughts came to a screeching halt when I stepped out of my bedroom to an apartment that looked completely different from what it had when I went to bed.

I glanced over my shoulder into the bedroom, taking a closer look at everything and noticed subtle differences. The color of the blanket. I stepped inside and touched the sheets. They were softer than the ones I had as a boy. I went over to the dresser against the wall, which looked similar to the one I had before but with a different pattern etched into the wood. I covered my mouth upon opening the top drawer. It was stuffed with panties. I opened the one next to it, surprised to see a collection of bras in every style from sporty to sexy. I picked up a pink one with lace trim, shaking my head as the realization that I’d been transformed into a woman hit me.

What the fuck?

My thoughts were all over the place as I tried to wrap my mind around my new reality. As much as I might have wished to be born as a woman so that I could be the lucky lady who would end up on Rodney’s arm, I never in a million years expected my wish to come true. What in the world was I going to do?

I spent the next hour going through the five stages of grief at rapid speed. I wailed and banged the cabinets while fixing myself a glass of water. Then I pounded my fists and kicked my feet against the living room floor. I pulled on my hair, which had somehow grown overnight, matching my old brown color. So much of me was similar as a woman, but so much was different. I found a purse on the dining table and a wallet inside with the name of Marsha Little. It wasn’t too different from the name I’d had before, Maurice Lambert.

When my throat began to burn from all the screaming, I decided it was time I ordered something to eat. I couldn’t continue suffering from the severity of my thoughts. If I didn’t wrap my head around what’d happened to me soon, I would throw myself out of a window, and that would be a waste of a miraculous wish come true.

I scarfed down my burrito when it arrived, delighted to have something in my mouth that tasted so wonderful. The symphony of flavors distracted me from the insanity of my situation, if only momentarily. I frowned when I finished the burrito, realizing that I couldn’t ignore this situation forever. If I’d wished to become a woman to be Rodney’s fake wife, how was I going to make it happen? I paced the living room, wondering what I could do to make Rodney fall for me when we lived so far from each other. I didn’t even know anything about my life. Wasn’t it better to know myself before I went chasing after Rodney? I rummaged through my purse and found pieces of evidence.

A badge with my name. It was for the hospital, except it wasn’t for the business administration department. Apparently, I worked as a nurse, which was confirmed when I did a deeper dive into my closet and found scrubs. How in the world was I supposed to work as a nurse when I didn’t know the first thing about patient care? I shook my head and made my way to the living room with the cell phone I found in my bag.

It opened when I glanced at the screen. I spent the next few hours scanning through messages I’d never read but were supposedly written by me. Marsha. My mother’s name was Nadine, and my father’s name was William. There were pictures of us in the gallery. These were people I’d never seen before but apparently had given birth to me. I wanted to cry. How was this even possible? At least my new female half and I seemed to have some similar interests. She had a collection of mystery novels and cooking gadgets in the kitchen. They were slightly different from what I had before, other brands and authors, but I was beginning to feel like I could wear this woman’s shoes without making a complete fool of myself.

Once I talked myself off the ledge, I went back to thinking about Rodney and the life that we could have together. He would never believe me if I told him that I woke up like this, so I had to think of something else. I opened my phone and checked the number, which was different from my old one, so I decided to take a leap of faith. I typed Rodney’s number into a blank message.

Me: Hey, hopefully this is Rodney. Your friend Maurice gave me your number and said you might be interested in a date. We fought over a piece of pizza in the hospital cafeteria and got to talking about life while we ate, and he told me about you. Hit me up if you’re interested.

I attached a few pictures of myself from the gallery on my new phone and took a deep breath before hitting send.


 

CHAPTER 3

 

I was freaking out within the hour when Rodney hadn’t replied. I read over my message several times, feeling like maybe it was too much, but what else could I have said? It was bad enough that I was some random chick texting him out of the blue. What if he wasn’t friends with Maurice in this reality? What if Maurice didn’t exist? What in the world had I done? I thought about deleting the message at least a million times by the two-hour mark. I was on the verge of deleting it when a picture and a message came through.

Rodney: Yo, I can’t believe Maurice actually tried to set something up! You’re really pretty, by the way.

My pulse returned to a reasonable rate as I read the message on the screen. Rodney wasn’t ignoring me. I reminded myself that he had a demanding job that probably didn’t offer him much time to relax.

Rodney: I take it you live in Urbana?

Me: Yeah, but I was planning on going to Chicago this weekend for some shopping. Maybe we could get together for dinner or something.

Rodney: How about a late lunch Saturday afternoon?

Me: Tell me where and when, and I’ll be there.

Rodney sent the name and location of a restaurant a few minutes later with the message that he would see me on Saturday. Things were moving so quickly, and I didn’t even have an outfit picked out! I raced to my closet, wondering what in the world I could wear for this date, but after fifteen minutes of digging through everything that was in my closet, I felt less confident than ever. I pulled out my cell phone and tried to open one of the banking apps, relieved when it unlocked with the touch of my thumb.

I gasped when I saw the number inside.

If Marsha had anything, it was a lot more money than me.


 

CHAPTER 4

 

I treated myself to a wonderful day at the mall before my weekend trip to Chicago. I went to the nicest department store with their very own personal shoppers, and the gorgeous sales attendant found me the perfect outfits for the weekend. The shopping trip set me back a little over a grand, but that barely made a dent in Marsha’s account. I had no idea how she’d saved up so much money, but she was doing something right. I’d have to look more closely at her documents when I got the chance… when I wasn’t trying to seduce my best friend now that I was a girl.

Chicago’s skyline came into view as I drove into the city, treating me with the gorgeous sight of shimmering skyscrapers and a sparkling blue lake. I didn’t blame Rodney for running off to the city. He was a lawyer and wanted to work with the richest and most successful people he could. He’d always been ambitious. Much more so than me, but I loved that about him. He wasn’t afraid to make his mark on the world. He wanted everyone to remember his name, even if it drove him into the ground.

Now he was looking for a wife to give his life some stability, and I wanted to be that girl. It sounded crazy. It was crazy. Rodney would freak when he figured out that I had become a woman… and that I wanted to be with him. Even if I kept my new job as a nurse, which I’d called in for this weekend, much to the surprise of the person listed as boss in my phone. My life was up in the air, or in Rodney’s hands. I couldn’t decide which was more frightening.

I sighed as I followed the GPS to the hotel that I’d booked. I wasn’t meeting Rodney until the following afternoon, but I wanted to give myself time to adjust to the city. Maybe do a little shopping. I promised myself I wouldn’t spend too much more, but there were lots of stores in Chicago that we didn’t have in Urbana, and a girl named Marsha needed a new bag and some fresh makeup. All I found in the bathroom were a few compacts of cheap foundation and a tube of eyeliner that was far too clumpy to apply. I didn’t know much about women’s fashion, but that seemed downright unacceptable.

***

I was fresh from the makeup store with hundreds of dollars of cosmetics tucked into my new cream-colored purse. I stepped into the restaurant that Rodney had suggested. My heart was racing as I stopped at the host stand to give them my name. I was being led to a table where Rodney was waiting for me moments later.

He lit up in a way I never quite saw as Maurice when I approached. Seeing him in the flesh made my nerves reach a fever pitch. I was wearing a bodycon dress with geometric patches of colors, which I thought looked sexy when I glanced at myself in the mirror, but there was no telling what Rodney thought of it. I’d never felt more self-conscious in my life knowing that I was someone who I didn’t appear to be.

“You look even better than you did in your photos,” Rodney said with a wide smile as he stood from the table. The host stepped out of the way to give Rodney and me our space. “I can’t believe that Maurice set this up for us. I honestly wasn’t expecting anything when I told him that I needed a girl.”

My cheeks warmed as I reached my hand to my hair to spin a strand around my finger. “He was insistent that I message you, even after I told him that I thought he was cute.”

“He’s a crazy man to pass you up.”

“That’s what I thought!” I pouted as my eyes lingered on Rodney’s. He was looking at me like he wanted to throw me onto the table and rip off my dress, and I’d never felt sexier. “I was offended until he showed me a picture of you.”

“He’s busy with school. Ever since I got my law degree, he’s been wanting his MBA so that he can take over the hospital.”

I frowned, realizing that not everything was the same as I’d thought. The Maurice in this reality was more ambitious than the man I was when I’d gone to bed. Was Rodney different too? Would we even get along now? Doubts swirled within me as I thought of everything that could go wrong. If Rodney dumped me, this would all be for nothing. I would have to spend the rest of my life as a woman with no memories of her current past. Being with Rodney had seemed worth it when I made a wish to the stars, but now I was thinking that this was the worst mistake I’d ever made in my life.

“Are you okay? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Rodney said and stepped forward to place a hand on my shoulder.

“I’m fine,” I said. “Just thinking about Maurice taking over the hospital.” I shivered like it was the most frightening thought in the world, which made Rodney smile. “I’m sure he’d be kind to you if I told him to be.”

“That’s reassuring,” I said in a soft voice and slid into the chair at the table. “Do you drink?”

“Only when I’m not at work,” he said with a smirk that indicated he was more than willing to order some booze, which I knew of course, but I had to act like we were just getting to know each other. I was beginning to realize just how hard that would be now that we were together. Rodney and I had shared a beer and a shot more times than I could count. We would probably order one right away on a normal outing, but this date was anything other than normal.

“Tell me about yourself, Marsha. What do you do?”

“I’m a nurse at the hospital. I’ve been there since I graduated from university.”

“I don’t know how you do it,” he said with a shake of the head. “I would never be able to take care of sick people. There’s nothing more I hate than the stench of death.”

“We all die eventually,” I said breezily, like I was talking about a weekend sale and not the end of our lives. “Anyway, what would you like to drink?”

“Why don’t we order a nice bottle of red?”

“Are you buying?”

“I would never think of asking a lady to pick up the bill,” he said.

“That’s what I like to hear.”

He waved over the server and requested a bottle of cabernet that’d been imported straight from France. We ordered our food with the wine and fell into a silent moment of staring at each other. It was sensual and intense and unlike any other experience I’d had with Rodney. He’d never looked at me like he wanted to ravage me.

“You sure do know how to spoil a lady.”

“It’s not often I meet one as gorgeous as you. If I’m being honest, I spend ninety percent of my waking hours at the firm or working for it. I can’t even tell you the last time that I went out on a date.”

I made a pitiful noise. “It’s a good thing Maurice set us up then. Gives me a chance with you before another girl latches her claws into your back since you’re clearly a catch.”

Rodney chuckled. “At least you’re being upfront about it. So many of the women I meet are only interested in me for being a lawyer at the firm. The second they hear where I work, I see dollar signs flash in their eyes.”

“Mmm, do tell,” I said and ran my fingertip around the rim of my wineglass. I saw my reflection in the curve. My expertly applied makeup made me look like a woman from a magazine, which made me panic momentarily at the thought of having to remake this look by myself. “When was the last time you were in a serious relationship?”

“It’s been a while. You?”

“Same,” I admitted. “Maurice told me you need a fake wife.”

“He said that?” Rodney asked, blush crossing his cheeks. “I told him that in strict confidence.”

“So, what? Are you looking for a beard?”

“No,” he said quickly. “I’m straight, but I don’t know. I’m looking for a woman who doesn’t expect too much from me since I’m at work all the time. Maybe a woman who’d be willing to have kids with me too since a wife and kids are basically a requirement to make partner.”

“Oh, so this is about work?”

Rodney sighed. “Isn’t that the story of my life? Work, work, work. I’ll never learn.”

He was breaking down right in front of me, but I couldn’t allow that. If he ended this date, if he pushed me out of his life now, I wasn’t sure what I was going to do. It seemed like Maurice already existed in this reality, so what did that mean for me? Was I stuck as Marsha forever with my old memories?

“You only have to sacrifice a lot now, but it’ll all even out in the future. Isn’t that how those things work?”

Rodney took a deep breath, coming back to the moment. “You’re right. I don’t know why I always get so worked up about what I can’t control, but the unknown is frightening.”

“You can say that again,” I said with a nervous laugh. There were so many unknowns in my life, I felt like the lead character in a mystery novel. “Whatever you do, I’m enjoying myself tonight.”

“Me too,” he said.

“What do you do for fun when you aren’t holed up at the office?”

“I love coming to fancy restaurants like this. I also enjoy running in the park or on the treadmill when I can’t get outside. Traveling is great, but I haven’t done much of that since I was in college. I’m not sure I would have become a lawyer if I had known how much grueling work it would be.”

“You should tell your bosses not to work you so much.”

Rodney laughed so hard a little bit of wine spilled from his lips. “If you saw what they did to the junior attorneys that didn’t perform, you would not be saying that. They’re ruthless.”

“Why do you want to work there then? Can’t you find a law firm that will treat you with more respect?”

Rodney looked steely eyed for a moment before slowly shaking his head. “It’s not worth it to go from the best to anything else. They give me a lot of perks for working there. Like you said, it’ll get better as I get older.”

“Cheers to that,” I said and lifted my glass into the air. Rodney smiled before taking a sip, and then he asked me about my hobbies. I told him how I enjoyed cooking and reading mystery novels and how I would love to have a garden one day.

“Sounds like you have more in common with Maurice than me. He’s a mad cook. Did he tell you that?”

“He mentioned it,” I said, feeling like Rodney was losing interest in me by the second. Our chemistry just didn’t feel the same now that I was a woman, and I didn’t think it helped that his friend had ‘introduced’ us. We also lived in different cities. We were complete strangers. What was I thinking when I put this plan into motion? It was never going to work.

Not unless I confessed the truth.

“How’s your food?” Rodney asked a bit later during a lull in the conversation. We were mostly talking about our jobs, but I was making up stories because I had no memories of being a nurse. Many of my memories were with him. He was my best friend. My confidant. I had no idea how there was another Maurice walking around, but it unsettled me. How was Rodney ever going to believe the truth?

“The food is delectable. How’s yours?”

“Great,” he said. “How often do you come to Chicago?”

“Once a month or so. Mostly for shopping,” I said, even though I had no idea if that was true. Judging by my bank statements, I didn’t spend much money at all as Marsha, but I could get used to shopping for women’s clothes. There were so many more options to choose from, and I would have to do something to keep myself busy if this relationship with Rodney didn’t work out. What better to heal my emotional wounds than shopping? “How often do you go to Urbana?”

“Only on the holidays now,” Rodney said with a pained expression, like he was letting me know that this wouldn’t work out, but that didn’t stop him from asking a follow-up question. “Would you like to go back to my place to watch a movie?”

“That sounds great,” I said. It also sounded like my last chance to get Rodney to see me as more than a one-night stand. “Will we get more wine?”

“We can get whatever you want,” he said seductively.


 

CHAPTER 5

 

Rodney and I stepped into his loft after dinner. I loved how much of the city that I could see from his windows. He was west of the downtown office where he worked. “How long have you lived here?” I asked even though I already knew the answer.

“Since graduating from law school. They gave me a bonus before I started at the firm to help me find a place.”

“It’s a gorgeous apartment. Much better than the place I have in Urbana,” I said and walked around to touch my fingertips against the modern finishes, looking over my shoulder at him as I moved. “Would you like to have a wife here? A concubine perhaps?”

Rodney chuckled. “I only need one woman, but that’s a long way off. Do you have a boyfriend back in Urbana?”

Not that I know of.

I shook my head. “I’m single. I’ve been focused on my work, but lately the idea of having a guy in my life sounds pretty good.”

“You could have any guy you wanted.”

“Just like you could have any girl you wanted?” I asked him, hating how he was testing me, trying to keep me at arm’s length emotionally, but physically was another story. Rodney grabbed me and pulled me against his body, pressing the rigid erection beneath his pants against my stomach. He stood a head taller than me in my new body, and I was absolutely mesmerized.

“Let’s not make this any more complicated than it needs to be,” Rodney said in a low, guttural voice that stirred something within me. My body burned with desire differently now that I was a woman. I longed to drop to my knees to service Rodney, but how could I do that without first telling him the truth? “What’s wrong?” he asked when I pushed away from him and spun on my heels to walk over to the window. He came up behind me and placed his hands on my sides. “Let’s just have fun. We live too far apart for this to be anything serious. You have to know that.”

I shook my head. “It’s not that.”

“What is it then?” Rodney asked gently as he pressed his soft lips against my neck. I melted into his frame, loving that he was finally holding me how I’d always desired, but it wasn’t right for me to have sex with him without telling the truth. That didn’t mean I couldn’t kiss him first. I turned around and wrapped my arms around the back of his neck. “Tell me what’s on your mind.”

“You’re so handsome. I can’t believe some girl hasn’t snatched you up already.”

“I’ve been waiting on the right one,” he said and pawed my side with a heavy hand. He didn’t want to let me close to his heart. He was protecting himself from falling for a girl that lived in a different city, which I understood, but I couldn’t let this night end without a kiss.

“Kiss me.”

“What did I tell you about not making this more complicated than it needs to be?” Rodney asked in a husky voice as his mouth hovered above mine. I could feel the warmth of his breath against my lips and his cock against my stomach. He wanted me bad. I could see it in his eyes and feel it in his touch. He was barely in control of himself, doing everything he could to resist stripping me of this bodycon dress, and I couldn’t wait for him to see my sexy red lingerie.

His lips pressed against mine before either of us could say another word, and I was greedy for his kiss. I didn’t care what he thought of me as I slid my tongue into his mouth and pushed my fingers into his hair. I’d been waiting my entire life for this moment, and I was going to make it count.

“Fuck, keep kissing me like that, and I’ll never let you leave.”

“Lock me up and throw away the key,” I said to him in a breathy voice, daring him to take me as his prisoner. It wasn’t like I had a life waiting for me back in Urbana.

“Don’t tempt me, naughty girl.”

“I don’t want to be good.”

“Weren’t you going to tell me something?” he asked.

I froze.

“What’s wrong? Did you kill Maurice or something?”

It struck me as a possibility. How could Maurice exist if I was in this body? It wasn’t clear what magical entities had transformed me into the gorgeous woman I’d become, but I had a feeling there were consequences. Was it possible that the Maurice Rodney knew could disappear without a trace?

“I didn’t kill him… per se.”

“What the fuck!” Rodney screamed and jumped away from me like I was the hot coil of a stovetop. “What did you do to Rodney?” he asked frantically as he pulled out his phone. I assumed he was calling Maurice, the man I used to be, and his widening eyes told me that he wasn’t getting an answer. He tried Maurice’s phone again, staggering backwards after his friend didn’t answer the second time.

“What did you do to my friend?”

“I didn’t do anything to him, Rodney!”

“You’re lying!” he said hysterically and pointed his finger at my face. “Get out of my apartment before I call the police!”

“I didn’t do anything to Maurice because I am Maurice!”


 

CHAPTER 6

 

Rodney yelled and charged at me. I screamed at the top of my lungs when he placed his heavy, powerful hands on my shoulders to push me toward the door. I was no match for him in my new female body. I thrashed in his arms as he dragged me to the exit, but I refused to leave.

“Remember our road trip that we took to Texas out of nowhere? We went out of our way to go through Nashville and got a flat tire right outside of the city.” He stopped for a moment, giving me a chance to share another one of our memories. “What about when we won the soccer championship after a shitty season? None of us could believe it was real when we were holding the trophy.”

“Maurice could have told you those things before you offed him. That doesn’t explain why he isn’t answering the phone. He always answers or sends a message that he’ll get back to me as soon as he can.”

“I do those things, Rodney.”

“There’s no way you can be Maurice. Even if you got surgeries and stuff, it wouldn’t be possible. I don’t know a lot about how dudes become chicks, but I know it’s not an overnight process. I just saw you a couple months ago.”

I sighed, knowing that I probably seemed like a crazy woman, but how else could I communicate to Rodney that I was indeed Maurice? “Ask me something that only I would know.”

“What’s my deepest, darkest secret?”

“That your first girlfriend broke up with you because she caught you eating your boogers but told everyone it was because she thought you had a cold sore.”

“You can’t tell anyone that!” Rodney said harshly as he thrusted his finger in the air. “Shit, maybe you really are Maurice because nobody in the world knows that. I can’t believe I got drunk enough to tell you.”

“Luckily you’ve matured a lot since then.”

“Yeah, nothing like a first girlfriend to teach you a few lessons.”

“Does that mean you haven’t eaten another booger since?” I asked casually as I slipped my arms around Rodney’s waist and pressed myself against his body, surprised that he was letting me get this close to him.

“That’s a hard no,” he said with a laugh. “You swore you wouldn’t tell anyone, so it better be you in there, Maurice, which reminds me,” Rodney said and grabbed my arms to push them away from his body, making me frown.

“Do you have something stiff to drink?”

“Bourbon?”

“Yeah, that’ll do,” I said as I sat on his sofa, feeling like a complete fool for ever thinking that Rodney would want me after I told him the truth. I needed a stiff drink to drown my sorrows. Rodney returned with two glasses of bourbon neat. I drank half of mine in one gulp, loving how the intense liquor burned a hole in my already aching heart. “This is so fucked.”

“What?” he asked.

“This! Me as a woman. I woke up like this, and it was all for nothing.”

“What do you mean?”

I shook my head, not wanting to divulge the truth now that I felt completely and utterly humiliated. I should have wished for a million dollars instead. It would have gotten me a lot further than becoming a woman with a completely different life than my own.

“You wouldn’t understand.”

“Try me. The more you tell me, the more I can try to understand what’s going on. You’ll have to forgive me for not fully believing you about being Maurice.”

“You told Maurice that everyone tells you to get a wife. Well, that’s what you told me, so I made a little wish, a prayer if you will, and it came true. I woke up like this.”

“Why would you wish to become a woman?” Rodney asked before the pieces clicked together in his mind, but I saw the lightbulb go off in his eyes. “Shit, you did this because you wanted to be with me?” he asked, and I couldn’t be sure if his voice was shocked or disgusted.

“It was clearly the biggest mistake of my life.”

“I don’t know what to say.” Rodney bent his head and pushed his fingers into his hair. I wanted to reach out to rub his back, but he would probably recoil from my touch. I picked up my drink instead, downing the rest of it in one gulp.

“You don’t have to say anything. I should be going.”

“No,” he said quickly and grabbed my hand. “What does it mean that you’re here? Does that mean Maurice is gone?”

“I’m not sure, but I woke up with an entirely different name and identity. I have different parents. I’m a nurse. My apartment even looks different, but it’s the same place that I lived before… when I was Maurice. I can’t explain how it happened other than I clasped my hands together and wished that I could be your wife.”

“That’s deep,” he said. “I really don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t have to say anything. When I made the wish, I didn’t expect it to come true, but here I am.”

“Are you completely… uh… transformed?”

I bit my lip and nodded as heat rose within me. “From head to toe. I don’t think I’m turning back either. Something about this feels permanent.”

“That’s crazy.”

“You don’t have to tell me!”

Rodney picked up his drink and took a sip, averting his gaze as he drank. It gave me a chance to drink in his features. His thick, wavy brown hair. His bright blue eyes. His strong jawline. When we were friends, I did my best to never let on that I was in love with him, but I couldn’t help myself now that I was a woman he clearly desired. I had a power over him now that I never had before and felt a strong urge to use it.

“If you’re Maurice, and you wanted to be my wife, does that mean you had a crush on me before?”

“I’ve been in love with you ever since we were sophomores in college. It really hit home for me that night we stayed up until dawn talking after a party at your friend’s house. I’d never felt closer to you in my life. For a second there, I even thought we might kiss, but it never happened.”

Rodney’s face shifted. “That night did feel weird.”

“Weird in a good way?”

“Yeah,” he relented. “I never thought I could be with a man, but I’ve imagined what it would be like to be gay sometimes… gay with you.”

My heart fluttered and began beating at a frightening speed. It was pounding so hard against my chest I worried it would leap right through my skin. “What are you saying?”

“I don’t know what the fuck I’m saying.”

“This doesn’t have to be more complicated than it needs to be, but we would be fools if we just threw it away without trying.”

Rodney looked conflicted, like he wanted to throw me out of his apartment and never speak to me again or take a plunge to see what happened. I scooted closer to him on the sofa, willing to give myself to him, willing to do whatever he asked of me in the bedroom if he could give me a reason to believe that this transformation wasn’t all for nothing. “Won’t it be weird?”

“It doesn’t have to be weird. Why don’t we try it now? If we hate it, I’ll go live my life. I was the one who asked for this, and I’m the one who has to live with the consequences.”

“Does that mean I can tell you no?”

“If that’s what you feel is right,” I said.

“I don’t know what’s right. My mind is telling me one thing, but my heart is telling me the opposite. Each time I look at you only makes me more confused.”

“Like I said, we can take things for a test drive.”

“A test drive?” he asked.

“Yeah, you know…” I said and took a chance by reaching out to touch Rodney’s thigh. I moved my hand up his leg when he didn’t push it away, teasing the inside of his thigh. “I know you’re not gay, but I’ve been crazy about you for a long time, and now that I’m not a dude…”

“What you’re suggesting would betray our friendship. How would I ever be able to look at you again if you turn back into a guy?”

“I really don’t think that’s going to happen. I can feel it.”

“Why did you do this?” he asked with anguish.

“Why are you trying so hard to deny what we could have? We have a ton of fun together. Why not give this a try? I can be your fake girlfriend. The one you take to events and show off to your colleagues. Don’t you think I look good in this dress?”

“You look fucking sexy, but that’s the problem.”

I frowned.

“I will fall in love with you if we play with fire, and I’m not sure how I feel about falling in love with the girl who used to be my best friend. How would we ever get past that?”

“Let’s just take things one day at a time,” I said and moved my hand further up his thigh. He tensed as my hand got within millimeters of his bulge. “What do you say, Rodney? Are you willing to give this a chance?”

“I don’t know,” he said tightly.

“Why are you being so difficult?” I asked with a pout as I slid off the couch to climb between his legs. He groaned and arched his lower back as he stared down at me. “All I want to do is make you feel good.”

“Fuck it, then make me feel good!” he said.


 

CHAPTER 7

 

I gasped as Rodney grabbed me by my hair and shoved my face into his crotch. I moaned against the outline of his cock, desperate to have it inside of me. I sucked in a sharp breath when Rodney lifted me from his crotch with his fist tight in my hair. He pushed his fingers into my mouth, and I sucked on them, giving him a preview of what I would do to his dick if he let me.

“You ever been fucked before?”

I shook my head, not ready to reveal the fact that even as Maurice I hadn’t experienced much action. I gave a couple guys blowjobs over the years, but that was about it.

“Not even before?”

I shook my head again.

“Mmm, that’s hot. My dick will be your first.”

“If you’ll let me have it,” I said meekly. “Can I take it out?”

“Take it out,” he said roughly.

I moved my hand over his crotch, feeling the ridges of his erection beneath my fingertips. My nipples were rock hard, and there was a yearning to be stuffed happening between my thighs. I pushed my hand beneath Rodney’s shirt to move it out of the way and unbutton his jeans. He groaned as I slowly pulled down the zipper while staring into his eyes.

“Think of me as Marsha, your friend turned lover.”

“Is that what we’re going to tell people?”

I shrugged and reached into his unzipped pants, gasping when I touched his warm flesh. It was thick and long and perfect in every way. I pulled his pants down and his underwear along with them until they were off his legs. He licked his lips as he looked down at me and pushed his hand into my hair.

“I can’t believe this is happening.”

“Don’t think about it.”

“I’m not upset,” he said with a smirk. “This idea of yours is getting better to me by the second.”

“Yeah?” I asked as I held his cock in my hand.

“Yep, now suck my cock like a good girl.”

My body flushed with desire at his words. I parted my lips to take his cock into my mouth, feeling like a submissive slut, and I never wanted to go back to being a man. I wanted Rodney to look at me like this for the rest of my life. I held his cock between my lips and stared into his eyes for a long moment before dropping my gaze to focus on the task at hand. He held his hands in my hair as I bobbed my lips along his shaft, using the moans leaving his mouth as a guide to tell me what he enjoyed.

“This is so wrong, but it feels so fucking right.”

I moaned on his cock as I reached my hand up my dress with my free hand, moaning even more deeply as I pressed my fingers against the folds of my hot, swollen pussy. Every nerve in my body was telling me that I needed this man’s cock deep inside of me. I needed him stretching me in a way that my fingers never could. I wanted him to control me. Dominate me. Pound me so hard I would think twice about asking him to fuck me again.

“This mouth feels so fucking good, naughty girl.”

I moaned on his dick and bobbed my mouth more quickly. I was desperate to extract some cum from his cock. I wanted to feel his hot cream sliding down my throat, and then I wanted him to fuck my pussy with everything he had.

“Fuck girl, you want this cum, don’t you?” Rodney asked as his voice strained. “Keep going like that, slut, and I’ll give you every drop of my cum.” I moved my mouth up and down his shaft as quickly as I could, keeping my suction nice and tight on his dick. He pushed down on the back of my head at one point, making me choke, and that was when he released. He blasted his hot, gooey cum down my throat, and I drank every drop that he gave me. “Fuck, yes, naughty girl! Take this cum!”

I smacked my lips when I pulled off his cock, looking down at his hard, glistening shaft. He was still ready for more, and I was eager to give it to him. “You want to put that big dick in my tight little cunt?” I asked and reached between my legs to touch my wet pussy. He grabbed his cock to stroke it as I touched myself.

“Get over here and sit on my dick, naughty girl.”

“Is that what you want, big boy?”

“Don’t make me tell you again.”

“What will you do if I don’t listen?” I asked defiantly.

“Spank that ass.”

“Mmm, I just might like that.”

“Shut up and get over here girl.”

I giggled and went over to him, turning so that my ass faced him. Then I lowered myself and bent over to do a semi handstand on his cock. He moaned deeply as my pussy swallowed his entire dick, but it felt so good inside of me that I couldn’t help myself. I brushed away the tiny bit of pain I’d felt when I lowered myself onto his dick, and now I was riding it like an animal. I bounced up and down on his cock while he played with my clit. It was a pleasure too intense to handle, but I bit down on my lip and rode his dick with everything I had until we were cumming together.

“Fuck, Rodney! Fuck!” I screamed in a high-pitched voice when my orgasm hit me, rendering me useless. Rodney caught me in his arms before I could fall to the floor as I came all over his dick, and that was when I felt him cumming inside of me. His dick pumped cum as my pussy squeezed and released his manhood, and it had to be the most glorious sensation I ever felt in my life.

Rodney held my bare tits in his hands as we came back down from the highs of our orgasms. We kissed. He even slid inside of me for the briefest of seconds before going soft. I held him as we cuddled after our passionate tumble.

“Is this the end of us?”

“Not by a long shot,” he said. “Do you mind if I smoke?”

“I didn’t know that you smoked.”

“Only after sex.”

“Can we share the cigarette?”

“Sure,” he said and lit one from a pack he had tucked away in his side table drawer. I couldn’t help but wonder how many women he’d made love to in this bed, but I also couldn’t bring myself to care. Whatever happened between Rodney and me, at least we’d shared this glorious moment, and it didn’t end there. We made love two more times before the night was over.


 

CHAPTER 8

 

I awoke the following morning to the smell of coffee and bacon. I reached over to my side for Rodney, but he wasn’t there. I groaned as I threw my legs over the bed, not at all ready for the day, but I had to see my man. My body was spent from our night of lovemaking, sore in all the right places.

“Morning, sleepyhead.”

“Good morning,” I said in a groggy voice.

“Would you like some juice? Water?”

“Either is fine.”

“How about juice? I made it fresh for us,” Rodney said and poured two glasses of the freshly squeezed orange juice. He fixed us two plates of bacon, eggs, and baked breakfast potatoes. I thanked him as we sat at the small table in his breakfast nook overlooking the city. “It’s a lot different from town, huh?”

“Yeah,” I said. “I don’t want to go back if it means leaving you.”

“I don’t want you to go back either, but you can’t just leave your job without notice.” I nodded absently as I stared out at the city’s skyline. I pushed around the eggs on my plate until Rodney reached over to grab my wrist. “What’s wrong?” he asked.

“My life.”

“What about your life?”

“I never meant to wake up like this,” I said with a shake of the head as I thought of the gravity of continuing life as Marsha. There was no going back now that I’d been transformed into a woman. I had to work as a nurse, learn who all of the people in my phone actually were, and most importantly, I had to meet these new people who were my parents. Judging by the messages with mom on my phone, Nadine would know everything about me, and I wouldn’t know a thing about her other than her name.

“Are you mad that you did?”

“No,” I said gently and met his gaze. “Not after last night, but there’s so much about my life that I don’t know. I’m terrified about meeting my new parents. What if they notice?”

“I could go with you to meet them,” he offered.

“What would I tell them? That you’re just a friend they’ve never heard of before? How well do you think that will go?”

“Hmm, yeah. You never know how they’ll react about you coming home with a boy. Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

“You first,” I said.

Rodney smirked, reading my mind before I could even say a word. “What if I went with you as your fiancé?”

“My fake fiancé, but they don’t have to know the fake part.”

“That’s right,” Rodney said with a bright smile. “It’ll be our little secret. Nobody has to know.”

“I like the way you think.”

Rodney grabbed my hand and pulled me over to his seat so that I was sitting on his lap. I wrapped my arms around his neck as he put his around my waist. “What do you say we go find you a ring this afternoon?”

“Really? You mean it?”

He nodded and squeezed me. “I don’t know how you became a girl, and I don’t care. Not now that I have you.”

“I feel the same,” I said and kissed him.


 

CHAPTER 9

 

I couldn’t stop staring at my diamond ring as we made our way to Urbana. We were in my car, but Rodney was driving, and he’d never looked so good. I kept glancing at the ring and then at him, loving how he was going along with my crazy plan, but there was no denying our sexual chemistry in the bedroom. When Rodney was inside of me, it was like heaven on earth.

“You really don’t know anything about your folks?”

“Nothing,” I said and dropped my left hand to my lap. “Only what I have in my phone. My mom seems to watch a lot of cooking shows, so at least I can bring those up while we’re there.”

“It’s not weird that your other mom isn’t… you know… your mom?”

I shrugged. “Everything has been weird ever since I woke up in this body, but I can’t spend all my time worrying about what happened. If I did, I would definitely go crazy.”

“Crazier than you already are, you mean?”

“Shut up,” I said and lightly punched his shoulder.

“Have you at least seen a picture of these people?”

“Yeah, there are a ton of them on my phone.”

“That’s so weird,” Rodney said as he drove. We were only thirty minutes away from town, and my nerves were bouncing all over the place. I wasn’t sure how much more of this agony that I could take. I’d been worried sick all morning ever since we woke up that my new parents would see right through who I’d become, but my worries were overblown.

My mother Nadine was standing on the porch with an apron tied around her waist when we pulled up to the house. She waved and raced to the car to give me a hug. My old mother was plenty affectionate, but Nadine was over the top. Maybe it was because I was a girl, or maybe this was just how she was.

“How are you, dear?”

“Doing well,” I said as smoothly as I could, and then I slowly lifted my left hand until Nadine caught a glimpse of my diamond ring. She screamed at the top of her lungs and snatched my hand to get a closer look. She glanced over her shoulder at Rodney. “Did you put this ring on my daughter’s finger, young man?” she asked him.

“Yes, ma’am. If you will allow me to have your daughter’s hand in marriage.”

“Such a gentleman,” Nadine purred before grabbing me and draping her arm over my shoulder. “Wait until your father sees this. He’s going to freak!”

“In a bad way?” I winced.

“No, of course not!” I let out the breath I’d been holding for longer than I realized, barely relaxing when we stepped inside, being greeted by an older man with brown hair and a graying beard. “She’s engaged, William! Our baby girl is getting married!” Nadine screamed at the man who was my father. He wrapped his arms around the three of us.

“Guess we’re going to be a family then.”

I looked at Rodney to mouth an apology, and he winked. We let my new parents lead us to the table, where we had a pleasant meal. I made a few lapses because of information I didn’t know, but we were able to get through the meal without drawing too much suspicion to us. My new parents didn’t have to know that this engagement with Rodney might not last, but I was confident it would last long enough for me to get bearing on my new life.


 

CHAPTER 10

 

“It does look different in here,” Rodney said when we stepped into my apartment. “This definitely used to be where Maurice lived.”

“Now do you believe me?” I asked.

“I believed you before, but this makes it real.”

“I don’t think there’s any going back for me.”

“Do you like being Marsha?” he asked.

“Now that I’ve met my parents, I don’t mind it so much. They seem like nice people that I can learn to love.”

“It must be weird being thrown into this life.”

“Weirder than you’d believe, but at least I have you.”

Rodney crossed the room in a few short steps and pulled me into his arms. “That you do. You most certainly have me,” he said and placed his hands on the small of my back to pull me tight against his body. The motion let me feel the ridges of his stiff cock. “Promise you’ll never leave me?” I asked him. “You have my word,” he said. “Even if we don’t work out as husband and wife, I’ll always be here for you.”

“Thank you, Rodney. I appreciate it. I’m sorry that my wish threw you into the middle of all this.”

“Don’t mention it,” he said. “I’m not mad about how things have transpired, but it’s eerie being back here.”

“We can leave if you want.”

“That’s not what I want,” Rodney said and placed his hand on my side. “What I want is you every which way I can have you.”

My body tingled with a familiar desire, which only grew in intensity when I glanced at the sparkling ring on my finger. Rodney pushed me until my back was up against a wall. His lips covered mine in a passionate kiss as he moved his greedy hands up and down my body. I gasped against his lips when they landed on my breasts and squeezed them.

“I need to be inside of you,” he said against my mouth.

“Fuck me,” I said in a breathy voice. “I need you inside of me.”

Rodney stripped me of my clothes within moments, but I felt comfortable being naked in front of him. I didn’t hide anything about my glorious feminine body as he took off his clothes. He stood bare naked in front of me moments later with his rigid erection on full display. I wrapped my hand around it and pulled him toward me, moaning loudly when he lifted me with his strong arms until my pussy was at the perfect height to take his dick.

We gasped together when he pushed inside of me, my pussy stretching around his thick cock as my nectar leaked out of where our bodies met. Rodney pounded my pussy with my body pressed up against the wall until sweat had me slipping around like a madwoman. He carried me over to the sofa and threw me down onto my back before sliding into my welcoming hole.

I wrapped my legs around his back loosely as he fucked me hard, using every inch of his cock to slide in and out of me, and I never wanted him to stop, but we couldn’t fight off our orgasms forever. He pulled a nipple into his mouth as he pumped his hips, and the flicks of his tongue sent me soaring to the heavens. I dug my nails into his back as my pussy tightened around his cock that was providing me with yet another orgasm, but I wasn’t going to complain.

I got my wish.


 

CHAPTER 11

 

Several Months Later

Our wedding was just as magical as I expected. Rodney and I were the center of attention, and I got to wear a dress that cost what some people spent in a year for rent. I was wearing it now as I walked into the reception hall with Rodney by my side while everyone cheered for us. I turned to Rodney when we got to the center of the room and gave him a gentle kiss on the lips.

“It’s happening,” I said.

“It is,” he agreed with a smile.

My dress was slim and elegant and covered in jewels. I protested when Rodney picked it out because of the price, but his family insisted. They told me they wanted to pay for everything, and they were loaded, so we let them. They were standing next to my parents at the edge of the crowd with cameras in their hands.

“Are you guys ready for dinner?” I asked everyone.

“Yes!” they hollered.

Rodney held my hand as we walked over to our seats. Dinner was served afterward. Speeches were made. I cut into our towering cake, and then we fed each other slices while everyone cheered and snapped photos. Cake was given out to all the guests, and I couldn’t have been happier as I looked out at the crowd.

“It’s time for our first dance,” Rodney said and held out his hand for me. I took it as we walked over to the dance floor. “Life is full of curveballs, but marrying you isn’t one I thought I would face.”

“Neither did I, but I’m glad it happened.”

“Me too,” Rodney said and pulled me close as we danced to a slow, romantic song. There was no telling whether our ‘fake’ marriage would endure, but we were having fun. We’d agreed that we would stay friends regardless of what the future held, and truth be told, I was feeling pretty darn good about things.
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