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CHAPTER ONE



This night could not be more amazing. The restaurant is just the right mix of bright and dark, noisy and quiet. There are stripes of ivory and gold on the wall beside our table. The gold paint has reflective specks that twinkle when they catch the light, and I wonder if they are made of actual gold. I run my fingers along a stripe. The curly blonde hairs on the back of my hand shine under the light too.

Mekhi couldn't be more wonderful. The copper dots in his dark brown eyes dance even more than the gold specks on the wall. He's the most handsome man I've dated in years. And he's funny. The only times I've stopped laughing are when we've both fallen silent and just stared at each other. This is one of those times.

Our plates are still in front of us. Half-eaten chicken breast with green curry on his, and barely nibbled white fish, covered in a creamy coconut sauce on mine. I feel almost guilty for not eating more. The food is delicious, and I would have sopped up every last drop from my plate if I weren't so distracted. If I were here with anyone other than Mekhi.

He smiles at me and reaches across the table to take my hand. "As much as I hate to admit this to her, I need to thank my sister for tonight. I've had a great time." For the last two months, his sister has been a client of mine. I designed the inside of the new house she and her fiancé just built. One day, while I was showing them wallpaper samples, she told me about her brother. She thought we might get along. After a few texts and now a date that could not have been more perfect, I have to agree.

I smile back. "Me too. I should probably text her as soon as I leave tonight to tell her that she has excellent taste in brothers."

"Maybe you could text her tomorrow and do something else first?" He squeezes my hand, and a quiver unfolds through me. It moves from my hand to my shoulders, down my body, and finally to my dick.

I close my eyes for a second and run my tongue over my lower lip. "What do you have in mind?"

Mekhi leans so close that I can feel his fiery breath on my face. "Is it too soon to ask that you come back to my place? For a drink. Maybe more, if I'm not being too forward?"

I lean in too. My lips tingle, and I wonder if we're close enough that the electric current is running from my lips to his. "I think it would be fine to ask that."

"In that case, Alex, would you like to continue this date at my house?"

With each of his words, my heart races faster. My dick strains against my boxers. From the time this date started, I've hoped he would ask me this question, and I've known exactly how I would answer. The side of my lips curls up, and just as I'm about to tell him yes, I hear a voice.

My aunt.

I close my eyes and try to force her from my mind, but her words keep getting stronger. Louder. "Unnatural. Abomination. Sinner." Then my youth pastor joins her. The first person I ever came out to. Through Sunday School and summer camps, he swore he loved us unconditionally. He told all of us that we could come to him with everything. And everyone knew that he was closer to me than any of the other kids. He always picked me to be in his groups, and he chose me as a section leader for my last three years of camp. So when my feelings became undeniable, I knew I needed to tell him before anyone else.

It was two days before camp started, and I had come early to help him and the other counselors and directors set up. At that point, I was almost a member of the staff. He and I were alone in the east dorm. He was repairing a wobbly bunk bed, and I was finishing the poster that would hang on the outside of the building, welcoming everyone to the month-long camp. When he set down the hammer and gave a sigh, I knew it meant he was finished, so I called him over to me. I pretended it was to get his approval of the poster, but when he was beside me, I took a deep breath and told him that I'd started to have feelings for other boys. He froze. And my mind immediately thought it was because he felt the same way. He was going to tell me it's normal to feel this way, that he felt that way too. He would still love me, and more importantly, God would still love me.

When he knelt beside me, I finally looked up from the sign. His face wasn't loving. It wasn't accepting. And I knew right away I'd made a mistake. He explained that sometimes we get confused, especially when we go through puberty, and we think we feel things that we really don't. It's our duty when we feel these things to quiet our sinful minds and remember that God is unequivocal about these urges. We must resist if we ever want to be admitted into His Kingdom. We have to denounce these desires, no matter what. I nodded as he told me this, and each bob of my head broke away a piece of my heart until the entire thing was shattered. I still nodded emptily as he put his hand on my leg and explained that maybe it was best if I went home and skipped camp that year. I was still nodding when my aunt came to pick me up that evening to take me home. I was still nodding as she used the two-hour car ride to tell me exactly how she felt about me.

"Alex?"

I inhale sharply, and the memories of that camp fall away. I jerk my hand away from Mekhi's and rub my hands through my hair.

"What's wrong? It's like you disappeared on me there for a minute." His smile expands for a second, but then it fades. I watch as his eyes grow dimmer. "We don't have to do anything tonight. That can be later. Second date, or even third. No pressure."

He reaches for my hand again, but I stand up before he can touch me. The tears in my eyes are starting to blur everything now, and I know I have to get out of here before I make a scene. "This is wrong. We can't. I can't. Ever. And please don't contact me again."

"Alex, what are you⁠—"

"I'm sorry." I turn away from him. "I'm so sorry." I mutter it under my breath over and over as I walk out.


CHAPTER TWO



Dr. Stevens' waiting room is different in almost every way from what I had pictured. The walls are a light, almost pastel blue. There are two chairs and a small sofa. The chairs are both bright lime green, and the sofa is a soft pink. It's almost the same color as the blanket I begged my aunt to let me have for my room when I was thirteen. Before I knew better. Even now, I'm instinctively drawn to it, so I make myself sit on a chair instead. Both of the chairs have throw pillows with rainbows sewn on them. I absentmindedly clutch one to my chest as I look around. Maybe this isn't the right place. Is it possible I misunderstood his website and the emails he and I exchanged?

After my failed date, I went home and searched for conversion therapy. The first several pages were filled with results talking about how evil and cruel and abusive conversion or reparative therapy is. But that's for people who really are LGBTQ. I'm not. I've spent my life fighting this, and I know it's not who I am. It's like a cancer. And all it takes is one vulnerable moment—me agreeing to go on one date—to make it spread. So when I saw the tagline Gay to Straight is Possible! I had to click.

According to the About Me page, Dr. Stevens isn't conventionally religious and doesn't approach conversion therapy from an evangelical perspective. That appealed to me right away. I was so embedded in the church when I was growing up that I practically breathed psalms, but since I went away to college, I've drifted further and further away. I still believe in God and that He has a plan for me, but this isn't for Him. It's for me. So whatever approach I take to cure the gay out of me, I know it has to be centered on me. It has to rip the cancer away from my core and completely change me for it to work.

But this? This is like sitting in a cancer center with banners proclaiming Long Live Lymphoma! and hailing the Majesty of Myeloma. The only way this waiting room could be more gay is if there were drag queen sitting behind a reception desk. I look at my watch and then survey the room one more time. It's 1:58. My appointment is scheduled for two. It's not too late to just leave.

But at 1:59, the inside door opens. Dr. Stevens looks the same as he does in his profile picture. Short brown hair, shaved tight on the sides, and a thin mustache that looks like his facial hair is playing a joke on him. He would make a perfect lesbian if not for the thin mustache.

"You must be Alex." His voice is much deeper than I would expect from looking at him. I nod, and he extends his hand. Blowing out a long breath, I stand and shake his hand. There's no backing out now. But just one hour. That's all I'll give to him. If I still don't like him, that will be it. "I'm Dr. Stevens. Welcome." He turns and walks back into his office like he expects me to follow. I do.

The office is a continuation of the waiting room, but even more colorful. Pinks and yellows and reds and greens in the art and the pillows and the upholstery of the two sofas. He sits on the sofa at the far side of the room and motions me to the other. I sit and look around. I never thought it was possible to be disgusted by color before today. Thankfully, there's a window beside him. I stare outside at the bright blue sky and the fine, nearly invisible clouds floating through it.

"First things first, I need to be very clear," he starts. "What I do isn't conversion therapy. Not like what you've probably read about on the internet or seen on television. That's abuse disguised as therapy, and I'll have no part in that. Ever. What I do is help people through the difficult times of their lives. The times when they might be questioning who they are or who they love. Times when they need guidance getting back to their true selves. Does that sound like something that could help you?"

I nod. It's exactly what I need.

"Good." He smiles. "I like to compare this process to battling an infection. All your life, you've been bombarded by signals from the outside world. You know the ones."

My mind flashes with the images of shirtless men I've seen online and on television that have stirred feelings in me. Feelings I've come to despise.

"And these signals have moved inside you," he continues. "Multiplied. But we're going to root them all out. Now, you know there's nothing wrong with being gay." He takes his glasses off and stares at me for so long that I squirm. Then he stares even more. "But you're not a gay man, are you, Alex?"

I shake my head. "I'm not." It's the same thing I've told myself for years, and it makes me smile to hear it from someone else. Maybe coming here wasn't a mistake after all. Maybe he is the one person who truly understands.

Dr. Stevens opens a drawer on the end table next to him. The wood whispers quietly as it slides. He pulls out a dark cone that looks like the same incense my college roommate used to burn when he would smoke weed in our dorm room. I almost laugh as I watch Dr. Stevens light it and set it on the outstretched arms of the carved female figurine on the table. It almost looks like she's holding the smoking incense out as an offering to the wooden trees on the other side of the table.

"I will warn you. This is an unpredictable path. Just like fighting an infection, the course varies for everyone. But no matter what, it will involve individual sessions, like this, and group sessions." He must hear my nervous swallow. "A lot of my clients are uncomfortable with the idea of a group session at first, but it's important. You need to understand there are others like you. Just like you, they know what they aren't. And just like you, they need help to figure out what they are. Searching—and finding—together is part of the process. Are you willing to accept that?"

"Is it going to cure me? I'm not gay. I don't need to hang out with a bunch of queers to know that. But if it's going to help me…" I let my sentence hang.

He winces when I say the word queer, and even I am taken aback by just how forcefully I spit it out. "They won't all be members of the LGBTQ community," he says. "Some will be just like you. And yes, it will help you."

"Then I'll do it," I say. "I'll do anything. I just can't be like this anymore. I'm not a gay man. You have to understand."

He smiles again, and it's the smile of someone who truly does understand the struggle I've faced every day since I was a teenager. "I could tell the instant I saw you that you're not a gay man. And by the time we're finished, no one will ever think that you are. Not even yourself. Now, before we leave for today, there's one more thing we need to do." He walks to the other side of the room where there's a silver teapot sitting on a hotplate. All the colors of the room reflect off the shiny metal as he lifts it and pours its water into two teacups. "Just a little tea ritual that I find brings luck."

I take the cup from him when he offers it and hold it under my nose. It smells like a mix of cardamom and mint. The combination sounds off-putting, but it doesn't smell unpleasant. I look up at him and he holds his cup up for just a second before drinking from it. I follow his lead. The tea is hot, but it doesn't burn. It just warms my mouth and then my throat. When I feel its heat move into my belly, I realize that it doesn't taste like much of anything at all. I finish the rest of the cup and look back at Dr. Stevens. He grins and gives me a quick, almost imperceptible nod.


CHAPTER THREE



When I get out of the car, I adjust my pants as well as I can. All day long they've been riding up, pinching me in the most inconvenient places. And just generally being as uncomfortable as possible. If it's possible for a pair of black pants to intentionally try to irritate the person wearing them, then these are, and they're doing a great job of it.

I was already running behind this morning. The company that makes my conditioner must have changed their formula because my hair is a lot thicker than it used to be. I thought that was a good thing until my arm got sore from holding the blow dryer for so long today. When it was finally dry, I walked to my closet. I had a client meeting to get ready for, so I needed to wear something dressy but simple. The same spirit I use when I decorate my clients' homes. I choose a pale purple button-down shirt and the black pants. I pulled the shirt on first and noticed that it was a little loose around my waist. It made me smile because I've been trying to lose weight, and I've been stuck on that final ten pounds for months now. Maybe I was finally making progress. But when I pulled on the pants, I realized any progress I made was in the opposite direction.

They were fine until I got them to my butt. Then it was like I'd dragged them over fast-setting glue. They stuck in place and refused to move up any further. I tugged and bounced and shimmied until I finally got them to move, but it was a struggle. An inch at a time. I tried holding my breath and shifting all my weight to my left leg and then to my right, but nothing made it any easier. When I finally had them in place, I yanked the zipper up, expecting it to give me trouble too. But it was the easiest part of the entire ordeal. The pants were fine around my waist. A little too big even. But around my butt and hips, they held on like a python trying to constrict the life from me. I should have taken them off right then. Instead, I walked around my bedroom and even bent over to make sure that they wouldn't split open. When I looked at them in the mirror, they didn't look bad. The way they shaped my body actually looked good. So I kept them on. And all day I've regretted that decision.

But now I just have to get through this group therapy session, and then I can go home and rip them off of me. Maybe literally. And possibly even take them out back to burn them, depending on the mood I'm in once this is over.

The group therapy is in the same building as Dr. Steven's office. It's the door next to his, and it's painted in vivid rainbow colors that let me know this is the place without even having to check the number on it. As soon as I reach for the doorknob, a wave of anxiety sweeps over me, and my heart thumps in my chest. Before this second, I didn't feel a thing. I could have been walking into literally any other office in the world, but this is suddenly different. I'm heavy under the weight of what I hope these sessions will do for me.

I take a deep breath and hold it as I push open the door. There are a few people inside, and they all look at me when I walk in. A couple of them smile. I try to return it, but I'm too nervous to make my lips do more than give a small curl. The furniture is arranged in a circle. A yellow sofa, two green chairs, a pink sofa, and then three purple chairs. Only a few seats are empty, so I walk to one of the empty spaces. It's on the pink sofa, and it relaxes me just a little. I like pink. I wonder why I don't use it more in my designs and even in my own house?

I blow out the breath I've been holding and look around. There are three men and two women sitting in the circle with me. Only one of them comes across as gay. The others seem like normal people. I try again to smile at them, but by now they've all gotten back into their conversations that I interrupted with my entrance. I look away and make a point of pretending to not notice any of them when someone sits beside me.

I twist to look at them. They're wearing jeans and a bright blue t-shirt. Their brown hair hangs down to their shoulders, but it's not neat. The ends are ragged, and it looks like it hasn't been cut in months. I stare as they extend a coffee cup toward me. For a second, I'm not sure if I want to take it. But when I do, they smile. "Hi, I'm Morgan." They wave. And even after hearing them speak, I can't tell if they're a man or a woman. Maybe they're neither. Maybe that's why they're here.

As I continue to study them, I realize just how rude I'm being. "Uh, I'm Alex." I look down at the coffee. Its warmth feels good in my cold hand. "Thank you for this."

"It's nothing. You're new right?" they ask.

I cross my legs. At the knees, since that's the only way I can in these pants. "Yeah. First time. You?"

They shake their head. "Second time, so I'm an old pro. Stick with me, kid, and you'll be alright." They lower their voice in what I assume is an impression of a 1940s actor, and it makes me chuckle.

"So, what are these things like? And is everyone here for the same reason?"

Morgan laughs, and it brightens their entire face. "Because we're all queer and wish that we weren't?"

I gasp and look around the room to see if anyone heard that. It seemed so loud that they should have, but no one is looking at us.

"Relax. It's okay. Yes, we're all here for the same reason. Yours truly?" They point at themselves. "I'm a not-so-proud gay man. I suspect that you're the same?"

Somehow, knowing Morgan's gender makes me relax, and I feel myself settling into the cushions of the couch just a little more. "I'm not gay. I just… Anyway, do you think this really works?"

Morgan shrugs. "I don't know. But last week I sat next to that woman over there." I discreetly follow his pointing finger, and I find a blonde woman sitting directly across from us. She's wearing a long maxi-length dress and casually flips her hair over her shoulder as she talks to the man beside her. "She told me that Dr. Stevens is a miracle worker and to have faith. So I guess that's all any of us can do, right? Just have faith."

As he says this, the door opens again, and we all turn to look at it. It's Dr. Stevens. He's dressed casually today. Tight jeans and a red polo shirt, and I notice how attractive he is. My dick hardens against my too-tight pants just enough to send a twinge of pain through me, and I wriggle in my seat to relieve the pressure. I hear Morgan laugh beside me.

"Looks like you have the same problem I have. I didn't realize how much weight I'd put on until I got dressed this morning."

I look at him and grin. "Tell me about it. I could barely get these pants on this morning. I might have to call for help to get them off. Need the firefighters and the jaws of life or something."

"Bad idea." Morgan shakes his head. "Firefighters are sexy. You need to stay far away from that if you're trying to go straight." He giggles, and I smile as Dr. Stevens clears his throat.

"Are we ready to get started?" Dr. Stevens looks around the room, and we all quiet. "We have one new person here tonight. Welcome, Alex."

I blush as the others give me a round of applause. Morgan puts his hand on my arm and squeezes.

"We'll have him tell us a little bit about himself, but first, let's hear from Morgan. We didn't have time to get to you last week, so why don't you tell us a little bit about yourself?"

I watch as his cheeks turn red. "Um, I'm not really sure what to say. My name is Morgan, and, uh, I suppose I'm here for the same reason that the rest of you are. The delicious coffee." He holds up his cup. A few of the others give a polite laugh, but most of them just smile as the joke falls flat. Morgan clears his throat and glances at his hands in his lap before smiling and looking up again. "I guess I always knew that I was different. But then puberty came." Most of the people in the room nod their heads. I do too.

"Boys always seemed like a different species to me before that, but once my body started changing, it was like I was turning into that species too. I had nightmares about it. Before then, all my friends were girls. My parents never said anything about it. When I wanted to play with dolls, they let me. When the neighbor girl wanted to have a dress-up party with me, they bought us costumes. But when the hormones hijacked my body, that all went away. Girls looked at me the same way I used to look at boys. My parents started telling me that I needed to grow up and start acting like a man. And maybe, worst of all, the way I saw boys changed.

"I always thought they were gross and stupid, but now they started to do things to me. My body started to react in ways that horrified me." He takes a deep breath, and for a second I think that he's going to cry. "My sophomore year of high school, Coach caught me looking at a boy in the locker room after practice. And I wasn't just looking. I was staring. I had a hard-on. I'll never forget the way he called my name. His voice was so loud that it echoed off the lockers. He shook his head and told me he wasn't going to have any of that on his team and that he would make a man out of me, even if it killed me. That day, he sent me back out to the field and made me run laps until I vomited. 'Purging that sissy shit,' he called it. After I threw up, he made me do two more laps. Then he told me if he ever caught me doing that again, he would make sure the seniors on the team found out. 'They won't be as gentle as I am,' he said. And I made sure that I never looked at anyone else on the team ever again unless they were fully dressed. I couldn't trust my body. I still can't.

"When I went to college, I knew it was my chance to change. I dated girls. I tried to have sex with them, but I couldn't. Just the thought of it disgusted me. Then I dated Katie. I don't know how, but she guessed my secret. One weekend, I went to her apartment. Her roommate was gone, and she had lingerie spread out on the bed. I felt queasy as soon as I saw it. We hadn't tried to have sex yet, but it was obvious that she wanted to change that. What I didn't know was that the lingerie was for me. I tried to deny everything, but she just hugged me and told me it was alright. And after a lot of convincing, I believed her. I let her dress me. She even did my makeup. And then we had sex. But it wasn't right. Not the way a man should have sex with a woman. She had a dildo and took me, and..." This time Morgan does have tears in his eyes. I put my hand on his back and rub between his shoulder blades. He starts to lean toward me, but then stops. He takes a deep breath. "At the time, it felt good. For a couple of hours. But when I went home, I broke down. The next day, I texted her and told her that I couldn't see her again. She was the last girl I ever dated. The last person. But my body still reacts in ways that it shouldn't when I see attractive men. And that's why I'm here. I want those... reactions to stop."

The group softly applauds their support for Morgan, while I put my hand on his back again. This time, he doesn't resist the urge to lean against me, and I pull him tight for a quick hug. "That was so brave," I whisper when he's so close that no one else can hear us.

"Thank you, Morgan," Dr. Stevens says. "Stay with this program, and I promise you'll finally feel normal. Now, Alex, can you tell us a little bit about yourself, and why you're here?"

Morgan and I trade roles. My hand drops from him, but his goes to mine as my body starts to tremble. Dr. Stevens was the first and only person I've ever talked to about my need to overcome these feelings. I never thought anyone else would understand. I twist to face Morgan, and his smile gives me the courage I need to start. "My story is pretty similar to Morgan's. I just never felt right. Most of my life, I was able to hide that part of me away, so no one ever really found out. I think some people suspected it. I know they did. Some boys in school called me a fag and would shove me, trying to provoke me into a fight. But I never took the bait, and I learned pretty quickly that I had to date girls if I wanted to fit in. So I did. And I even fell in love with one.

"We spent almost all of our time together, and the times we weren't with each other, we were either on the phone or messaging. And I thought she was going to be the one to cure me. We even managed to have sex. I would close my eyes and pretend that she was a man, but it worked. And I thought maybe that was something lots of men did anyway." One of the guys sitting across from me giggles and grins. "We only dated for a few months when I asked her to marry me. Looking back, I'm sure I was trying to prove to myself that I was straight. I really did love her, though, but I realized later, I loved her as a friend. Not as a wife.

"It was just after our first anniversary that she caught me for the first time. For a while, I'd been putting on her things and watching porn. Gay porn." I pause so the others can gasp and tell me what a sick freak I am, but no one does.

"Go on," Dr. Stevens leans forward and rests his chin on his hand.

"At first, I was scared to death. My heart would race and I would feel sick. But the more I did it, the easier it got. And I think I got a little too careless. I started wearing her panties under my clothes to work. One day, she decided to surprise me with lunch at my office. But she had more planned than just lunch. I tried to keep her hands off me, but eventually she slid them under my pants. I still remember the way she recoiled. The way her face twisted up. 'Alex, what's this?' I almost couldn't hear her over the roaring of my pulse. The first thing I could think of was to tell her that I didn't have any clean underwear, so I had to wear hers. It was an obvious lie, but she had the decency to not call me on it.

"I quit dressing then. For about a month. But one day, when I knew she would be gone shopping all day, I slid open her top drawer. I was just going to look, but the panties and stockings were Sirens. And I was too weak to resist. My entire body was on fire when I pulled them on. I lay on the bed and stared at the ceiling, thinking that I should have been born as a g—Well, thinking things that a man shouldn't think. I must have fallen asleep because the next thing I know, she's in the room screaming and throwing my clothes at me. It took me a few seconds to process what was going on. She was throwing my things at me because she was kicking me out. And no matter how much pleading I did, she held firm. And she was right to do it.

"That was almost three years ago. I've tried to live as a gay man since then. I've gone on the apps and even dated, but each time, I always know deep down that it's wrong. But abstinence doesn't work either. The urges never go away, no matter how wrong I tell myself they are. So that's what made me look up conversion therapy, and that's how I found this." I look around the room. People are cringing, and my stomach sinks. Did I misread this that badly? Am I too much of a lost cause, even for these people?

"Alex," Dr. Stevens' voice is soft. Everyone looks at him as soon as he starts speaking. "Conversion therapy is a bad word here. That's not what we do, right?" The others are quick to agree with him. Even Morgan. And my cheeks are so hot they could ignite. I feel like a child who confidently asserts that 2+2=22 only to be laughed at by everyone around them. "We're not here to convert anyone. We're here to help you be your true self. And how do we do that?" He scans the room. "We let ourselves explore our urges. If you feel an impulse for something, follow it. Find out where it takes you. Maybe you'll like it, but maybe you won't. Exploration is the only way to discover your true self. And finding your true self is the only way you can be happy. Now who wants to go next?"

Morgan puts his arm around my shoulders, and I want to melt into him. "I'm going to the mall after this," he whispers. "I need clothes that actually fit. Wanna come with me?"

The woman sitting across from us starts talking about a date she went on this past weekend. With a man who she feels might have potential to become a serious partner. "Yeah," I whisper back. "That sounds great."


CHAPTER FOUR



I haven't been to a mall in so long, I almost forget what stores there are. But walking through the long central hall brings back all the memories from the last time I was here. It was with Melody. I stop outside an empty storefront. Last time I was here, it was a bookstore. Melody didn't want to stop, but I insisted. I didn't want to buy anything, but I just loved the smell and the way bookstores made me feel. I stop now and look through the drawn metal grate. In the far corner, there are a few bookmarks left behind and scattered on the floor. It's the only sign of what used to be. I roll my eyes at the obvious metaphor, and when I turn to look at Morgan, I see that he's several steps ahead of me.

He doesn't notice that I'm not with him yet, and I hurry to catch up. But as I do, I can't help but watch the way he walks. His hips move side to side, and his long hair bounces with each step. There's a grace to him that I didn't notice before in the small meeting room. Here in the open, it's obvious. He moves almost like a dancer. If I didn't know better, I would think he was a woman from behind. His rear even fills out his jeans the way a woman's rear would.

When I catch up to him, he points to a store on our right. "I figure we'll start there." I look and see what I recognize as a men's store. I've even bought clothes from them before. So I nod and follow him as we both turn toward the entrance.

We're surrounded by suits as soon as we walk in. Jackets and pants in every shade of grey and black. Even a couple in a dark navy for the more adventurous. There's a certain type of man who shops here. The man who wouldn't dare entertain the thought of wearing any color outside the traditional black, grey, or blue. The type of man I've spent most of my life trying to be.

"What's wrong?" Morgan stops and asks me. It's like he can somehow sense my discomfort.

"It's nothing. Just, is this the kind of store you like?" I look at the jeans and t-shirt he has on. They bind on his body in all the wrong places, just like the pants I'm wearing. They could be clothes that any man would wear, but they certainly didn't come from here.

He raises a shoulder. "I don't know. I thought maybe it would be the type of store you'd like. You seem... fancier than me." He laughs.

"Is that code for boring? I like color. It just sometimes makes me uncomfortable."

"Uncomfortable?"

I scan around me so I don't have to look him in the eyes. "Like, you know how some colors are girly. It's just easier to⁠—"

"Easier to blend in when you only wear boring clothes," he finishes my sentence, and I look up at him. He's smiling. "I get it. I've done it too. But why? Do you want to wear colorful things?"

It's a simple question, but I struggle to answer it.

"Let's go somewhere else." Morgan takes my hand, and it takes all my willpower to not jerk my hand away and pretend I don't know him. "Follow your urges and see where they lead you."

I let him lead me out of the store and to the end of this section of the mall. The store we go into couldn't be more different. There's almost every color on display as soon as we walk in. I stop to look around and notice that I'm still holding Morgan's hand. It's strange. There's nothing between us. Nothing sexual, at least, but I didn't mind holding his hand. And in public, where I would have never dreamed of holding another man's hand for fear that someone would think I'm gay. "I can do this," I say. "I could wear these things."

Morgan giggles. "This is the women's section."

"Oh." This time when I look around, I see what should have been obvious the first time. Skirts and dresses and pinks that even the most secure man wouldn't be brave enough to wear. I feel the heat rise to my cheeks. "Well, I just meant that I could wear these things in theory."

He quickly puts his arm around my shoulders before taking a step back. "I know exactly what you meant. I've been there too, remember? Now come on. Let's go see what the men's section has."

We take an escalator to the second floor to find the men's section. It doesn't draw me the way the downstairs did, but it's still better than the first store that we stopped at. We stroll through the racks, occasionally holding things up to ourselves or out for the other to see. And after just a few minutes, we both have handfuls of clothes, so we make our way to the fitting rooms.

It's not long before Morgan knocks on my door. "None of these clothes work for me," he announces before I have time to answer. "I'm going back out for round two."

I look at my pile of discards on the floor and then at three pairs of pants still folded and sitting on the wood-slat bench. "Yeah, no luck so far for me either, but I still have a few to try."

"I hope those work for you. I'll be back shortly."

I nod my head like he can see me and then unfold a pair of jeans. I sigh as I shake them out. They look two sizes too big, but everything I've tried so far has been too tight. It doesn't make sense. I've worn a 32 waist for as long as I can remember. Since high school. But now every 32 that I try is so tight I can't get it up over my butt. And the one pair that I could pull up was so loose at the waist, I could slide my hand up to my forearm into the waistband. Have the clothing companies changed the way they size pants since I bought my last pair?

I shake my head as I pull this pair up. Before I even get them to the knees, I can already tell the legs are too wide. They'll look almost like a skirt on me. I force myself to laugh as I think about wearing a skirt. "At least it would fit me better," I say to the mirror as I finish pulling the jeans up. Even these jeans cling to me a little more than I would like around my hips and butt, but the waist is enormous. I think I could literally fit two of me in them. I collapse backward onto the bench. I think I hear a seam pop in the rear as I plop down.

This is pointless. I pull the last two untried pairs from under me and toss them into the discard pile. There's no way those will fit. I lean my head against the wall and huff out a long breath. I'll try another store. Or online. Someplace that has a free return policy.

"Knock, knock. You still in there?" Morgan calls on the other side of the door.

"Just getting ready to put my old clothes on. This was a bust."

"Maybe not. Remember how you said you like color?"

I cringe, trying to imagine what Morgan could have in mind. "Yeah? But nothing too crazy."

"Well, here."

I look up as Morgan flips a pair of pants over the top of the dressing room door. "Yellow?" I walk over and run a finger along them but don't take them from him yet. "Is this some kind of test?" I laugh.

He shakes the pants. Their hanger clangs against the door. "We can worry about the color later. I think these will fit. I got a pair to try too. Now take these before my arm falls asleep." He shakes them again, and I take them from him.

"So, there are other colors?" I ask.

"See if they fit first." He's already moving down the hall toward his fitting room. When I hear his door close, I take two steps backward and hold these pants out in front of me.

They aren't bad. They're actually kind of cute. Cute? I've never bought anything cute before, and I don't plan to do it now either. But I shimmy out of the ill-fitting jeans and pull these on. Every inch of the way, they fit perfectly and feel magical against my skin. Like they were made for me. Or I for them. When I get to my butt, I unconsciously pull in a breath and hold it. This is where they'll reveal themselves to be as poorly designed as all the other pants I've tried on. But they don't. They glide over my briefs, and when I button them, they lie flat against my belly. I look at myself in the mirror and can't believe what I see. Now that they're on, I even like the color. Morgan must be some kind of magician to have pulled this off. I start to unzip them, but then think better. I rip the tag off so the worker can scan it, but I leave them on. I kick the old pair I wore all day into the discard pile. Let the store trash them. I won't need them anymore.

I wait outside the fitting rooms for Morgan. When he comes out, I see he had the same idea I did. He's wearing a pair of pants identical to mine, except his are pink. At first, I'm taken aback by the color, but they look good on him. I'm a little jealous that he's not too self-conscious to wear them.

"Great minds," he says with a chuckle. "Did you see the secret of these?"

I turn and we walk out into the store. I search for the display of these pants because I'm not leaving until I buy at least four more pairs. "What secret?"

"You like them, right?"

I look down. "I do. I wasn't sure about the color at first, but these fit perfectly. And when I looked in the mirror, I kinda started to like the yellow. I want to get more, but in some normal colors too. Same with you?" I motion to his pants.

He shrugs. "I've always liked pink. But remember what Dr. Stevens says? About following your instincts?"

I stop and look at him. "Yeah, I guess. But if your instinct is telling you that we should shoplift these, I'm not going to go along." I laugh and hope that it's not really what he had in mind.

He doesn't laugh. "These are women's pants."

"What?" A chill runs through me. It's worse than if he suggested we shoplift. I want to rip the pants off right here in the middle of the store.

"I thought it was worth a try. I mean, women's clothes are designed for bigger hips and butts, right? And that's where we were both having problems. These solve that."

"And that explains the colors," I say.

"The colors are cute." He sounds almost defensive. "And obviously women's clothes come in boring colors too, but I thought we should go all the way if we were going to do it. In for a penny, right?"

I look at the way the pants fit him. Perfectly. I know that mine fit me just as well. And the anger and shame fade away. What's wrong with wearing pants that fit us? Or pants that have a little color? "Show me where you got them. I want more."

He beams and then leads me downstairs.

By the time we're done, I carry five pairs plus the tag from the ones I'm wearing to the checkout. Morgan has a much more restrained three, counting his pink ones. The girl at the register checks us out without even batting an eye.

"What now?" Morgan asks me as we walk away from the cashier?

"Tops?" I point to the left. "Do you think women's tops would fit us better? The ones I have are too big around my belly. They look sloppy." I don't wait for him to reply before I start moving again. It's not that I want an excuse to wear women's clothes. That's not it at all, I tell myself. But if there's a chance they fit better, I need to take it. Being an interior designer is all about image, and that includes my own. What kind of image do I present if I wear clothes that don't fit me?

"Tops. Yeah, I think there's definitely a chance that they will fit us better." Even though I have only known him for a few hours, I can hear the grin in his voice. "It's worth a try, at least."

He falls into place beside me. We barely take more than a few steps before I hear the voice of a woman who sounds like she can't be more than twenty years old. "Excuse me? Excuse me?" Her heels clack against the tile floors as she darts in front of us to stop us. When I see her, I wonder if she's even old enough to drive. "Can you two do me an enormous favor?"

Morgan and I look at each other before turning back to the woman. I raise my eyebrow to signal her to go on.

"I work at the makeup counter." She points to our right. Morgan and I both look at the glass display cases. "I'm still on probation and need two more makeovers today to meet my quota. I was, like, so desperate when I saw that you ladies don't have any makeup on. Would you mind?"

All my saliva evaporates, and my tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth. Ladies? I want to look at Morgan to make sure I heard this girl correctly, but I can't even turn my head. There's no way she said that. No way.

"You don't have to buy anything. I just need to, like, put makeup on you and tell you how much prettier each item makes you. Not that you two aren't already pretty without makeup. You girls have great skin. I'm so super jealous. I've got this." She points at her face. The only blemish I can see is a tiny red spot on the side of her nose. "Please? I'll just do the basics. It'll be quick, I swear."

I finally manage to gulp in a breath, and it releases my muscles. I look at Morgan, and he's staring at the floor. I wish I could say that I haven't fantasized about this. That I haven't dreamed of having someone do my makeup. But I have. Too often for my own good. Just as I'm about to tell her no, I hear Dr. Stevens. My impulse is to say yes, and he says we should follow our impulses. "Sure, why not?" I smile at the girl.

Morgan gasps and looks at me. His jaw is hanging open as I smile at him.

"What do you say, girlie?" I ask him. "You up for a makeover?"


CHAPTER FIVE



The girl leads us over to the makeup counter, and for the first two steps, I feel like I'm floating. It can't be real, right? But then the weight of it hits me, and my legs almost buckle. I can't do this. I can't sit in the middle of a busy store and have this girl give me a makeover while people walk by me. Looking. Staring. What if they see that I'm a man? What if someone recognizes me? What if this girl finds out I'm a man? I rub my fingers over my cheek, feeling for my stubble, but there isn't any. Why isn't there any? It's been hours since I shaved. Just as I convince myself that we need to tell this girl that we've changed our minds, I look over at Morgan.

He looks mesmerized. His eyes are wide, and his lips are parted the tiniest bit. He's staring straight ahead, but then he must sense my gaze because he turns to look at me, and his mouth breaks into a massive grin. He mouths, "Can you believe this?" I shake my head, and know that I have to go along with it now. Only for him. Not at all for me.

There are two low-backed chairs side-by-side with oval tabletop mirrors stationed in front of them at the glass counter. I climb onto the nearest one while I watch Morgan take the other. Even when sitting down, there's a noticeable grace to his movements. His slender limbs move as if they're gliding, and when he's seated, he casually crosses one leg over the other and settles back into the chair as if there's no reason at all he shouldn't be here. And maybe there isn't. Maybe we both belong here.

"So, who should I start with?" The girl stands in front of us and beams. Morgan and I both point to the other and then giggle. "You." The girl points at me and then puts the tip of her finger on her lips and examines me.

My stomach twists itself into a knot and my breath catches. This is when she realizes the mistake she's made. I want to pinch my eyes closed like a baby who thinks that the world disappears if he can't see it. But that won't help, so I sit there frozen. Waiting.

"Pink," she says with the same weight as a judge issuing a verdict.

"Pink?" I ask.

She nods. "You're a pink girl. Don't you agree?"

"Uhh..."

"She definitely is," Morgan pipes in. I'm not sure if he's rescuing me or digging me in further, so I'm not sure whether to smile at him or kick him. I decide on neither.

The girl holds up her finger and then walks behind the counter. I look at Morgan and raise my eyebrows. He's still grinning. "What? You're definitely a pink girl. I'm a gold, darling." He holds his hand out, wrist bent, like he's royalty and expecting someone to kiss it. He lets it hang there for a couple of seconds and then bursts into laughter.

I roll my eyes. "You're a drama queen, is what you are."

"So you admit I'm a queen?"

I shake my head and join his laughter.

"Are you ladies ready to be gorgeous?" The girl's voice snaps me back to reality, and I bite my lips. "I mean, not like you two aren't already. I don't mean that. But, like, who doesn't feel prettier with a little makeup on, right?"

Morgan and I look at each other. I don't know what he's thinking, but as for me, I can't believe we're actually about to do this. "Right," we both say.

The girl smiles. "Close your eyes. I'm going to start with the primer. It's super important to have a good base layer to build on top of."

I try to be a perfect canvas for her. Closing and opening my eyes and my lips on command. Looking up and then down. She works through primer, concealer, foundation, contour, blush, eyeshadow, eyeliner, mascara, lipstick, and finally a setting spray. There are several times when I just barely hold back a sneeze, and through the whole process, I marvel at everything women go through in our society. If nothing else, this has given me a new respect for them. When I'm finally cured and able to date a woman, I swear to myself that I'll never complain about how long it takes her to get ready.

"You look amazing!" Even though I know the girl is being paid to give compliments to everyone she works on, her words still make my heart beat a little faster. "Are you ready to see?"

"I am!" Morgan says from behind me. "So not fair that you wouldn't let me watch."

I spin the chair, so I'm facing the mirror and nearly fall to the floor. That can't be me. It is. But it can't be. That's not a man. That's not someone with any trace of masculinity at all. My heart races faster than if I were running from a pack of werewolves let loose in the mall. I reach out toward the mirror, but then stop. What if I touch my reflection, and it's lost forever? What if it ripples away and then reveals what I know is really there? A man who looks like a clown. Worse than a clown.

"Um, hello? Curious friend sitting right here."

"More like nosy friend." I wrinkle my nose and stick out my tongue as I turn to face Morgan.

He gasps, and his hand flies to his mouth. "You really do look amazing! Not that I ever doubted you, of course." He's looking at the girl as he says that.

Not just a girl, a makeup artist. I turn back and look at my reflection. If I had known that makeup would make me look like this—what? What would I have done differently? Tried it years ago? Worn it all the time? No. I'm a man. I shake my head to clear it. I won't give in to these thoughts, no matter how they make me feel. Still, I can't stop staring at myself. And I still can't catch my breath.

I watch as Morgan goes through the same process—the same transformation—that I just completed. And when he's finished, he's just as shocked as I was. And I'm just as dazed as when I saw myself. The girl used a completely different color palette on his darker skin, but the result is still the same. He's stunning.

When she's finished, and Morgan and I are capable of anything more than dumbfounded gasps, the girl looks at the two of us and bounces up and down a couple of times. Her ponytail sways as she does. "Thank you girls so, so, so much for this! I know I already said it, but you don't have to buy a thing. I just needed to meet my quota, so my boss won't, like, yell at me. Or worse. But you can⁠—"

"We'll take them," Morgan says as her gaze floats back to the mirror. "Everything. All of it. I'll buy mine and his—hers. I'll pay for both of us."

"Morgan." I put my hand on his arm, not sure if I want to talk him out of doing this or thank him.

"Are you serious?" the girl asks. When Morgan says yes, she bounces again and thanks us over and over as she hurries around the counter and fills two bags with our makeup.

I don't say anything until he's paid for everything and we're out of earshot. "What are you doing? That had to have been over a hundred dollars' worth of makeup."

Morgan looks at me with his lip curled up. "Uh yeah, definitely over a hundred. When's the last time you shopped for makeup?"

"Never. And that's the point. Aren't we supposed to be working on this?"

"You're the one who agreed to the makeovers," he unhelpfully points out.

I huff out a breath. "That was just to help that girl." Right? "And there's a big difference between that and buying out the whole counter. Do you even know how to use this stuff? And when will either of us ever put it on? It's not like we can put on makeup and leave the house."

Morgan stops and puts a hand on his hip, and I notice how far that hip flares out from his waist. "Honey, you're in public wearing makeup right now. And you look gorgeous. And so do I. So tell me again that we can't put on makeup and leave the house."

"But Dr. Stevens⁠—"

"Dr. Stevens would tell us to do this. He's all about following urges so we can find ourselves, remember? Did you sleep through the session? Now come on. I have an idea, but we need cute tops first." Morgan takes my hand and drags me back to the women's section.

As we flick through racks of shirts and blouses, I keep looking over my shoulder, waiting for someone to look at me just a little funny. Maybe they'll even point. Or sneer. But no one does. Most of the other shoppers don't even look at me, but the few who do, flash a quick smile before looking away. It's like none of them thinks there's anything wrong with me wearing makeup and shopping for women's tops. And the more time I spend doing it, the more I agree with them.

I could spend all day shopping for shirts. Everything is so different from what I'm used to. So much prettier. But Morgan and I stop after buying just two each. As much as I want to keep buying, I force myself to admit that it would just be wasted money. Pants are unisex, even if they are in colors that men don't typically wear, but a floral blouse with lace sleeves? I would have a hard time convincing anyone that it's a man's shirt.

"So what's this idea?" I've asked a few times while we were shopping, but Morgan refused to answer until now.

"First, we go to that fitting room right over there and change into one of these new tops. Then we go to that restaurant we passed on the way in. We go to the bar and have a drink. Just like two women who spent their evenings shopping."

"Morgan..."

"Alex? Not another word. I saw the way your eyes twinkled when I said that, so don't even pretend that you don't want to."

"It's not that. It's⁠—"

He grabs my wrist and gives it a squeeze. "I said not another word. Now come on." He tugs me, and I follow him to the fitting room. The one meant for women who are shopping in this area.

We both go into the same dressing room, and while I hurry and slip into the simple white blouse that I bought, Morgan takes all the time in the world putting on his pale blue silk tank top. It seems like the more I try to rush him, the slower he goes. So at last I give up and watch as he lowers it over his head. Carefully holding the neck out to keep from getting makeup on it. Then he looks in the mirror, deciding whether to tuck it in, but I know it's just to annoy me further. Finally, with a loud sigh, he announces that he's ready. He gives me a wink as he pulls open the door and walks out into the store.
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I give a quick thanks when I see that the bar isn't crowded. Morgan tries to lead me up to a stool at the long dark wood bar, but I'm able to deflect him to a table in the corner instead. I've given in on the idea of coming here, but I don't want to sit on display for everyone to see.

As soon as we sit, a server comes over to us, notepad in her hand. "What can I get for you ladies?"

I exhale at having passed the first test and order a rum and diet coke. Morgan asks the server to surprise him. "Something fruity and with vodka" is all he says. She smiles and promises to be right back. We both watch her go to the bar, and just a couple of minutes later, she's on her way back. Morgan's drink is an unnatural green and, even from the other side of the table, I can smell the scent of sour apple candy. It makes me cringe, but Morgan smiles as he takes a sip.

"I haven't had this much fun in a very long time," he says after his second sip. "Thank you for coming out with me."

I chuckle at the unintended pun, but then I smile. "I had fun today too," I say, and I mean it. This may be the most fun I've ever had, actually. Even during the fun times with Melody, I always worried about acting manly enough. Today was different. Without the pressure to be a man, I was able to just enjoy the little moments and let them all accumulate into something I never allowed myself to think about. Maybe Dr. Stevens is right. The first step toward curing me of these feelings is to just give in to them and be free. Then I can find the freedom to change myself.

"Hurry and look left," Morgan interrupts my thoughts. "At that man sitting by himself at the bar."

His head is tilted up at the television hanging above the bar. I follow the trail of dark stubble down his chin and along his exposed neck. Then I look at his face. Even from the side, I can tell that he's perfect. His jaw is square, but not jutting. His nose has a broad slope. And his eyes. Their shining onyx is the blackest thing I've ever seen. I'm not sure if they're really that dark or if it's just the dim lighting of the bar that makes them appear that way. But either way, they're almost hypnotic.

I look back at Morgan. "Ten out of ten, for sure. Why? Are you interested? I thought you wanted to get past all that?"

"Not me. I have a thing for redheads. But he's been checking you out ever since we got here."

My heart flutters, but I force myself to roll my eyes. "He has not. There's no way any guy is going to look twice at me like this."

"Alex, you saw yourself, so you know as well as I do how pretty you look right now. Don't play modest with me."

I want to deny what he's saying, but he's not wrong. Even if I'm not ready to admit that I look pretty, I can't deny that I at least look okay. I look back at the man, and my jaw drops when my eyes make contact with his. I twist my head away, but it's too late. I caught a glimpse of his lips curving up, and I know that he saw me looking at him. "Why didn't you warn me he was looking?" I hiss at Morgan.

He laughs. "Honey, I just told you that he's been checking you out. Isn't that warning enough? Oh my god, he's coming this way."

"Shut up!"

"I'm serious," he whispers.

I wish over and over that I could become invisible or be teleported away, but it doesn't work. It's only a couple of seconds before he's standing at our table. I don't so much see him as I sense him. Smell him. He smells masculine, like he exudes testosterone. I tell myself that I won't look up at him, and my resolve holds for exactly one-tenth of a second before I find myself turning and staring into those eyes. I could get lost in them. I am lost in them.

"Alex." Hearing Morgan say my name snaps me back to reality, and I realize that the man asked me my name and waited while I just stared at him like a statue. He waited so long that Morgan had to answer for me. "Her name is Alex."

The man extends his hand. "Hello Alex, I'm Jacob." His voice is a baritone, and even though it was only four words, he's somehow able to turn it into music.

I put my hand in his and am amazed at the way his dwarfs mine. Is his hand really that large, or is mine smaller than I remember? "I'm Alex, um, but you already know that."

He chuckles. "I like hearing it from you. I'm sorry if this is rude, but I noticed you as soon as you walked in, and..." He looks away like he's shy, and it makes my heart almost burst. "I don't even know if you're single. You two could be together for all I know, but if you are single, and if you're interested, would you consider going out with me?"

I try to keep my jaw from dropping, but I can't. And I can't snap it shut once it does. "Out? A date?"

He nods. "I've never just walked up to a woman and asked her out like this, but there's something about you. I don't know what it is."

"Woman?" I ask myself more than him. Is it really possible he doesn't know I'm a man? Even with the clothes and makeup, I thought it would be obvious to anyone who looked at me longer than three seconds, but he's been standing here longer than that. And Morgan said he's been looking at me since we walked in. Is this look that convincing? And what does that mean if it is?

Without thinking, I nod, and he grins. "You just made my night. I was so nervous about coming over here, but I knew I would regret it forever if I didn't. You know how it is when you get an impulse that you just have to follow? Anyway, let's exchange numbers, and then we can set up a time that works for both of us."

"I'd like that." My mouth is fully ten seconds behind my head and trailing way behind in this conversation. I give him my cell phone watch as he puts his number in and then texts himself from it.

"There. I promise I'll text tomorrow, but for now, I'll leave you ladies to enjoy your evening. Good night, Alex."

I stare at his back as he walks away. At the way his body forms a perfect V down to his ass. "What did I just do?" I ask Morgan.

"I'd say you followed your urges," she chuckles. "Just like the doctor told you to."


CHAPTER SIX



"Morgan, this is not a good idea. It's beyond that. It's a terrible idea. Let's just stop, and I'll text to tell him this was all a mistake. I'll make something up. I have a boyfriend. Or husband. Or I was called out of town to perform an emergency surgery on my son. Something."

He finishes winding a strand of my hair around the curling iron and then pinches the top of my arm.

"Ow! What the hell was that for?"

"Because you're being stupid."

"So you pinched me?"

In the mirror, I see him shrug. His hair is pulled back in a high ponytail, and he's wearing a tank top that looks like a woman's cami. "And I'll do it again if you keep up with this nonsense." He holds a finger and thumb just an inch apart to prove that he's serious.

"You're mean."

"Only to my friends who are being idiots. Now stop squirming so I can finish your hair. And stop trying to dream up ways to get out of this. Your friend is making you over before you go on a date with a handsome stranger. Do you know how many people would love to be in your shoes?"

I look down at my beige heels with the thin strap around my ankles. "I'm going on a date with a handsome stranger, while pretending to be a woman. I think you left out the most important part of this story."

He flicks his hand like he's swatting a fly, and I notice again his glittering blue nail polish. "That's a tiny detail that barely even matters. Now face forward." He presses on the sides of my head and turns me away from him. "And you're not really pretending to be anything. You're just making yourself as pretty as possible while wearing clothes that happen to fit you perfectly. If he assumes you're a woman, then that's on him, not you."

I roll my eyes and want to shake my head, but I'm afraid Morgan's next step might be a hot curling iron to my exposed back. So I stay still and close my eyes until he's finished. After just a couple of minutes, he steps back and has me stand so he can look at me.

"Beautiful."

"But is that really what I—" Morgan holds up his fingers in a sinister C, and I rub my arm. It still burns from the pinch.

"Come over here and look at yourself."

I walk in front of him to the full-length mirror. He's curled my hair into loose waves that fall over my shoulders. My makeup is the same as I got from the department store last week. The same as what I was wearing when Jacob first saw me. Morgan did everything he could to talk me into wearing a dress today, but I refused that. Instead, I'm wearing an emerald green jumpsuit with a halter top. The wide straps cross in front of me, hiding what I would think are my breasts if I didn't know better, and tie around the back of my neck. The legs flare out from the hips and give the illusion that this is a calf-length dress. Seeing myself dressed this way sends a shiver through my body. It's everything I've spent my life avoiding and repressing. "Are you sure about this?"

Morgan takes a step back to examine me. "You're even showing a little sideboob in that outfit. So yes, I'm sure. Jacob is going to love it. And I'll admit, this is even sexier than the dress I wanted you to wear."

"That's not what I mean. And it's not sideboob because these aren't boobs. Just a little... flab or something."

"Mmm-hmm, sure. And yes, I'm sure about this in the sense that you're talking about too. Set aside all the guilt and shame that you've internalized from society. This is what you want to do, isn't it?"

I give him a non-committal grunt and start to bite my lip before I remember I'm wearing lipstick. He's not wrong. I shouldn't want this. I know that. But it's something I've wanted for as long as I can remember. Even if I can't admit it. Not even to Morgan.

I stare at myself silently, looking for the slightest thing that could give me away. The body hair that I swear I used to have is now just a wispy fuzz that is only visible in bright light. The curve made by my slender waist and jutting hips is more pronounced than many women I've seen. Even my feet seem delicate in these shoes. Somehow smaller than I remember them being. But I know that's not possible. The weight I've lost explains why my waist is so much smaller, but bones don't just change.

I'm still studying my every inch when my phone vibrates. My heart rate spikes, and I'm sure if I had food in my stomach I would throw it up. Without even looking, I know it's a text from Jacob telling me that he's here. "Is it too late to back out?"

"Do you really want to?" Morgan stares at me and then holds out his hand. I take it, and he leads me to the living room. To the front door. "I've packed everything you need in your purse. Even a couple tampons just in case someone asks you for one in the ladies' room."

Oh shit. I hadn't thought about using the restroom while out like this. The room starts to spin around me.

"Alex," he puts his hands on my shoulders, and I focus on his eyes to steady myself, "you're going to be fine. You're gorgeous. The world will think you're just any other woman out on a date, and Jacob won't be able to take his eyes off you. You got this, girl. Now, I'm going to go hide in your bedroom, so he doesn't know I had to drag you kicking and screaming into this date." He giggles quietly, so Jacob won't be able to hear him on the other side of the door.

"I'm not kicking and—" Morgan points to the door as he slips into my bedroom, and I turn to face it. I suppose this is it. I twist the knob and pull it open.

Jacob is wearing a black suit over a white button-down shirt. He doesn't have a tie. Instead, the top two buttons of his shirt are undone, exposing just a hint of his chest. My eyes are immediately drawn to it, and I wish I could undo the rest of the buttons. "Were you just talking to someone?" he asks.

My eyes flick toward my now closed bedroom door. "No, just singing to myself."

Jacob's eyes widen and the pure black dances. "If your singing is as beautiful as you, I would love to hear it."

My cheeks get so hot that they could melt all the makeup covering them. "I, uh... You look nice."

He smiles, and it makes my skin burn even more. "Shall we?" He holds his hand out for me, and despite the voices screaming inside my head—telling me that this is wrong, a sin, that I'll spend eternity in hell—I take it.

As soon as I do, a bolt of electricity flows from his hand into me, and it silences the voices. I look up at him. He has just enough stubble on his cheeks to tempt me to rub my hands against it. That scratchy feeling is one of the things I love most about dating men. Feeling it as I run my fingers across it. As I press my cheek against it. I force myself to look away before I kiss him just so I can feel it scrape my chin.

"Did you feel that?" He looks from my face to our hands and back at me.

I just smile. "So, where are we going?"

Jacob stares at me a second longer and then grins. "You'll see." He squeezes my hand, and we walk to his car. I've never had a man open a door for me, so I'm not sure how to act when he does it. I look up at him, but he just bows his head. So I sit down, smoothing my pants under me as if they were a dress and then swinging my legs in. Once I'm in, he shuts the door with a soft but solid thump. And when he's in beside me, it's like we're the only two people in the world. Even as we drive through the city, it's just us, and I think about the other people I've dated. The men and the women. And I've never felt like this with any of them. Most of the time, my thoughts were everywhere except on the person I was with. I was constantly scanning around me. Watching people's reactions. Wondering how they saw me. What they thought.

Even as we walk into the restaurant, though, I barely notice anyone around us. All the worry that I felt just half an hour ago about pretending to be a woman in public, about wearing heels and makeup, it's all gone. The only thing that's real is my hand in Jacob's as the host leads us to our table.

"I hope you like Thai," Jacob says as he sits across from me. "I probably should have asked before I brought you here."

I look around and take in the familiar gold and ivory walls, and run a finger over the heavy tablecloth. We're just two tables away from my disastrous last date. I stare at the table I stormed away from, and I wonder at the lack of voices now. Last time I was here, they were so loud, I couldn't hear anything else. Now I can't find them. "I love it."

The dinner passes with no intrusions. My throat catches for just a second when Jacob tells me he's thinking of having the chicken with green curry, but he changes his mind and orders the prawns with ginger noodles. Just to tempt fate, though, I get the white fish in coconut sauce. Nothing happens. My youth pastor doesn't suddenly appear over my shoulder to tell me I'm sliding down the slippery slope to hell. I don't smell scorched brimstone wafting out from the kitchen.

"This is wonderful." Jacob extends his hand over the table toward me, and I don't hesitate to take it.

"The best meal I've had in a very long time," I tell him.

"Meal? I was talking about you. You're wonderful. I've never felt this way about any other woman. Especially not on the first date." I blush and look away when he calls me a woman. "I want more than anything to invite you back to my house."

I almost leap across the table and into his lap. I want that more than anything too, and not even a chorus of voices could stop me from doing it tonight. I grip his hand tighter while I wait for his invitation. An invitation that I'm going to immediately accept, and then I'll practically yank him out of here to his car, where I'll start undressing him before we even get out of the parking lot. Obviously, I can't let him see what I have under my panties, but that won't stop me from taking him in every other way that I can.

"But I'm not going to rush it. Not yet."

It takes me a second to process what he's saying, and when I do, I look up at him and blink, my eyelids heavy from the false eyelashes. "You don't want to?"

He pulls his lower lip between his teeth and gnaws on it. His eyebrows wrinkle together. "I want it so much. I want you so much. But that's why I can't do it. Not yet."

"Oh." I release my grip, but he doesn't let my hand slip from his.

"Alex, you don't understand. I feel something between us. This could be special, and I refuse to jeopardize that by taking you back to my place for a quick and easy fuck. When it happens, it's not going to be just a fuck, and it's certainly not going to be quick." He leans in and whispers, "I'm going to make you come over and over until your body is so spent you'll wonder if you can ever move again."

Every bit of heat in my body rushes to my core, and I almost melt off my chair.

"But not tonight. Not on our first date." He stands and kisses the back of my hand as I follow suit. "Tonight, I'm going to be a perfect gentleman and drive you home. You're just going to have to use your imagination, but I promise it won't hold a candle to the real thing." He winks and guides me outside. There are a few drops of rain falling as we wait for the valet. I don't worry about them ruining my hair or makeup because my body is so hot, they vaporize as soon as they get near me.


CHAPTER SEVEN



"Wait, so that was it? He didn't even kiss you?" Morgan asks incredulously.

I blow out a sigh that isn't nearly as dramatic as I feel. "Nope. He said I had to wait for that too."

"Oh, girl."

"I know." I don't know exactly when I started to accept people referring to me using female pronouns. Even yesterday, I would sometimes cringe when Morgan would call me a girl, or when Jacob would call me a woman. But it doesn't seem strange now. Just like it doesn't seem strange to think of Morgan as a woman. After all, when I first met her, I wasn't sure if she was male or female, and she certainly hasn't done a single masculine thing since then. In fact, she's become more and more feminine.

Morgan groans. She's just as frustrated as I am. "What are you going to do now?"

That's the question. "Just wait, I guess. Wait and see what comes."
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Despite Jacob not inviting me back to his house last night, or accepting an invitation back to mine—despite him giving me nothing more than a peck on the cheek that was so chaste he could have done it to a nun without anyone thinking twice—I was floating when I came through my door. My feet, which had been killing me in the uncomfortable heels all night, were pain free. I didn't make a sound on either the tile or wood floors. It wasn't until I fell backward onto my bed that I weighed anything at all. Even then, with my face scrubbed to a pink that matched the satin pajama short set I had on, I weighed just a tenth of what I did when the day started. Just a hundredth of what I did two weeks ago.

But as I lay there last night, I opened the doors in my mind to what I knew were the inevitable voices. They had left me alone while Morgan made me over and while I was on my date with Jacob, but I knew they couldn't resist the lure of me lying alone in a quiet bedroom. That's when they have always been their loudest. And they didn't disappoint me.

It was my aunt first. It almost always is. She'd raised me since I was two years old. That's when my mother declared that God had called on her to move halfway across the world and spread the gospel among people who really just go to the mission hall for the free food. Apparently, God had either forgotten or didn't care that she had a toddler, because I wasn't part of her, or His, new plan. Not one to deny the Lord, my aunt agreed to take me in. She, however, made it very clear to everyone who would listen, including me, over and over again, that I was her penance. She only suffered me because I was her path toward the Kingdom, but just like any other path, I was simply meant to be trod on.

"You're nothing more than a faggot," her voice snarls at me. "A filthy, sinful faggot, and Satan's flames will consume you. You will wail in agony for eternity while I enjoy what I have earned with my devotion. And I won't even feel sorry for you. Whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap, Alex, and you shall reap an everlasting crop of fire."

Then it's my pastor. He and my aunt always come to me together. "You're almost out of time," his voice warns me. "The Son of Man will come at an hour when you do not expect him. Be ready, Alex, because He will give to each person according to what they have done. And what have you done, Alex? Your life—your very soul—is filled with sin. Our God is a loving God, but He is vengeful to those who disrespect His love. And your very being is a great disrespect to Him. You and your kind are a mockery of all creation. You must repent and pray that it's not already too late." While the mental projection of my aunt has completely given up on me, he offers me a tiny seed of hope. But only if I renounce everything that feels right to me.

I listened to them both while I lay in bed last night, and I waited for the guilt to sweep across me the way it always does. The knowledge that everything I feel and believe is wrong and needs to be fixed if I'm ever going to find peace and love. But the guilt didn't come last night. As I listened to them, I realized how misguided they are. How sad. They're the ones who are lost. Not me. This is the life that God has set out for me. Denying it would be to deny Him.

My vision has been clouded for years, but only because I've clouded it. I've allowed these people to misrepresent and twist my faith. I've allowed them to form it into a weapon against me when I've known better all along. My soul is the creation of God, and my soul can never be wrong, despite what people have told me all my life. I wanted to open my windows and shout this revelation to the world, but I just smiled as I stared at the ceiling. The voices disappeared like demons cast down, and I knew they would never be back to torment me.
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It turns out that I don't have to wait long to see what comes next. Jacob texts me almost as soon as I'm finished talking to Morgan.

Jacob: It's been almost 24 hours. Are you ready for our second date?

Me: I was ready as soon as last night ended. What do you have in mind?

Jacob: I'm not going to tell you yet, but if you want a hint, look out your front door.

I don't bother fighting my grin as I walk to the front door and yank it open. I look down on the porch, expecting a note or a cryptic clue. Instead, I find a pair of shoes, and I gasp as I look up.

"I guess it's more than just a hint." Jacob smiles. "I hope this is okay."

I clutch my hand to my chest, and I can feel my heart pounding against my palm. "What are you doing?"

He holds out a wooden tray. "I brought a cheeseboard to make it an official date. If you want. It's entirely up to you."

"Well, you do know how to tempt me." I lean forward and look at the tray, studying the cheeses, but then look down at myself, and my cheeks turn red. "I'm hardly dressed for a date."

He takes a small step forward, but the board and the open screen door still keep us apart. "I think you're beautiful."

I scoff at him. I'm wearing black leggings and a white t-shirt that's at least four years old and hangs halfway down my thighs. My hair is pulled up into a bun so sloppy that more hairs are fallen out than are held in place. And the thing that is most embarrassing to me is that I have no makeup on. "You're either a liar or you're blind."

"I can see perfectly, and I see that you're the most beautiful woman in the world. Last night just confirmed what I already knew."

Despite myself, I shuffle toward him. My fuzzy socks doing nothing to block the cold from the concrete porch. "What's that?"

"That I need you. And I saw the way you looked at me last night. The way you're looking at me now. You're not going to deny that you feel the same way." It's not a question, and it doesn't need to be. I do feel the same, and I'm not going to deny it.

"But that doesn't change the fact that I'm a mess," I say. "At least give me half an hour to make myself presentable?"

Jacob shakes his head. "If you send me away now, I'll go, but I want you at your best and your messiest. Plus, you'd miss out on all this cheese."

I stare at him for what seems like forever, and then I take a step back into the house while holding the door open for him. Before he crosses the threshold, he looks at me. His eyebrows raised. I nod my head. "But only because that looks like a Stilton, and I'd do anything for a good blue."

The corner of his lip curls up. "Anything?"

"Only one way to find out." I close the door behind us and take the tray from him. It's heavier than it looks, and I almost lose it. I set it on the end table beside the sofa, knocking a book to the floor. "So what exactly did you have in mind for this second date?" I take a moment to examine him. He's wearing jeans and a dark grey t-shirt that is tighter on him than a coat of paint would be. My eyes trace the lines of his muscles.

"Well, we could sample each of the cheeses and rank our favorites. Or..." He closes the distance between us. Each step he takes wrings a little more air out of my lungs until they're burning and breathless. "We could get to know each other a little better." He slips a hand under the cap sleeve of my t-shirt and glides down my arm. His touch is so light it's almost not there, but goosebumps ripple out from it. When he gets to my wrist, he stops and wraps his fingers around. Then he pulls it up to his mouth and kisses its pulse point. A wave of heat flows through my body and gathers at my core.

I stare at his lips as he gently lowers my hand. "Is that a brie that I saw on the board?"

"It is." He feathers his finger along the palm of my hand.

"Mmm, that's so good." I press myself against him.

He's just as hot as I am, and he wraps an arm around me. It follows down my lower back and along the crack of my ass. My entire body shakes as if it could orgasm from just this touch. "I like it too. The way the cream just oozes from it the instant you penetrate its rind." Even through my leggings and panties, he works a finger into my crack and finds my hole. I slide back into his touch, grinding against his finger. "I want to see you," he says, dropping all pretense that either of us is interested in the cheese.

"You are seeing me." I want to reach behind me and hold his hand in place. Press his finger further into me.

He shakes his head. "I mean all of you. I want you naked and in front of me."

Panic roils through me. Naked? All of me? He can never see that. "What if we just skip all that and take this to the bedroom?" Where I can turn out the lights and pretend I'm on my period. As soon as my lips wrap around his cock, he'll forget all about looking at me.

But he shakes his head and lets go of me. His eyes don't leave me, but he sits on the sofa behind him. "I already know what I'm going to find, but I still want to see."

I swallow so hard he has to hear it. "You do?"

"Mmm-hmm. Every single inch of you is perfect, and I want to memorize it all. Every curve, every angle. I want to be able to visualize it even when I'm not with you."

"But I don't know if you⁠—"

"Start with the top. I want you to lift it for me."

We stare at each other for a moment, but then I grab the hem of the t-shirt. I can do the top. That won't give anything away. And maybe it will distract him so he'll forget about the rest. I tug the hem up, but he stands and puts his hands over mine.

"Not so fast. Go slow, so I can enjoy this." He lets go and takes a step back.

"Like this?" I move the bottom of the shirt up inch by inch. He just grunts, but I can tell from the way he squints his eyes that this is exactly what he wants. I keep lifting until I get to the bottom of my bra. His mouth falls open when he gets a glimpse of the white band, and he moans when he sees the start of the lacy floral cups. I move even more slowly now, and he rolls his head.

"God damn it, Alex." It looks like he wants to step forward again and rip the shirt off me, but he doesn't move.

I curl my lip, a teasing reminder that he's the one who told me to take it slow. But when the shirt gets to my underarms, I can't take anymore. I lift it completely over my head. It snags on my bun, and even more strands come free and fall around my shoulders. "Is it as good as you thought it would be?"

He reaches out and cups one of my breasts in his hand, and now it's my turn to moan and roll my head backward. His thumb finds my tight nipple and circles around it, and he wraps his other arm around my back. I'm grateful, because after a few more seconds of this, I wouldn't be able to hold myself up. "It's so much better."

When he pulls his hand off my breast, I want to protest, but he moves it right to my back and unhooks my bra. It falls loose around my upper arms, and my breasts drop under their own weight.

"This bra is sexy as hell, but right now it's in the way." He pulls the straps down my arms, and my nipples harden even more. When the bra is off me, he lets it fall to the floor. He leans down and takes one of my nipples between his lips, sucking it for a second and then biting down on it. Not hard. Just enough to send electricity through me. My body jumps at the sudden pain, and then he runs his tongue across the sensitive nub. "Do you like this?"

It takes me a moment to pull in enough breath to answer him. "Do you even have to ask?"

His mouth moves from my nipple to the skin between my breasts. He kisses it and moves lower. Kissing again. And again. His lips leave a tingling trail of warmth as they move down. He drops to his knees and kisses his way down to my belly button. He pauses there and circles his tongue around it. "Do you like this?"

"Mmm-hmm." I weave my hands through the hair on the back of his head and hold him tight.

"I meant what I said." He kisses the skin along my waistband.

I want to fall to my knees too so our mouths can find each other's. So our tongues can meet. "What's that?"

He hooks his middle fingers around the elastic at the top of my sweatpants and looks up at me. "That I want to see all of you." His eyes are pleading, waiting for me to give permission so he can pull the pants from me.

I shake my head. "You don't want that."

"I do." He leans forward and licks his tongue across the hairless skin of my belly. It makes my entire body arch. "Please, Alex."

I stare down at him again and can't resist. I nod. He starts to pull them down just as slowly as I lifted my t-shirt, but then he speeds up and takes them down to my knees. He stops there and holds two fingers against my panties. I gasp, at his touch and at what he's finding.

"God, you're so damp. Is that for me?"

I stare at him, mouth open, unable to speak. This is what I've always wanted, isn't it? The secret that I was never able to admit, not even to myself. Melody came closest to the truth when she found me wearing her things, but it was more than even she ever guessed. I nod.

"That's my girl. I want to taste you." He looks up at me for permission, and I can't stop nodding. My head bobs up and down as he lowers the lace panties down my thighs. He leans forward, and I have to swallow a scream as his tongue goes right to a sensitive spot between my legs.

I slip my hand between my legs. The first thing I notice is the heat. The furnace of my core. Then I notice what isn't there. I suck in a deep breath, but when my finger brushes against what has to be a clit, a jolt shoots through my body. My muscles all give out, and I fall onto the sofa. This is a dream. This is the dream I've never let myself have, but that's all this is.

"So impatient." He uses his nose to nudge away my probing fingers, and he clamps his lips onto my clit. He forms a seal around it and sucks, and I can't stop the moan that comes from me. "You're my girl, and I'm going to be the one who makes you come."

I look at him. Our eyes meet as he stares at me over my smooth mound. "Jacob..." I don't know what I want to say. What words are there?

"I know, baby. I'm close too. Just from looking at you. Just from your taste." To emphasize his words, he runs his tongue along me, and a million pins prick me over and over. "Do you want more of that?"

A laugh bubbles out of me. Of course I want more of it. How could I not? "Please?"

"You're even hotter when you beg. Ask me to make you come." He flicks his tongue across my clit and then holds my gaze. "Beg me, Alex."

My mouth is watering so much, I need to swallow before I can even speak. "Please, Jacob. Baby. Please."

"Please what?" He lashes his tongue against me for just a second and then looks up at me again. "Tell me what you want."

Him. This. All of it. "I want to come. Please make me come, Jacob."

"That's my girl." He buries his head against my core, lapping every bit of my liquid. My body tenses. My thighs squeeze tight around his head. And then I feel the fluttering. It starts at my center—my pussy—but the wave moves out from there. I arch backward on the sofa, and somewhere in the distance, I can hear a voice screaming. No, it's me. My voice. Screaming his name over and over as my body spasms again and again.

Jacob's tongue keeps working me, pulling every bit of orgasm from my body, until I can't take any more. I coil my fist into his hair and pull his head up. He looks like a child who just ate all the ice cream without a bit of remorse. I try to catch my breath as I stare at him, and he licks his lips, almost begging me for more.

I want to say yes, but I'm afraid that my body would explode. So I pat my chest. He pushes up and settles on top of me. His head rests between my breasts. "You're amazing," he whispers. And for the first time in my life, I think I might be.


EPILOGUE
2 YEARS LATER


"Isn't this kind of old-fashioned?" Morgan asks me.

I look down at my white dress, at the way it hugs tight to my curves. It flares perfectly over my breasts and then again over my hips. "Maybe?" I roll my foot around, keeping the high heel pressed firmly on the wood floor as my toes sweep out a circle.

"And more than just a little patriarchal too?"

"Morgan." I groan and roll my eyes. "Sometimes old traditions are just old traditions. They don't all have to mean something."

She sighs and leans against the doorframe. I can hear the others just beyond the door, and I wonder how long before they start to get antsy. Their voices are already a bit louder than they were a few minutes ago. "It just feels like we're celebrating an out-of-date notion of womanhood. Admitting that we don't have any personhood outside of the procreative roles assigned to us by society."

"Girl," I walk over to her and rest my hand on her swollen belly, "I appreciate that you've discovered feminism—and I am with you 100% on almost all of that—but you're going to go through a literal shit ton of diapers in the next couple of years. This isn't a celebration of your role as a breeder. This is a way to con your friends and family into giving you free diapers and toys and cute outfits for the baby too. And the best part? We're happy to do it. Even Jacob was getting into it when we went shopping for you. Did you know they make baby swings that are controlled by AI now? Supposedly, they can sense the proper tempo to rock a baby based on their movements and the noises they make. For a second, I thought he was going to insist we have a baby just so he could get the swing."

She giggles. "Boys with toys. Speaking of Jacob, have you two talked anymore about a wedding?"

I feign shock. "Excuse me, Ms. Baby-Showers-Are-Just-A-Perpetuation-of-the-Patriarchy? Did you just ask if I would be marrying my boyfriend? Are you going to suggest I take his last name too?" I rest one hand on my chest and hold the back of my other wrist to my forehead.

Morgan flips me off. "Of course not. Alex Maddox just sounds wrong. No one should have more than one x in their name—except Xavier Bordeaux, but hot French actors are excepted from all rules. And I'm not saying you should marry him. But you two have been engaged for a year now."

"Thirteen months," I say to needle her.

"Didn't anyone ever tell you it's not nice to poke a pregnant lady? So yes, weddings do date back to a time when we were seen as nothing more than property to be exchanged from our fathers to our husbands. But most people usually follow a proposal with a wedding, or at least set the date for one."

"If I didn't know better," I say, "I'd think you were looking forward to it."

"Of course I'm not," she insists just a little too adamantly. "And not just because it's sexist. I know you'd make me be your maid of honor, and that's a lot of work. And those dresses? So hideous."

I hug her. I'm still not used to the way her protruding belly comes between us now. "I love you too much to ever make you wear something ugly. But I don't think you have to worry about that. Jacob and I are both happy with our relationship as it is. We don't need a wedding or a marriage to prove how much we love each other."

I pull back and smile at her. She's wearing a smug look on her face. "I'm glad I'm finally rubbing off on you. I'm such a good influence." Even with their baby due in just a couple of months, she and Tyler insist that they will never be married.

It's my turn to flip her off.

"You're still wearing the engagement ring he gave you, though." She points at my finger like I wouldn't know what she was talking about otherwise, and I notice her fingernails are painted matte black, and what I thought were polka dots are really tiny white skulls. I blow out a quiet sigh.

"Of course I'm wearing the ring. This ring is gorgeous. It's not leaving my finger until I die. Maybe not even then. Now come on. There's nothing more dangerous than a gang of starving women gathered just a few feet away from a cake they aren't allowed to eat yet." I take her hand in mine and squeeze it as I open the door and drag her out to her baby shower.
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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.

POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION
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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 Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

These men always knew their lives were missing something. But they never knew they would have to lose something to gain it.

This Five Book Bundle contains

Conversion Therapy

Fated

Only a Costume

Be Witched

Possessed
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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
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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.

ALL DRESSED UP: 13 BOOK TRANSGENDER MEGABUNDLE

13 stories of ordinary men who discover a brand new side to themselves. A side that feels so much better than anything they've ever known before

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."

CHANGED: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

Five magical feminization books in one! What if you woke up one day as a girl? What if you had a chance to live your life as a woman?

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.

TURNED INTO GIRLS: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

Five Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

These men always knew their lives were missing something. But they never knew they would have to lose something to gain it.

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.


[image: Kenzie McKay]


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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