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“Smoke, fire and onions!” Markus called as he slid a pair of his signature burgers across the counter. The excited young couple took their greasy, glorious food and hurried over to one of the nearby picnic tables.

[image: A person in a food truck  Description automatically generated]While the hungry young Gen Y savored not just their delicious food, but the pleasure of having just scored on social media by eating at the hippest food truck in New Amsterdam, Markus moved on, taking the next order, going back to the smoking grill, pulling a basket of golden brown onion rings from the deep fryer. He worked non-stop during the lunch rush, dropping into a zone where he wasn’t even aware of anything really other than the thing he was doing in that moment, that second. He lived, when he was busy, in the moment, and just like all the corny books promised, it was a gift.

The faces were a blur, a relentless march of customers, and though he grinned and greeted and was known as much for his charm as his cooking, Markus didn’t really see them or remember them.  It was as the lunch crowd started to peter out and Markus began to come down from his buzz that she appeared. He’d just slid a Juicy Lucy across the counter to an unusually tall and stocky man, who stepped aside to reveal a grinning mouth topped frigid eyes.

As she stepped forward, a cloud drifted across the sun, and what had been a bright, sunny scene turned cold and shadowy.

“Oh, hell,” Markus said. “I told you. It’s over.”

“I didn’t come to try and get you back,” Ava said. “I know it’s over between us.”

“Then, you came for an order of French Fries?” Markus said. His experience with Ava told him she was not ever over anything.

“No. I just wanted to see you one last time before you change,” Ava said, looking at him with an almost wistful look in her eyes. “I just came to say goodbye.”

Markus began to feel uneasy. She sounded more nuts than usual, and he started to wonder if she had a gun in that purse of hers. “Well, goodbye, then,” he said. Looking past her, he called out, “Next.”

Ava started to step aside, then stopped, looked back over her shoulder and said. “Oh, and I would be happy to help you pick out your wedding dress.”

“What the hell?” Markus said, not sure he’d heard her right. Wedding dress?

Ava began to snicker, then laugh, then cackle as she walked away.

Markus went back to work. While he zoned out during the lunch rush, he zoned in during the dinner rush, as in he now paid very close attention to the customers, especially the women. A good looking guy, he’d always enjoyed playing the field, and now that he was an Internet celebrity to boot, he was scoring left and right—which, hey, maybe had also been a small part of the reason Ava ended up filing for divorce.

Okay. Probably the main reason.

*****

That night, Markus stumbled into his apartment, a greasy bag of burgers in one hand, his other arm around the waist of a certain Courney. “Honey, I’m home!” He called out in an ironic voice.

His dog, Sam, lifted his head and raised an eyebrow, but didn’t otherwise acknowledge the return of his boss. Once he’d managed his barely there affection, he laid his chin back down on his paws and closed his eyes.

“Oh, my God,” Courtney said. “He’s so cute.” She went over to pet him.

“Sam the man,” Markus laughed. It was true, he decided, that dogs took on the personalities of their owners. He’d never been much for the exaggerated shows of affection. It was all fake, as far as he was concerned, and it had been one of these reasons that he and Ava had ended up divorcing, besides the fact that—well, we already covered that, didn’t we?

Ava had turned out to be a needy, clingy drama queen who constantly wanted him to be more, what she called, “romantic.” To him, it was stupid, and he refused. “I pay the bills, babe. That’s how I say I love you.”

“But I have needs,” she’d objected, to which he’d just rolled his eyes and kept rolling his eyes until the day he’d been served with the divorce papers. Hell. The alimony was killing him.

He looked around his cramped one bedroom apartment, decorated in the glorious barroom chic Ava had refused to let him have in their old house—neon beer signs, the Nordic Bikini Team from the old beer ads, more neon beer signs, a framed and autographed football jersey.

His place was cozy enough, and fine since he was never home, but it galled him to no end to think about Ava swanning around the three-bedroom house he’d bought with his money, but which the courts for some stupid reason gave to her even though it was HIS.

Courtney finished fawning over Sam and joined Markus at the kitchen counter. She had a pretty face, big tits. He figured she would be fun in bed, and as they’d gotten to know each other they’d agreed relationships were for suckers. She was just his type. He pulled the burgers out of the grease stained back and spread them on the counter along with a basket of fries. The air smelled of salt and grease, just like his food truck.

Courtney sat down, grabbed one of the burgers and took a big bite, sighing rapturously as she chewed and swallowed. “Oh, my God. That is so damn good.”

“I like a woman who isn’t afraid to eat,” Markus said. “Beer? Wine?”

“Oh, God, beer. Who the hell drinks wine with a burger?” Courtney said.

My freaky ex, Markus thought. My freaky ex.

They ate, drank and then made their way to the bedroom. Courtney attacked sex the same way she attacked her burgers—like a ravenous dog. It was fast and furious. Intense, and Markus was not disappointed. After, Courtney rolled onto her side and immediately fell asleep. Markus yawned and rolled the other way, drifting off to sleep himself. This was the life. You met, you fucked, you moved on. Why had he ever gotten married, anyway?
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Meanwhile, his ex-wife Ava was up suffering another night of insomnia. She’d had trouble sleeping for years now, going back to the lonely nights of her marriage when Markus was constantly coming home so late, or not coming home at all. He deserved what she was about to do to him, she thought, as she picked up the mysterious magazine that had arrived at her doorstep: Ex-Husband Magazine, the cover read. Turn that Ex into a Femimiss.

That issue had discussed turning a sexist ex-husband into a feminist and even featured stories about supposed true-life transformations. It had been enough to lead Ava to meet with a woman named Tatiana who claimed, absurdly, to have magic and the power to transform men into women.

Ava mostly didn’t believe the woman’s wild claims, though she wanted to believe. Despite her doubts, she’d agreed to try out Tatiana’s services on a money back guarantee basis. Now, feeling a little foolish, she held a cold, stone rock in her hand, a rock carved with eldritch symbols. Tatiana called it a scrying stone and assured Ava she could use it to watch Markus via some kind of magic portal.

Ava snorted. How ridiculous. Yet, she squeezed the stone and thought of Markus. The stone began to warm, then glow, and a shimmering portal did, in fact appear, but at first it was all just swirling colors. Ava rolled her eyes. She’d been a fool to…

Wait. Gradually, the swirling colors cleared and there was Markus snoring away. Ava shook her head. It didn’t seem possible, but the image was so real. Magic was real, and if this portal was real, maybe the rest of that crazy witch’s ramblings were true as well. There was only one way to find out. She decided to make a change. Just to see what would happen.

What should I change? She wondered. Trying to get ideas, she picked up her tablet and opened it up, a little embarrassed to remember that she’d been looking at wedding looks on PinThis, thinking about one day when she might get married again. She was about to close the window when she took a closer look at the bride. She had full lips, really big lips that seemed almost too big for her face.

Thinking Markus would look cute with lips like that, she imagined him with big, plump lips, the kind guys liked to call “cock sucking lips,” and then she giggled as his lips swelled until he had a kissable mouth, just like the woman in the picture. Well, almost just like the woman. She also had brown lipstick. Could she make a change like that? She wondered. She imagined Markus with fashionably brown lips and, yes, his lips looked like they’d been painted with the same glossy lipstick as the bride.

[image: A collage of a person sleeping  Description automatically generated]This is unbelievable, Ava thought. I can do anything. I can make him anything I want. She got up and did a little dance, watching Markus sleeping so peacefully with his pillowy brown lips, having no idea what was awaiting him.

***

Markus woke to the sound of the shower running, the peppery smell of Hammer Blaze body wash wafting from the bathroom. Good, he thought, stretching. The girl, what was her name? She was already up, getting ready to head out. He was pretty good at reading women, but you never knew when some nutty girl was going to get clingy and want to do brunch.

He pulled on his pajamas and headed out to the kitchen to make some coffee. Filling up the kettle, he decided to go with Costa Rican, poured a pile of beans into the grinder and fired it up, leaning down to whiff the tart, volcanic grounds.  Soon, steam rose from his coffee mug, but as he sipped, he made a strange face and brought his fingers to his lips. “What the hell?” His lips felt odd, were they swollen?

Ava chuckled.

Markus wondered if maybe he’d had an allergic reaction to something and was about to take a look in the mirror when the girl came out of the bedroom. “Hey,” she said, then did a double take, noticing that the dude she’d hooked up with looked like he was wearing glossy lipstick and had gotten collagen injections. Had he looked like that last night?

“So, I really need to get going and—” Markus said, planning to send his score out the door. Before he could finish the thought, Ava made a change. Suddenly, Courtney-- Yes, that was her name, Courtney-- she started to have this glow to her, and remembering their love making the night before, Markus felt his heart skip a beat. She was really great, cool, sexy. At the thought that she was about to walk out of his life forever he felt an icy pain in his heart.

“Say,” he said. “What say we get go get breakfast? I know this great place. We could hang, get to know each other.”

[image: A person dancing in a room with a person in the background  Description automatically generated]Courtney took a step back and made a mock cross with her fingers. “Hell, no,” she said, chuckling. “That might lead to a relationship, and we agreed last night that relationships fucking suck.”

Markus felt like she’d kicked him in the stomach. “I usually feel the same way, but there’s something special about you…”

“Um, bye,” Courtney said, turning and running for the door, mumbling, “oh, my God, he’s a clinger!”

“Call me!” Markus shouted as the door slammed.

Markus struggled with whether he should run after her. There were sparks, a certain crazy energy between them. Love! He was sure of it. What if she was his soulmate, and this was his one chance to—

“What the fuck is wrong with me?” Markus said, shaking his head. Soul mate? That was chick flick bullshit. Soul mate. He shook his head, then took another sip of coffee, once more thrown off my how puffy his lips felt. Grabbing his phone, he put on the mirror function and—

“Ahhh!”

He almost dropped the phone in shock, took another look, putting his fingertips to his soft, plump lips. “Am I wearing lipstick?” He wondered, rubbing his lips with the back of his hand. Nothing. Fuck. Later, he stood at the soap sink after taking a shower, trying to use soap to clean whatever was on his lips off, but nothing. He looked at the time. He had to get to his truck soon. Damn. What the hell had Courtney done to him?

Markus felt self-conscious all day about his glossy lips, and he noticed quite a few of his customers gave him funny looks, though he couldn’t be sure if it was because he looked like he was wearing lipstick, or he just looked different with these pillowy lips.

He was pretty sure, though it was more a feeling than anything else, that less people seemed to be taking selfies while he was at the window.  Worse, there was something seriously wrong with his head. All day long, anytime a couple showed up at his window, he found himself rating how cute they looked together, evaluating the likelihood they would make it— and almost none of them were going to make it, he thought, feeling a little sad about it.

“Love is so brief,” he sighed. ‘Forgetting is so long.”

The day was getting late, the tall building already casting shadows as the sun sank in the West. Markus hadn’t picked anyone up, but maybe that was okay. He felt tired and didn’t know what the heck to think about his lips. He could use a night off, by which he meant he’d drink a couple beers, spend an hour on a porn site and then yank the doodle dandy.

[image: A person with his hand behind his head  Description automatically generated]A couple showed up, and Markus smiled, but the guy was waaaay too tall for her, and while she was on point with her fashion choices, the guy looked like he was stuck in some kind of 90s grunge time warp. Come on, Markus thought, barely able to hide his disdain for the slob. Don’t you realize how much you’re disrespecting your girl when you dress like that? Another doomed couple, he decided as he put their order together.

Opposites attract? Sure, but they never last, Markus thought, shaking his head. They never last.

As Markus went to the grill and started on their order, he could only shrug with shame at where his mind was. He wondered, seriously, if he should see a shrink. Something was wrong with him.

When he got home, Markus took a shower to wash off the grease off his body, put on his pajamas, grabbed his tablet and a bottle of beer, going right to his favorite porn site and zooming in on a gorgeous girl with perfect tits. Oh, yeah, Markus thought sipping his beer, giving his dick a squeeze as he let his eyes roam up and down his slender body. Damn, she was fine.

Ava made a change.

Markus sat up, set his beer down and stared at the girl’s face. She was pretty, of course, but that’s not what caught his attention. There was a sadness in her eyes—her smile did nothing to hide it. “Oh, no,” Markus sighed as he began to imagine a life story for this poor girl who was, after all, someone’s daughter. Her parents had died when she was young, he decided, and after years being abused by awful foster parents, she’d become hardened and ended up falling in with a cruel pimp who probably got her hooked on drugs.

“No!” He shouted dramatically, throwing his tablet across the room as he covered his eyes with his arm. It was all so wrong. Porn was bad. So bad and, besides, it was such a sad, pale substitute for what all people wanted and needed: a loving relationship. What was porn compared to a cuddle?

Markus froze, once again aware that his thoughts had gone crazy, that he was thinking things he’d he never thought, things he was pretty sure most straight men never thought. Maybe I should see a shrink, he thought again, confused, unnerved by all the mushy lameness he was experiencing.

Ava smiled, and a new thought popped into his brain. Maybe I should watch Casablanca? Ava had tried to get him to watch it the whole time they were married, but it was old, black and white and romantic: three things known to totally suck.

Yet, what the heck? He just felt like watching it all of a sudden. Yes, he decided, he would watch Casablanca, have a beer or two. He wanted to, so very badly. So, maybe it was a chick flick, but guys could watch a chick flick now and then. That wasn’t weird, right?

Ava snickered. It was so funny to make these changes in her ex. As he watched Casablanca, she decided to make more changes to his face. It would be fun, she decided, to give him a sexy, beautiful feminine face. Using the same bride as a model as she’d used for his lips, she gave Markus long, curly lashes, and then a pert, cute little nose, plus sculpted eyebrows with a feminine flair. She clapped. He looked adorable, and then she decided he needed some accessories and a pair of studs glittered in his ears.

[image: A person crying in front of a brick wall  Description automatically generated]Markus didn’t even notice. He was totally enthralled with Casablanca. The main couple, Rick and Elsa, were so perfect together! Ava was finding she loved the gap between when she’d changed him, in this case making him cute and pretty, but he didn’t know, remaining blissfully unaware of his vanishing masculinity. Waiting for him to discover the changes she’d made just elevated the thrill.

“Oh, I hope Rick and Else get together,” Markus whispered as he watched, leaning forward, eyes wide. “They belong together. They do.”

Fog drifted across the runway, and the grinding, whirring sound of a prop plane filled Markus’ apartment. “If he leaves and you’re not on that plane,” Rick said to Ilsa. “You’ll regret it. Maybe not today. Maybe not tomorrow, but soon and for the rest of your life.”

Markus bat his long, pretty lashes as the tears rolled down his cheeks. Oh! No! How sweet was Rick to put the happiness of the woman he loved before his own? He cried and cried, and he didn’t hate himself for it right away, but soon and then for the rest of the night.

[image: A cartoon of a person in a bathroom  Description automatically generated]Once he’d cried himself out, Markus got himself together, cleaned up and headed to the bathroom to brush his teeth. He looked in the mirror. A woman looked back at him. He screamed, and his world went black.
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[image: A doll in a white dress  Description automatically generated]The organist raised her hands, and then the first notes of the wedding march rolled across the stone floor, and Markus took a deep breath, glanced over at his father and smiled, though his eyes were swelling with tears. Dad smiled back.

The two began to walk down the isle of the ancient, gothic church, pillars lancing toward the vaulted ceiling, statues of saints peering curiously from niches in the walls, the stained-glass windows casting blues and reds across the packed pews filled with friends and family, all craning their necks to get a glimpse of him in his wedding gown. He heard the whispers: …so pretty… he heard whispered…he makes a lovely bride…

Markus had never felt prettier, happier… he’d been dreaming of this day since he’d been a little girl, and now it was happening, exactly the way he’d always dreamt it would happen…

The room smelled heavily of fragrant candles and incense…

Markus looked toward the front of the church, where the groom and his groomsmen waited at the foot of the steps leading up to the gleaming, golden altar. The groom’s face was hidden in shadow. Oh! Markus wondered. Who am I marrying? What does he look like? Closer and closer they moved toward the front of the church, but the face of his fiancé never emerged from the shadows… as he strained to try and see through the obscuring darkness, Markus felt something wet slap him in the face, then what seemed like slobber running down his cheek.

My makeup, he thought in a panic of confusion. It would be ruined. His wedding would be ruined. His perfect wedding, the wedding pictures. More slobber, this time splattering across his lips. “What’s happening to me?”

He started to cry, and then he felt a hand like an icy claw seize his wrist, the fingernails digging into his soft skin. He looked down to see his Esther, his grandmother, her eyes blazing with rage. “Stop crying!” She hissed. “You’re a man!”

A man? Markus remembered. Yes. He was a man. So, why the hell was he crying in the middle of a church wearing a wedding dress? Even as he pondered the question, the church began to melt and fade away into darkness.
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Markus woke to the feeling of something warm and wet lapping at his cheek, then his mouth. He opened his eyes to see his dog’s big, brown eyes filled with quizzical concerns. “Rawr?”

“Hey, buddy,” Markus said, scratching Sam behind the ears as he pushed himself up, realized he’d been sleeping on the cold, tile bathroom floor. “What the—?" It came back to him then: looking in the mirror, the shock of seeing a woman’s face looking back at him.

He touched his plump lips, his smooth cheek. He went to the mirror, fully expecting to see his old face, but he gasped as he saw her once more looking back at him. He touched his now sleek, feminine eyebrows while turning his side to side, eyes locked on the tiny, upturned nose that had replaced his own. “What the fuck?”

His eyes looked bigger, too, and they were now ringed with long, thick, curly lashes.

“How the hell am I supposed to face the world with this face?” He asked Sam, who just looked at him, wagged his tail, and then slinked off. Markus made some coffee. More of the tart Costa Rican he’d been into lately. He sipped and munched on a bagel while he did a search on the Internet—about waking up with a woman’s face. Nothing. Articles about waking with a puffy face or seeing faces. Nothing on waking looking like a girl.

It was a condition of Tatiana’s magic that people, including the recipient, accepted the impossible, and so though he didn’t understand it and knew it was impossible to just spontaneously experience a nose job, Markus also just accepted that, well, he had.

“I would call in sick,” he said to Sam, who seemed like he’d gone back to sleep in his comfy dog bed, “but since I own my own business, no work, no pay.”

Ava was watching and made a change. After a quick shower, Markus went to the closet, where he had a row of his basic t-shirts hanging. They were his work uniform. Only, now they were gone. “What the fuck is this?” Markus said, seeing a row of fuchsia t-shirts. “Since when do I even know what fuchsia looks like?” He wondered. The color alone was decidedly feminine, but when he looked at the front he cursed, “Oh, hell no.” There was a pink and purple unicorn and the words “Believe in Unicorns.” Even his ex-wife wouldn’t wear something that dumb, he thought. Shit, no. There was no way he was going out in public wearing that crap. He found another shirt.

Markus got his food truck downtown, did all his prep work, the interior filling with the smells of smoke and fryers warming, tangy onions and pickles. As he pushed open the window, he checked his face one more time, appalled at how feminine he looked. He felt a little scared, nervous, about how his regulars were going to react, and sick at the thought that all the women he’d slept with who might stop by were going to think, what? That he wanted to look like a chick?

There were already customers waiting, so Markus got right to work, for a time forgetting all about his face.  Ava, who’d been busy doing chores, tuned in and was immediately annoyed to see Markus had not worn the pretty t-shirt she’d conjured up for him. She realized she should have made him, but no matter. With the mere power of a thought, the shirt morphed into the unicorn shirt.

Markus had his back to the customers, putting the finishing touches on a couple of bacon cheeseburgers for a mother and a daughter. When he turned back around and put the tray with the food on the counter, the little girl clapped and said, “I love your shirt!”

“Why, thanks,” Markus said, confused since he thought he’d worn a plain, black shirt, but when he glanced down, he saw pink, he saw purple, he saw fuchsia. His mouth dropped open. He froze, feeling his skin crawl. What the hell?

“You’re so pretty,” the girl went on, smiling up at him.

Pretty? “Uh, cool, cool,” Markus said, shocked and humiliated. Does she think I’m a girl?

Ava had not come in just to mess with Markus’ shirt. She had bigger plans. She saw her opportunity coming—a young guy in a suit, good looking. Yes. He would do nicely. She flipped Markus’ orientation, so he liked men now, and then made another little adjustment.

Markus, busy with his orders, didn’t see the man coming until he was next in line. “Chance,” Markus said, recognizing a regular, but even as he said the man’s name his voice trailed off, his mouth dropped open. Omigod, he thought. He has the prettiest eyes. Markus felt himself falling into those eyes, getting lost in them, and then he let himself take in Chance’s nose, his lips, that strong, manly chin. I bet he’s a great kisser, Markus thought, as he thrust a hip out to the side, planted one hand on it while smiling brightly and tilting his head to the side, advertising his emerging submissiveness and availability.

Chance had been distracted by Markus new face, and he now noticed the body language. What the fuck? He thought. He and Markus had been bros buddies, talking about all the bitches they’d laid, keeping score. Now, the dude looked like a lady. “Um, cool new look,” Chance said, at a loss for anything better to say.

“You like?” Markus said, gesturing toward his face, feeling his heart skip a beat as he suddenly found himself thinking, maybe this face isn’t so bad after all. He was checking out Chance’s broad shoulders now, his eyes drifting down toward his—

Omigod! Markus stopped himself, dragged his eyes away from that hunky man, struggling to keep himself from examining the bulge in Markus’ pants. He took a deep breath and tried to get back to normalcy. “Whaddya having today?”

Chance, who’d seen a whole three act play of emotions pass across Markus’ new face, almost left and went somewhere else for lunch given how weird Markus was acting, but his stomach growled. “Okay, yeah,” Chance said, placing his order.

Markus went to get it ready, not even realizing that all his movements were now sweet and feminine, nor that he was leaning over, keeping his legs straight and pushing his booty back toward Chance, presenting himself.

Ava laughed.

Markus, while not aware of his new body language, was very aware of the way his heart was racing, his dry throat and blushing cheeks, the fact he couldn’t stop imagining he and Chance watching the sunset from the Erchoi Bridge, a tugboat passing beneath them, blasting its horn as their lips met and Markus kicked his leg up…

What the hell am I thinking? Markus pushed the fantasy from his mind. Watching the sunset? Making out with Chance? Am I turning gay?

As he finished with Chance’s order, Markus began to chant in his head, just be normal… just be normal… don’t be a spazz… The possibility Chance might somehow figure out he’d been daydreaming about the two of them making out terrified him. He turned, a big smile plastered on his face and placed the burger on the counter. “Thanks. Good seeing you,” he managed, controlling his eyes.

“Yup,” Chance said, taking his food.

Seeing Chance about to leave, feeling there was too much unsaid, Markus burst out, “I love cooking for you!” Chance froze, staring. Markus immediately covered his mouth with his hands, his eyes wide.

Chance looked seriously and totally uncomfortable as he took his food and left.

I’m such a dork, Markus thought as he let his eyes drift down the length of Chance’s back. Chance wore a coat, but Markus imagined the man’s gorgeous body, a body like a hero from an old story. As he stared, he felt his cheeks flushing even more, he felt thirsty, and his chest began to ache. He imagined he and Chance in a rowboat shaped like a swan, rowing on a narrow creek, beneath a canopy of roses. Oh, it would be so fun! And then-- breasts— they just popped out on his chest and bounced into place, straining against his t-shirt.[image: A collage of a person in a white shirt  Description automatically generated]

Markus looked down and saw his newly blossomed breasts tenting out the front of his unicorn t-shirt. Breasts? Me? “Ahhh!” He squealed, wrapping his arms around his perky new puppies.

The next customer, a regular named Max, an old man from down the block, smiled and stuck his tongue out. “Nice bongos,” he said. “I’ll give you 5 dollars to flash me.”

Markus’ mouth dropped open, his brain short circuiting. Had a pervy old man just offered to pay him to give him a look at his tits? None of it was possible, could ever happen, and yet here he stood, blushing with shame as a man did, in fact, ask him for a glimpse of the breasts he shouldn’t even have.

Ava, seeing the stunned and confused look on her dumb ex’s pretty face, did another one of her little dances. “This is too good,” she said to herself. “Thank you, old man, for the assist.”

Markus looked like he wanted to sink into the floor and vanish forever. Boobs? Jugs? He didn’t want to believe it, but he could feel their soft swelling under his arms. I’m losing my mind, he thought. I’m going insane. And, as for Max, how vulgar! “Did you want to order?” Markus said, slitting his eyes in feminine rage.

“Double cheeseburger,” Max said, “and my offer stands. I would love to see those ta tas.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Markus said, unfolding his arms, staring down in horror at his girls. No work, no pay. He needed the money. The rest of the day, Markus just did his best to try and tune out the fact he had breasts now, but the darn things just had a way of reminding him constantly that they were there. They shifted and bounced, jiggled and just always seemed to get in the way. They felt huge and awkward, and it didn’t help that his regulars kept telling him he was “brave.”

By the time a shaken, exhausted and demoralized Markus shut down for the night, he just wanted a glass of wine, a good movie and a chance to chill.

He stopped at a drugstore on the way home and picked up a few things, barely aware of what he was even doing. A group of teenage boys saw him, and they all dropped their eyes right to his new assets. Markus cringed, thought about confronting them about ogling his puppies, but decided it wasn’t worth it. As he passed them, he heard one whisper, “she’s kinda butch, but I’d do her.”

Do me? The words made Markus feel small, a little gross, scared even. These boys were thinking about fucking him? It was so crude! A spark of rage and he turned, put his hands on the small of his back and thrust his breasts toward the boys defiantly. “For your information,” he sassed, head going side to side, ‘I’m a man.”

The boys stared for a moment, and then they all burst out laughing.

Markus looked around, wishing someone there would stand up for him, but the pimply faced kid at the register just looked at Markus’ breasts and grinned. “I guess there aren’t any gentlemen anymore,” Markus huffed, then stopped. What am I doing? Looking for a knight in shining armor to save me? What the fuck is wrong with me?

A quick trip to the liquor store was not quite as humiliating. Omar, the owner, knew Markus well, though he did a double take when Markus entered, he refrained from making any comments or staring at Markus’ perky new breasts. Markus couldn’t help but express his appreciation for this good, decent man. “Omar, you are one of the last decent men in this city. Thank you for restoring my faith in men.”

“Sure thing,” Omar said, not even sure what Markus was talking about.

Back home, Markus pulled his t-shirt off, his boobs swaying free. It felt so strange to have a chest that moved, and he could feel his nipples, now seeming to float inches away from his ribcage. Looking in the mirror, he confirmed that he did, indeed, have breasts complete with fat, wide, pointy nipples. They were pretty good ones, too, if he did say so himself. Turning to the side, he saw how they thrust from his chest in a classic, tear drop shape. Cupping the soft flesh, he squeezed them together, looking down at the soft crescents forming a perfect, pretty valley of shadowy cleavage. He ran a thumb over one of his stiffening nipples as he imagined he and Chance running through the rain together in Paris, diving under the awning of the cutest little bistro…

He heard himself moan, realized what he was doing, thinking.

He dropped his hands. He’d need to see a doctor, he decided. A man couldn’t just pop out a pair of breasts any more than he could just have a new nose. Something very weird was happening. Yes, he needed to do something and he would do something-- but right now he was just too tired.

Changing into his pajamas, Markus plopped down on the couch with a glass of Chablis. He’d decided to watch Romeo and Juliet. He’d always heard such good things, and he’d never bothered to read it back in high school, so he was pretty excited to find out what all the fuss was about. Turning on the movie, not really even paying attention to what he was doing but becoming engrossed in the tale of star-crossed lovers, he pulled some of the items from the drugstore out of the bag—press on nails, a nail file, nail polish.

As the movie played, he worked on his nails. The actor playing Romeo was hot. Omigod. And Juliet was really pretty. “What a cute couple,” Markus gushed. “And they’re so in love. I hope they find a way to be together.” He sighed.

[image: A person sitting in a chair  Description automatically generated]About halfway through the movie, Markus needed to tinkle, so he picked up the remote and paused the movie, then, setting the remote down, he stared at his hands. Something was wrong. Different. He wasn’t sure. Then, he finally recognized his now long, wet crimson fingernails, became aware of the acetone smell of the nail polish.

“Fucking girl hands,” he thought, embarrassed, humiliated, stunned as he realized he’d done this to himself. Even guys who used nail polish didn’t have nails like his. “I have to get rid of these,” he decided, thinking he would break them off, clean off the nail polish. He had nail clippers in the bathroom. He’d cut them off, he thought, starting to stand.

Ave made a change.

Markus found himself turning his hands side to side, watching the way the light danced on his glossy nails. They were pretty. He sat back down as he stared at his pretty nails in fascination. They made him feel pretty, and they made his hands look more lithe, more feminine.

“Why would I want feminine looking hands?” Markus growled to himself. He would look like a fool. People would laugh. How would he even cook with these things? No. They had to go…

Ave planted another, absurd thought. “Maybe they would distract attention from my boobs,” Markus agreed with the whisper he’d heard and not heard. Ava whispered again. He held up both hands, admiring his nails, then he shrugged and giggled. “I want them. I need them. Who cares what the world thinks?”

He tinkled and got back to Romeo and Juliet. At the end, as the star-crossed lovers lay in death together, he hugged a pillow to his breasts and wept. He wanted to find a love as strong as theirs. Something better, more pure, more radiant than any love that had ever been. A love that was more than love, that even the angels in heaven would envy.

He would find that love. He just knew it. He would find his soulmate.


Bonus
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While the closing credits of Romeo and Juliet rolled across the screen, Markus had cried himself out—he always felt better after a good cry. Once his crying spell ended, he decided to head off to bed. Then, he heard that same ghostly voice which had become so common place and it said, “The Wedding Planner.” Markus’ mouth dropped open. There was a romantic movie about a wedding planner? A movie which combined his two new obsessions—wedding and romance? He had to see it. Now.

He flipped on his TV, did a search. It was on The Romance Channel. He didn’t have a subscription, and it would cost 12 dollars. He shrugged. So what? He needed to see The Wedding Planner and would gladly pay 1000 dollars right now if that’s what it took. He subscribed, tapping in all his information, struggling with his long nails, tapping, tapping, heart racing…

Finally! He sat back as the movie started... The main character, Mary, was talking on her cellphone, when the heel of her Gucci shoe caught in a manhole cover. A dumpster barreled down a hill toward her. She got the shoe off, but she couldn’t just leave such her shoe behind to be ruined, so she ran back. She loved her shoes. Markus smiled and nodded, totally relating. I totally get that. That’s like something I would do. Then, he shook his head. What am I thinking?

The dumpster came closer, closer, and Mary just couldn’t let go of that shoe. Oh, no! Markus thought, eyes wide. She’s going to die!

Then, a really cute guy came bounding into the scene, pushing her to safety, and then landing on top of her, the two staring into each other’s eyes, obviously connecting, the guy lingering, so caring…

I want to meet cute, Markus thought as his heart raced. I want it to be special when I meet the guy—I mean—girl, of my dreams. I wish I lived in a rom com! He eagerly watched the rest of the movie, then when it ended, he once more cried and cried. Once the crying stopped, he sighed and bit his lip. “This has to stop,” he whispered. “I am becoming… I mean, it’s like I’m turning into my ex-wife with all this sappy romantic nonsense.”

He lay down to sleep, determined to be more of a man, but Ava and his sub-conscious had other ideas for him--

He dreamt he was walking along a busy street in San Francisco, talking on his cellphone, but why did his voice sound so high? “They’re going for June. I know, I know… oooh!” He stumbled, looked down, his heel was stuck in a manhole cover, which is when he realized, “I’m Mary.”

[image: A person talking on a cell phone  Description automatically generated]He felt it all, saw it all from her eyes. He loved his Gucci shoes. He couldn’t just leave one behind. He found himself desperately pulling on it, the dumpster closing in, closer… closer… and then—ooof!-- he was on his back, staring up into Steve’s dreamy eyes, their bodies pressing together…

Markus struggled to pull out of the dream. “Why am I Mary? Shouldn’t I be Steve?” But, as soon as the scene faded, he once more found himself walking along perched on his heels, wearing a dress, chatting on his cellphone… “Oooh!” his heel got caught, and his heart raced with excitement because he knew a hunky guy was about to rescue him… the scene played over and over as the “meet cute” burned itself into Markus’ brain.

Screetch!

Markus sat up in shock, woken by the shrieking of his alarm clock. He felt his breasts sway and bounce. “Did I turn into Mary?” He wondered, and when he reached up to touch his face, he scratched himself, having forgotten he had long nails now.

I’ve turned into Mary, he thought in a panic. I’m her now. He rolled out of bed and hurried to the bathroom mirror, his breasts jiggling with every step, and then uttered a half sigh of relief as he did not see Jennifer Lopez looking back at him, but his own smooth, feminized face. He was still him, or at least this new version of him. He cupped his breasts and squeezed. I really need to do something about this.

He would, he promised himself, but for now, he’d overslept, and he just had to get to work.

That day, he had trouble concentrating and messed up several orders. All day long he kept thinking about Chance and imaging different ways they might have met if they were in a romantic movie. Markus imagined himself in a burning house, crying, helpless, terrified, and then Chance, now a firefighter, burst through the door, cradled him in his arms and carried him to safety…

Markus smiled to himself as he imagined Chance cupping his chin, tilting his head back and…

“Omigod!” Markus gasped as he realized that Chance was standing right in front of him. Markus took a step back, blushing, shocked at what he’d been thinking and at the same time suddenly terrified of Chance.

“You get weirder every time I see you,” Chance said, his eyes drifting down to Markus’ perky breasts. He may be weird, but he’s got an awesome rack, Chance thought. “Dude,” he started to say, “your rack is…” Markus self-consciously wrapped his arms around his girls. Even though guys had been checking out his breasts ever since he’d popped them out, it still made him feel uncomfortable to be ogled, especially by a good-looking guy like Chance.

Chance, seeing Markus defensive reaction, thought better of commenting on the other man’s mammaries. “I’ll have the usual,” he said, once more making eye contact with Markus.

“Coming right up,” Markus said, turning and getting order ready. He giggled and wiggled while he worked. Okay, so, yeah, it wasn’t super cool that Chance had practically licked his tits with his eyes, but he was a guy. It was just how guys were, Markus told himself, deciding to forgive the other man. He loved cooking for Chance. It was a really good chance to show what a good wife he would…

Markus froze, not only because he realized he’d been thinking of himself as wife material, but because he noticed something he hadn’t noticed before: a gold band on Chance’s ring finger. A wedding band. “Y—you’re married?” He sputtered as he put the food on the counter.

“What?” Chance said, then remembered he’d worn his ring today. “Oh, yeah. Meeting the wife later.” He rolled his eyes. “She gets suspicious if I’m not wearing it. You know how insecure women are.”

“But, you are always sleeping around.”

“So? What guy doesn’t sleep around on his wife, especially when she refuses to lose the baby weight, am I right?”

What a jerk! Markus thought, slitting his eyes in feminine fury. Chance’s poor wife. “Have a good day, sir,” he said, voice suddenly frigid.

Chance didn’t seem to notice. He took his food and left.

Men! Markus thought, stomping one foot in a huff.

After Chance left, Markus saw a mother pushing a baby in a stroller. Overcome by a completely strange impulse, he left his truck and ran over to the mom, smiled and looked down at the baby, who smiled back at him and made a gurgling sound. “Oh! Look at that smile!” Markus gushed. “Your baby is so cute.”

The Mom smiled back. “Thank you so much,” she said.

Markus crouched down and admired the adorable baby with its little nose and pink skin. “I can’t wait to have one of my own,” he said.

“I’m sure you’ll make a wonderful mother,” the woman answered and then pushed her stroller along. “Bye.”

A wonderful mother? Markus shook his head, not because he was totally shocked that he’d been mistaken for a woman, but because he had been fantasizing about becoming a mommy. What the hell is wrong with me?

“That’s it!” He said. “I’ve got to stop all this girly shit from infesting my brain. Tonight, I am recommitting to manliness.”

On his way home, Markus bought a bottle of 100 proof Kentucky Bourbon, and for dinner he made a steak and a baked potato. He put on Mixed Martial Arts, two of the best strikers in the world. Whiskey and men fighting. Yes, Markus thought, nodding as he sat down. This is just what I need to get back in touch with my manghood.

The guys circled, jabbing, kicking. Markus didn’t find himself focusing on the fight, though. They look so cute in those little shorts, Markus mused, admiring the men’s rock-hard asses, and yummmm, he thought, admiring the bulge in the front of their shorts, and their ripped abs and… and… one of the guys punched the other in the face and Markus gasped. “Don’t ruin that perfect nose!”

As he imagined what the guys looked like naked, visualizing what those bumps in their pants would look like were they exposed, he sipped some of the smoky, oaken bourbon and immediately spit it out, his mouth and throat burning even as he realized with horror that he’d been totally getting horny looking at the men on his screen, imagining their junk.

“Omigod!” He gasped. “Omigod!” He thought, terrified at the thought he might be turning gay. “I’m not gay. I’m not gay!” But, as soon as he glanced at the screen and saw the men, the bulges in their pants, he felt his nipples getting hard.

“New plan,” he decided, turning off the fight. I’ll watch a guy movie and have some Chablis. No, he insisted to himself. It’s not girly at all. Men drink wine. It’s not just for girls. Chablis is for bros, not just hos.

As he moved, his erect nipples kept rubbing against his shirt, sending alien tingling of feminine pleasure through his body. “Down! Stop!” He said, looking down at his breasts. They didn’t listen.

********

[image: A person in a red dress  Description automatically generated]He decided to watch Pirates of the Caribbean. What could be more manly than pirates? Glass of wine in hand, he curled up on the couch and watched, soon rooting for Will Turner to finally find the courage to tell Elizabeth Swann how he felt. “They’d make such a good couple,” Markus whispered. “Omigod! They’re perfect for each other!”

Markus drifted off to sleep. He felt the wind whipping in his long hair, smelled the salty breeze, his dress swirling around his legs. His dress? He looked down to see he was wearing the same dress the pirate had forced Elizabeth Swann to wear, and then he realized he was Elizabeth Swann, and [image: A person sleeping on a couch  Description automatically generated]a captive on the Black Pearl! “Will!” He cried out, one slender arm across his forehead. “Save me!”

[image: ]As Markus fantasized romantic moments with he and Orlando Bloom, Ava sculpted his body, first slendering his waist, making it as tiny as any girl could ever want and then making his hips spread and round into generous

birthing hips. She paused, giggling, examining his sexy new figure, loving the way his hip now thrust so prettily into the air.

Then, she took away his muscle, his arms and shoulders melting away while his frame shrank until Markus was now all soft, dramatic curves. As one final touch, Ava morphed his boxers into a pair of pretty pink panties. Looking at him sleeping peacefully, imprisoned in his soft little body, Ava clapped. He was gorgeous, and he was going to hate it.

[image: A person lying on a couch  Description automatically generated]


**********************

Markus found himself in a massive stone hall, lit with flickering torchlight that sent shadows dancing across the ancient walls. Scurvy swashbucklers, a sea of scars, eyepatches and missing teeth, packed the room. At the front of the hall, flanked by all the pirate queens and kings, waited Will Turner. Markus and Will’s eyes met, and Markus, clutching a bouquet of roses smiled his prettiest smile, mouthing “I love you.”

Will mouthed “I love you, too.”

A discordant “Wedding March,” scratched out on tuneless fiddles echoed across the hall, and---

SCREETCH.

Markus sat up. Morning. Rubbing his eyes, careful not to poke himself this time, he wiggled. His underwear was pinching his balls, and he looked down as he tugged on the soft fabric and then cried out as he realized he was wearing a pair of panties.

“What the hell is—" he froze, a hand going to his throat. The voice he’d heard was not his own. It sounded higher-pitched, breathy. It sounded like a woman, or a girl. “My voice?” Hearing that sweet, feminine sound come from his mouth made him cringe. He grabbed his phone and pushed record. “This is my voice,” he said, then played it back. Hearing how he now sounded to the world was even worse. He sounded not just like a young woman, but he sounded cute. Like a cartoon girl.

“That’s it,” he said, getting up and heading to the bathroom for a shower. “I’m going to do something about this today.” As he walked to the bathroom, something felt wrong, and it wasn’t just the swaying of his bare breasts. His walked seemed—off. His butt felt swollen, and as he walked his arms bumped against his hips. What the hell? He couldn’t understand, though when he glanced down he felt dizzy because it looked like his hips now rose from the sides of his body like gentle hills, or like… but no. He didn’t want to believe he now had a woman’s figure.

When he got to the bathroom mirror, his eyes went wide with shock as he saw he did, indeed, have a woman’s figure, a gorgeous, hourglass shape: narrow little shoulders, a dramatically tiny waist flaring out into soft, round hips… scrawny little arms, round coltish legs… Turning to the side he saw [image: A cartoon of a person  Description automatically generated]how his breast jutted out, saw the S-curve at the small of his back, flaring out into a big, inviting booty…

He almost cried again, he felt so shocked and ashamed at what he’d become. Markus viewed women as toys, and to him their bodies amounted to an amusement park— from their bouncy breasts to their plump rears, the softness of their thighs—they were all just things for him to play with. Now, he had all those fun parts, those pretty parts. He had them all, and it made him feel inferior, less than. He looked like a boy toy. His tiny little arms horrified him. Flexing, he saw nothing. Not even the slightest bulge.

His little arms advertised his vulnerability. They were an invitation to be dominated. Shame. Shame. Since he’d been 12 years old, he’d worked on building bigger arms, and he’d always gotten turned on as he’d gotten older to see a woman with tiny arms, knowing he would be able to dominate her during sex. Now, he wasn’t sure he could dominate a 14-year-old girl.

And yet, at the same time as he felt sick with disgust, another part of him was pleased at the sight of those pretty little arms. They were tone, and they would invite hugs, protection. In fact, men, or the right kind of men, would be drawn to protect him now, and that wasn’t so bad, was it?

“Yes,” the old him whispered in his sweet new voice. “It’s death.”

As he climbed into the shower, he saw his old bodywash had been replaced with something called Pretty Girl. Of course. As he lathered soapy suds across his breasts, the smell of coconut and vanilla filled the stall. He decided on a course of action. The only way these changes could be happening, he decided, was magic.

He would need to make a trip to The Grimoirium.

Now, he dreaded he was turning into his mother. She’d always believed in tarot, astrology, magic and mediums. He’d always made fun of her for it, but now he had become just a little more open-minded. He pulled on a t-shirt. It morphed into a pink, too tiny tank top that strained across his breasts. As soon as he slipped into his baggy bro shorts, they shrunk into a pair of tight denim girl shorts. His tennis shoes turned into a pair of pink ballet flats.

Yeah. There was definitely magic at play. Weird magic.

Mussing his still short black hair with his long nails, he looked in the mirror, frowning. His clothes emphasized everything humiliating about his curvy new figure, drew attention to every bit of the woman he’d become: hips, tits, ass. It would be embarrassing to be seen like this. He could only hope he wouldn’t run into anyone he knew. He took a deep breath and dug his nails into the palms of his hands, stared right at himself in the mirror and said, “You got this girl.”

He paused, rolled his eyes. “I mean guy. You got this, bro.”  It sounded ridiculous, though, spoken in his squeaky little voice. He headed out the door, determined to find some way to save his manhood.




**********************

Markus stood outside The Grimoirium. The town of New Amsterdam dated back to the 1600s, and the ramshackle mansion rising above him had been built, according to the plaque next to the big, aged oak door, in 1676, which made it 100 years older than America. The building was painted in shades of slate, and dark curtains covered every one of the large, lead windows. Gargoyles crouched along the roofline, glaring down with sinister menace. Of the many occult stores in The Dam, this one seemed like his best bet: it was run by Everspell, one of a handful of local superheroes.

Markus marched up the stone stairs, grabbed the brass handle and pulled. “Unh!” Okay, wow, he thought. The door is heavy. He grabbed it with both hands and leaned backward, letting all his body weight help him, and the door slowly, slowly creaked open with a rusty hinged scream. Once he’d gotten the door open enough, Markus let go of the handle, then scurried inside as the door swung closed behind him with a thunk.

The store smelled like wax and sage. A dusty grandfather clock stood in the corner, ticking… ticking… ticking…

There was a man sitting at a desk, his face lost in shadows. Markus, aware of how small and vulnerable he was now, glanced back at the big heavy door, then nervously about, trying to spot a more available exit, an escape. A girl could never be too careful.

“May I help you?” The man said, his voice full of gravel and regret.

Heart racing like a little bird, Markus took a few tentative steps toward the desk, making himself small, smiling, doing everything he could to show he was no threat at all, but just a fuzzy little bunny of a girl. “Y-yes. I am looking for a book, a magic book.” His voice sounded like the chirping of a newborn chick to his ears, so much less forceful than the man’s.

“Hahahaha!” The man’s voice boomed out, echoing down the hall. Markus flinched, his hands cupped under his chin. “The book you seek is on the third floor, on the third shelf of the third bookcase.”

“How do you know what I’m looking for?” Markus whispered.

“Because you were once a man, and you are now becoming a beautiful woman against your will.”

“You think I’m beautiful?” Markus couldn’t help but asking, his cheeks growing warm at the compliment. In fact, his heart was growing warm, his whole body. Omigod, he thought. Am I falling in love with shadow man?

[image: A person touching a bookcase  Description automatically generated]Markus wanted to see the man’s face, felt drawn to see the man’s face, and yet, he didn’t dare get any closer. Instead, he turned down a side hallway and rushed toward the stairs, the floorboards creaking under his every step.

As he reached the second floor, he saw a few people browsing among the shelves, an elderly man who even had a long, wizardly beard sitting in an easy chair, reading. When he got to the third floor and peered into the dimly lit room, though, he saw no one. The room looked empty. Once more, Markus’ newly formed feminine instincts took over and he found himself anxious, worried, glancing around nervously as he made his way toward the third bookcase. It wasn’t safe for a woman to be alone.

But, I’m not a woman, he reminded himself, and then, he had to shake his head. It wouldn’t matter if some crazy kidnapper or serial killer saw him. He looked like a woman, and that was all that mattered. Would it matter he was really a guy when some creep decided to kidnap him to make a skin suit? No, it would not.

Walking nervously to the third bookshelf. Markus looked up to the third shelf and his eyes were immediately drawn to one of the titles. “On Physical Curses and Their Removal.” Yes. This had to be the book he needed. He reached up, but the book was too high. He couldn’t reach. He got on his tiptoes, stretching… stretching… Oh! He thought, annoyed. Why do I have to be a short girl?

[image: A person and person touching a bookcase  Description automatically generated]Stretching, not wanting to admit he needed a chair of a stepladder to reach a book he could once have easily grabbed, he suddenly felt a body close behind him, a chest just barely brushing against his back. The smell of peppery, masculine body wash filled his head, and warm breath puffed against his ear as a deep, rumbling voice said, “let me get that for you, little lady.” That voice! It was like chocolate for the ears.

As the man reached for the book, he put on hand on Markus’ soft hip, and his other brushed against Markus’ hand, sending tingles right down to his toes. The feelings terrified Markus, the man invading his space made him scared, which also made him feel angry, threatened.

As the man plucked the book from the shelf, Markus turned to face him, thinking to tell him off, to say—I don’t need your help! But, instead, he found himself tilting his head back, back, back… looking up past the man’s broad chest and bulging shoulders, to meet his eyes. Such eyes! Markus felt himself getting lost in those eyes, they felt so warm and strong and safe.

[image: A person looking at a person  Description automatically generated]“I didn’t,” he whispered. “I don’t…” A smile spreading across his face, and he batted his lashes and whispered, “hi!”
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As the man plucked the book from the shelf, Markus turned to face him, thinking to tell him off, to say—I don’t need your help! But, instead, he found himself tilting his head back, back, back… looking up past the man’s broad chest and bulging shoulders, to meet his eyes. Such eyes! Markus felt himself getting lost in those eyes, they felt so warm and strong and safe.

“I didn’t,” he whispered. “I don’t…” A smile spreading across his face, and he batted his lashes and whispered, “hi!”

[image: ]“Hey,” the man said, gazing intently into Markus’ eyes. They were standing so close, Markus could feel the heat from the man’s body, even what felt like sparks of energy passing back and forth between them. Markus felt like the man was standing too close, invading his space, and yet—he kinda liked it. His whole body began to tingle.

“Um, my book?” Markus finally managed to whisper, his voice hoarse.

“Oh, is this yours?” The man said, grinning. “It seems to me it was on the shelf for sale, and I grabbed it first, so doesn’t that make it my book?” He had a musical, Irish accent, like the character from a movie, and it made Marcus weak in the knees. Gaelic mirth danced in his eyes, echoed in his voice. Markus realized he was being teased. Deciding to play along, Markus slit his eyes in mock anger and held out his hand. “Hand it over?” He said it with the lilt, that little lift at the end that made it a cutesy question and not a demand. What’s wrong with me?

The man held the book out towards Markus, but when Markus reached for it, he pulled it away and hid it behind his back with one hand, while a cellphone appeared in his other. “I never do this,” the guy said, “but can I get your number? You’re so beautiful.”

“Giggle.” Markus felt himself blush and dropped his eyes to the side, feeling bashful, nervous, conflicted, so many battling impulses running through his head: Omigod…He thinks I’m a girl… he thinks I’m beautiful… omigod… should I tell him I’m really a guy?.... but, it’s so embarrassing and, besides, I just want my book, and he’s sooo cute… no! I’m not gay! I don’t want him to kiss me!

When Markus looked back up at the man, he felt himself nearly swoon. He took the phone. It would be rude to say no, he told himself. He started to tap his number into the cell, conscious of his long, crimson nails.

“I’m Gareth Donegal,” the man said. “What’s your name?”

Name? Uh, oh. Markus felt himself panicking. He couldn’t tell him Markus. For better or for worse, Markus’ Ex, Ana, was watching, loving the sight of her gross ex getting hit on by a guy, his sweet, romance obsessed girl’s heart all pitter patter. She hadn’t decided on a name, so she grabbed one of her fashion magazines and went with the first one she saw.

“Giselle,” Markus heard himself say, letting his voice rise, go extra pretty. To him, it felt like the name had just popped into his head, which it did.

The man cupped Markus’ chin and tilted his head back, then let his finger run along the line of Markus smooth, elegant jawline. “A pretty name for a pretty girl.”

[image: A person holding a phone to a person's face  Description automatically generated]“Giggle.” The man took his phone back and handed the book to Markus, who hugged it to his chest, as he’d become aware that his nipples had gotten hard, erect, were straining against the thin fabric of his tiny tank top like a pair of missiles about to launch.

“Great meeting you, Giselle,” Gareth said. “I’ll give you a call.”

“Giggle.” Markus smiled and waved with his long, crimson fingertips. “I’m looking forward to it.”

Gareth walked off and Markus found his eyes drawn to the man’s strong, powerful looking booty. He sighed and squeezed the book harder against his breasts, then shook his head as he once more realized he was getting totally turned on by a dude. “I hope this book will help,” he whispered. “I hope it will.”

[image: A person with arms outstretched  Description automatically generated]A confused and shaken little Markus left the Grimoirium and walked along the sidewalks, conscious of the appreciative glances he was getting from the guys he passed. His nipples had once more decided to stay erect, and one guy stared so hard his girlfriend slapped him. Yet, as Markus walked along, he couldn’t help but notice what a beautiful day it was, with a bright blue sky, a cool breeze, and so much pretty sunshine. His confusion melted away, and he found himself feeling a mysterious new sense of happiness, bubbly joy, he didn’t even know why, but it just felt like everything was going his way, like he was on the doorstep of an amazing new and special life.

He began to twirl and dance down the sidewalk, grinning, giggling, not even caring that other people had now started to look at him like he was a crazy person. “Hello, world,” he shouted. “Welcome to the Giselle show!”

[image: A person standing next to another person  Description automatically generated]Coming out of a twirl, he suddenly screamed as he found himself staring up at his ex-wife. “Ana!” He squeaked, shocked to realize she was now taller than him.

Ana, looked him up and down, pretending to be in shock. “Markus,” she said, shaking her head and staring at his breasts. “You have tits.”

Markus blushed and looked away, shocked and appalled to have his ex-wife see him like this, to hear her comment on his blossoming breasts. He didn’t know what to say, and just stood there, bashful and ashamed.

“My God, you’re gorgeous, Ana said. “And, you’re all girl. You’re wearing lipstick. You had your nails done.”

Ana had wished for Markus to start taking pride in his feminine skills, so the comment stung, but not because he had long fingernails like a woman. “For your information,” Markus said, holding up his nails, “I did my nails myself.”

“Impressive,” Ana said, but she couldn’t help but laugh at that. Tatiana’s magic was amazing, and it made her feel so powerful to have this much control over her ex’s mind and body. He looked prettier in real life than even through the scrying stone, with long legs and those pillowy lips. She was jealous of the perky tits she’d given him, and she might even have given him saggy boobs, but she wanted him to drive men crazy.

“Well, now that you’re a woman, too, we should do brunch some time,” Ana said. “Talk about boys.”

Markus was getting mad now, enraged at the way she was mocking him, talking down to him. He planted a hand on his hip and tilted his head to the side. “I am NOT a woman,” he sassed, and then, the words just came out of his mouth, “and my name is Giselle.”

Wait. What. No, Markus thought. That’s not my name. It’s just a fake name I made up, my real name is… Giselle.

“Giselle! I love it for you, girl. You always struck me as a Giselle.”

“No. That’s not my name,” Markus said, thinking out loud. “I don’t know why I said that.” And yet, when he searched for his name, because he remembered he’d once had a different name, a man’s name, all he could think of was… Giselle.

“Okay, so I am a little confused,” Ana said. “What is your name, then, hun?”

“You know damn well my name is… is…” Markus struggled, but he could only think… Giselle. “It doesn’t matter what my name is,” he finally said. “I don’t know why I’m even talking to you. You’re a…” he wanted to call her an asshole, but a rom com girl like him didn’t say swears, so he ended up saying, “you’re a… a… you’re a meanie!”

“Is that your idea of an insult?” Ana said. “I feel like I just got put down by a five-year-old girl. Oh, well. It must be the estrogen talking.”

Markus’ mouth dropped open. “Goodbye,” he said, turning and strutting off.

“Bold move to go braless,” Ana called after him. “Free the nipple!”

As Markus stormed off, looking every bit the furious little female she was turning him into, a woman at a nearby table shook her head. “She was a man?” The woman asked.

“In a manner of speaking,” Ana said, watching Markus walk away, his hips swaying from side to side. I gave him such a great ass, she thought. And does he appreciate it? No. Then, she giggled. I’m sure his husband will, though.

------------------------------

Markus, once he was away from his wife, fished his wallet out of his pocket. He needed to know what his name was, or had been, or—he wasn’t even sure. When he opened his wallet and looked at his ID, however, he gasped. The picture. It was this new, feminine face he now wore, though he was sure he’d gotten it taken when he still looked like a man. His ID also indicated his name was Giselle Pureheart. What the hell? He put a palm to his cheek. That wasn’t his name, had never been his name. He searched back through his memory to birthdays, but each and every cake he could recall he now remembered having read “Happy Birthday, Giselle” in pink and white, cursive letters.

“I’m not Giselle,” he whispered again, but then he saw something even more frightening: his ID indicated his sex as Female.

When Markus got home, he was determined to start looking through the spell book to find a way to turn himself back to himself. He put the book down and poured himself a glass of white wine, then curled up in a chair with the book… but, well, he found himself thinking about Gareth. That smile. Those eyes. Oh, and that adorable accent.

Focus. Focus, Marcus thought, but he put the spell book aside and grabbed his smart pad, doing a search for Gareth Donegal, which was not a common name. Marcus found his Gareth right away. “Oh, my,” Marcus whispered as he saw Gareth was partner at an International Hedge Fund. He must be so rich. Indeed, when he found Gareth’s social media pages, he found pictures of his mansion, his Mercedes, his Rolex collection. And, with a sigh of relief, he saw that Gareth was single.

Not that I care, Marcus lied to himself. I mean, why would I care if another guy is single, even if he is a total hunk?

Somehow, one thing led to another, and Marcus found himself browsing through images of wedding dresses. He’d never really appreciated just how gorgeous and fascinating wedding dresses were, but now he found himself obsessing on a lace pattern, a silky trim, a pair of elbow length gloves… the dresses were all really beautiful, and yet as he looked them over, he kept thinking, “Nah… okay, but… nah…” as he imagined himself wearing them, looking good but not perfect, and if he were going to wear a wedding dress, it had to be the perfect dress.

Marcus shook his head as he realized it had happened again. He’d just spent hours looking at wedding dresses, trying to find the perfect dress for him even as he was imagining details of his wedding—doves, and white roses, and, of course, it would take place in a castle in Ireland, which Gareth would buy for him as an engagement gift… Markus giggled and tossed his head. “I’m being so silly,” he said to himself. “I’m not a girl,” he reminded himself. “I’m not going to be a bride. I don’t want to be a bride!”

He glanced over at the spell book. He really should look for a spell, try something to free his body and his mind from the relentless feminization that was happening.

He would, he promised himself, but later or maybe tomorrow. For now, he just couldn’t shake the feeling that the perfect dress was just a page or two away, and he was having so much fun. He’d get to the spell book later. “Oh!” He sighed as he looked at a dress called Winter Magic. It was such a pretty color, and the lace was to die for, plus those shoes! It had a slit skirt, so his bare legs would flash as he walked down the aisle, and people would see those pretty shoes.

So close, he thought sadly, but not quite the perfect gown for him and his imaginary never gonna happen wedding. It was a shame, because he would love to try it on, have some pictures taken. Part of him wished he could just by them all and wear wedding dresses all day every day, but that would be kinda hard working in the food truck, he supposed.

“Oh, well. A girl can dream…”
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[image: A person in a white shirt  Description automatically generated]Ana had gotten up and tuned in to watch her ex. Although she didn’t always want to make changes and she didn’t expect much to happen, it amused her just to watch him going about his day with his pretty face and bouncy breasts, his skinny little body and long, tone legs. Knowing it was Markus in there delighted her in ways she couldn’t even say, and when his alarm rang and he sat up, she couldn’t help but giggle to see he was wearing a woman’s sleep shirt covered in hearts that stretched tight across his bust.

Markus had gotten used to the weight of his breasts now, the way they swayed when he moved. Having a firm, bouncy sets of breasts didn’t even register to him as anything other than his everyday life anymore. Stumbling blearily toward the bathroom, he spotted the magic book on the coffee table by his couch, and he promised himself he would most certainly and without a doubt look through that darn book when he got home. He just hadn’t had the time yet, but of course he would do anything to get his body and life back to normal.

Watching her hubby lift the toilet seat and get ready to take a leak, legs spread, a wicked smile crossed Ana’s face, and she made a change.

Markus tugged his panties down to his knees, put the seat back down and sat with his knees together and tinkled, his mind wandering over wedding dresses, wedding hairstyles, wedding makeup. He’d really gone bananas over weddings, he thought with a giggle. It was so weird!

It wasn’t until he wadded up some toilet paper and started to wipe himself that he realized he’d sat down to pee—like a girl. He felt embarrassed, especially with all the changes that had been happening to him, but then, suddenly, he thought, it really makes more sense to sit down to pee. Really, boys should sit, too. They made such a mess! Besides, he told himself as he wiped, stood, pushed his panties all the way down and then kicked them off, his boobs had gotten so big they were really in the way when he tried to reach down to grab his junk which, likewise, had been shrinking.

Oh, well, he thought. At least it made for a smoother profile, since his pants were all so tight now. He showered, went to get dressed, pulling open his underwear drawer, but had opened the wrong one. Instead of his panties, he found himself looking down at his collection of carefully folded bras. The thought of wearing a bra humiliated Markus, even though he now bigger breasts than a lot of women. Still, he wasn’t a cross-dresser, and real men didn’t wear bras. He started to push the drawer closed. Ana made a change. Markus stopped pushing the drawer closed and instead pulled it open, his eyes dancing gleefully over his bras—there were so many different kinds, and they were all in pretty colors and some had lace and bows! Bras were cute, he’d always like the sight of a woman in a bra, but now he started to think about how much he needed support, and he felt a little thrill at how pretty he’d look with those little straps across his shoulders, the adjusters would look so sexy.

He picked out a bra—it had a pretty flower pattern, and unlike some of his bras which were just scraps of cloth, like tiny t-shirts he would pull over his head, this one had hooks in the back, and he smiled as he touched them, touched the inside of the cups, which was so soft. He was sure it would feel great to have those cups around his boobs, lifting them, keeping them from jiggling so much and if his nipples did get hard—and they were always getting hard!—the stiff cups would hide them so everyone wouldn’t know what a horny little thing he was.

[image: A person in underwear with short hair  Description automatically generated]He slipped the straps over his shoulders, reached back and managed to hook the strap that ran across his back, then adjusted his breasts in the cups, adjusted the straps, feeling them pull tight against his shoulders, feeling his breasts lifted and pressed against his chest. So, this is what wearing a bra feels like, he thought as did a couple of cute little bunny hops, feeling his breasts bounce, but appreciating how much less they bounced now that he was wearing a bra. He looked in the mirror, shaking his shoulders. The bra lifted his breasts and pressed them together, giving him twin hills and deep, shadowy cleavage. Damn, he thought. My girls look sexy as hell. I should post some pictures on Instapic! Haha! Just kidding.

Or, am I? No, he decided, though he thought it would be funny. Gareth might see it and think he was some kind of slut!

He went to work, put in his time, once more finding himself obsessing on cute couples and studly men, checking out what the women were wearing all the while visions of romance dancing in his little head. Halfway through the day, he found himself with both hands planted on the small of his back because even with his bra he was getting a backache. He tugged on his bra straps as well, which had been digging into his shoulders. Something was wrong. During a lull, he grabbed his smart pad and did a quick search, his mouth falling open as he discovered the terrible truth about backaches and bra straps: “This is normal? It’s just part of being a woman, or—” he corrected himself—“you know what I mean.” But, guys don’t have to deal with any of this, and he just couldn’t deal with unfair it was. Then, he caught a glimpse of his reflection in the smart pad, the impressive rise of his bust, and he thought, well, at least they look good.

When he got home, he switched into his lazy girl outfit of a camisole bra and a pair of soft, loose-fitting sweatpants plus a flouncy sweater and climbed onto the couch. He looked over at the coffee table. The book waited there. He started at it. Adjusting a bra strap, he clenched his jaw. Remembering his shock and dismay earlier in the day when he’d learned about the price he’d have to pay for having his own pair of bouncing boobies, he knew it was time. He really needed to look and see if there was a spell that would turn him back into a normal man. As he stared at the book, imagining himself once more a bra-free bro—a memory of Gareth smiling down at him, touching him on his smooth, soft face rose up in his imagination, and he put his hand to his chest and sighed.

“Oh, I’ll look at the book later!” He said, waving it away with a flick of his glossy red nails. He grabbed the remote and found Notting Hill. He needed, suddenly, to see it, and as the movie started to roll, he watched every move Julia Roberts made, the way she walked, sat, laughed and talked, [image: A person lying on a couch  Description automatically generated]subconsciously feeling like she was such a good role model. He wished he could be like her. When the movie ended, he found himself crying, tears rolling down his cheeks and falling gracefully onto the soft, round swelling of his breasts. As he reached for a tissue, seeing his long, perfectly sculpted nails, it all hit him, and the man he’d been stirred as he suddenly saw himself as if he were somewhere above looking down—

What he saw was a woman who’d just watched yet another romantic movie, a woman with great breasts, a pretty face, a woman who was enjoying a good cry, touching her smooth, hairless cheek with her long, crimson nails….

“This isn’t me,” he whispered in his soft, pretty voice. “I need to stop this.” Once more, he looked at the book. Once more, he remembered Gareth’s smile, his pretty eyes… “Come on, Giselle,” he whispered. “You have to find some way to —”

His phone rang. He looked. It was Gareth, and his heart did a flip as he gasped, putting one hand to his heart. “Omigod… omigod.. omigod…” He answered, making his voice smaller, higher, lighter, “hello?”

“Hey, gorgeous,” Gareth said, and Markus’ heart did two more flips.

They chatted, with Markus spending most of the call giggling. Then, Gareth asked him out on a date.

Markus froze, panicking. Gareth thought he was a woman, and he felt like he needed to be honest, tell him the truth. “Oh, um, well… I… the thing is, actually…”

“Yeah?”

Markus felt himself swoon. “I would love to go out with you.”

“Cool. I’ll pick you up at 7 on Friday. Later, doll face.”

The call ended. Markus rolled onto his back, kicking his legs in the air, squealing. It was, like, the most exciting thing to happen to him in, like, forever or something. He hugged his cellphone to his chest and bit his lip. He’d tell Gareth the truth first thing on Friday, so there wasn’t any confusion. It was only fair to Gareth, and honesty was so important in a relationship. They could just hang like bros did. It would be fine. He sighed, though, and thought, Gareth is so hot. He remembered the chemistry they’d had, how happy he’d felt after they met. It almost makes me wish I was a girl, because if I was, he’d probably be The One!

He shook his head in confusion at what he’d just thought. How silly. Like, whatever. He looked at the magic book. Well, he decided, there really wasn’t any point now. He’d wait until after his date. He got onto the TV and started to watch Pretty Woman.

That week, Marcus read a bunch of articles in Elle, Cosmopolitan and other magazines looking for dating secrets. He was in deep denial, telling himself he just wanted this bro-date to go well, but when he fantasized about Friday night, it always ended with Gareth cupping his cheek, tilting his head back and kissing him, Marcus’ kicking up his leg.

He pictured them walking together as the snow fell gently around them, wearing matching Christmas Sweaters and sharing a steaming cup of mint tea.

[image: A person sitting on a couch  Description automatically generated]He imagined snuggling with Gareth in front of a crackling fire, sharing the warmth of each other’s bodies, staring into Gareth’s eyes, the flames dancing in his wide, dark pupils, and then the kiss that would send shivers through his whole soft little body.

Why do I keep imagining us in the winter? He wondered.

Ana enjoyed watching her little ex overwhelmed with feminine romantic fantasies, but she decided to make another change. Markus, like any romance smitten woman, suddenly found himself wondering what kind of girl Gareth liked. Whatever sort of girl that was, he was now determined to become her. He would be whoever Gareth wanted him to be.

He chuckled at himself, switching from reading dating advice to doing more research on Gareth—Oh, no, he thought, as he was scrolling through Gareth’s pics on Instapic. He hadn’t noticed before, but every single girl Gareth had dated had long, golden hair. Markus ran a hand over his short, dark hair, feeling rising panic and anxiety. Maybe I could go to a salon, get extensions or wear a wig?

Gareth liked blondes. Marcus now needed to be a blonde. He sat up, terrified, but then, almost like a miracle, bangs poured across one of his eyes and he felt hair tickling his cheeks. He grabbed at it, pulled it around and gasped. Blonde. Blonde? Grabbing his phone, he looked at himself and saw he now had long blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail. The man in him was horrified to see he was now a blonde with big tits.

The woman he was becoming, however, whispered a prayer of thanks. It was a miracle, and how could he even deny now that he and Gareth were destined to be together?

It was in that constant state of confusion that Markus spent his time getting ready for his big date. He kept telling himself no no no… it was just bros getting together, but then he made an appointment to have his legs waxed. He started giving himself nightly facials. He dropped by Sephora and one of the girls helped him pick out makeup that matched his complexion and gave him lessons, because he had to wear makeup to the bro date because Gareth thought he was a girl and it would be weird if he didn’t or something, anyway, he didn’t understand it, but it made sense sort of somehow.

He bought himself a pair of stiletto heels—not that he would actually wear them, in fact, he didn’t even know why he bought them. It had finally worked to his advantage to look like a woman, as he didn’t have to worry about the salesgirl thinking it odd he was buying heels. The girl had even given him a quick lesson—she’d been really sweet—and the shoes! Markus had never understood how women could get so excited by a pair of shoes, but now he totally got it. He loved his new heels so much he practiced walking in them for hours, and when the day of the date came, he slipped them on, eager to show off how good he was in heels. Well, that and he loved the way they made his legs and ass look. I mean- who wouldn’t?

He’d ordered a sexy, lacy, push up, padded bra just for his date, told himself it made no sense to wear it for a bro date—but of course found himself hooking himself into it, adjusting his boobs in the cups, admiring how it lifted and presented his girls to the world. They seemed a little bigger, and he was proud, somehow, to have good sized breasts these days. And, well, he couldn’t deny he felt more confident when he knew he was wearing a cute, sexy bra under his clothes.

When Gareth arrived, it was a giggly, blushing and perky new Gareth who double and triple checked his face in the mirror, practiced his smile, and then went to the door, butterflies fluttering wildly in his tummy, and opened it, tilting his head slightly to the side, his biggest, brightest smile on his face.

As soon as the door opened, Markus decided he would tell Gareth the truth. He was a guy. It was the right thing to do.

Gareth looked at him, and it was obvious he liked what he saw. “Hey, sexy,” he said in that voice like chocolate syrup, and Markus giggled, felt weak in the knees. “You look great. Like a supermodel.”

All thoughts of telling Gareth the truth vanished from Markus’ mind. Instead, he tossed his ponytail, put a hand on Gareth’s bulging bicep and gave it a squeeze. “Omigod, you’re so sweet,” he said in that extra high, flirty voice he reserved only for Gareth.

They had decided to have a casual first date. Or, rather, Gareth had decided, and Markus had agreed with a cloud of giggles. As they sat at an adorable wrought iron table on the cobblestoned sidewalk outside the café, Markus had his hand under his chin, leaning forward, absorbing every detail he could learn about his man: Gareth liked country music, especially Garth Brooks. He liked his coffee black. His favorite football team was Arsenal…

After, Gareth suggested they walk down to the river, and so they did. It was odd for Markus walking next to this big, tall man. He’d been much taller before all these changes, but now even in his heels he only came up to Gareth’s shoulder and had to tilt his head back to look up at him. It was—exciting—in a way Markus hadn’t expected. He felt pretty and small and having this big, strong man with him made him feel safe and protected, like he was a little bunny and Gareth was a ferocious guard dog.

A misty haze hovered over the slow moving, dark green waters of the river, and willow trees swung lazily across on the opposite bank, which was also dotted with big, white mansions. As they walked, Gareth reached down and took Markus’ soft little hand in his own.

Markus’ heart did one of those little flips, and he felt himself flush. Now, he decided. Now. I need to tell him the truth. Instead, though, he just squeezed Gareth’s hand, gazing up at the man, eyes wide with feminine bliss. Gareth looked down at him, his own eyes seeming hot, hungry.

They walked some more, and Gareth slipped an arm around Markus’ slender waist. Now, Gareth thought. I have to tell him. Oh, but it felt so good to nuzzle against Gareth, to smell his leather cologne, the manly musk beneath, to feel their bodies press together, the comforting weight of Gareth’s hand resting on Markus’ soft, round hip. So, he decided not to ruin the moment. It would be rude, and, besides, he wanted to please Gareth more than anything, and since Gareth wanted him to be a sweet, pretty girl, he decided that’s what he needed to be.

He didn’t even know why, because it made no sense, but the heart, he’d heard somewhere, has more wisdom than the head, and he was determined to follow his heart.

The sun had set, and a bright, full moon hovered above the river, its reflection painting the calm surface of the water silver. They’d reached the end of the river walk, and Gareth turned the two of them to face the river, pulling Marcus even closer. There was a couple in a small boat on the river, lit up by the magical moonlight. “It’s so pretty,” Markus whispered, caught up in the perfection of the moment. “It’s like a scene from a movie.”

Gareth grunted. “Yeah. Like one of those romantic movies, right?”

“Yes,” Markus sighed, putting his fingertips to his lips. This was his love story, he realized. His romance, and Gareth was his soul mate. The first time he’d laid eyes on Gareth in the bookstore he’d known it.

Now, Gareth turned Marcus so the two of them faced each other. Markus felt giddy, silly, tingly when Gareth moved him like that, guided him. Gareth’s hands resting on Marcus’ hips, Marcus tilted his head back, putting a hand on Gareth’s chest, feeling those same sparks of exciting energy running down his arm, giving him shivers. They stared into each other’s eyes. Markus parted his lips, and Gareth ran his thumb along Marcus’ lower lip, then cupped his chin. “You’re so beautiful,” Gareth said.

Omigod… omigod… he’s going to kiss me. It was just like in his fantasies, and Marcus felt terrified. He started to pull him away, but Gareth grabbed him and yanked him back, then leaned down and kissed Marcus, and it was more than any kiss he’d even experienced. He felt the kiss through every inch of his body, every inch of his soft skin. That kiss felt like coming home, not like he was kissing a man for the first time, or kissing Gareth for the first time, but kissing a true, pure soul that he’d always known and always loved since the beginning of time and before—it was like they’d been separated all those millions of years ago when the universe first formed and had spent all the ages searching for each other.

When the kiss ended, Marcus’ knees had gone weak, and he fell against Gareth, who wrapped his strong arms around Marcus and held him up. Resting his head against Gareth’s chest, listening to the strong, steady beat of the man’s heart, Marcus eyes suddenly went wide as he came to a shocking realization: Oh, my God. I’m in love!
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Part II

[image: A person sitting in a chair using a computer  Description automatically generated]The date… this kiss… Oh! It had all been so romantic Marcus could almost scream. He’d imprinted on Gareth, and he now listened to Garth Brooks constantly, started following Arsenal—though he just couldn’t understand soccer! He read a book because Gareth had mentioned it, and then every book by that author he could find. He now lived as a woman and even thought of himself as a woman—because he thought that would please Gareth, and having figured out that Gareth liked sweet, feminine girls he practiced and practiced to play the role his man wanted him to play, spending hours practicing his walk, his smiles, his giggles and listening to and copying the way feminine women talked, their mannerisms. Soom, he talked in a sing song voice, constantly making small gestures with his hands. Knowing that Gareth expected his girl to be trendy and fashionable, Marcus now obsessed on all the latest fashions and found himself spending all his extra money on clothes and cute shoes.

Of course, Ana watched it all, delighted. She could have just made her ex more feminine, but it was so much more pleasant to watch him eagerly feminize himself, all to please his boyfriend.

The romance took off, with Marcus and Gareth talking and texting every day, hanging out, going on dates. Marcus had never allowed himself to fall so head over heels in love with anyone, and in no time at all he felt like he and Gareth’s lives were intertwined, that they were become one and not two. It scared and thrilled him, and the whole time he worried and worried. He was still a biological male, though that stupid little worm between his legs was now an embarrassment to him. Gareth showered him with affection in the form of compliments, flowers, bracelets and necklaces, and it thrilled and delighted Marcus to be so adored.

He’d told Gareth early on that he was saving himself for marriage, and Gareth had been impressed and respectful, so they’d never gone beyond some heavy petting, but Marcus knew that the day would come when he would be found out, and so he prayed each day that the final change would come, that he would wake up to find he’d become a woman, and the perfect girl for Gareth. He wanted to be Giselle and only Giselle, but morning after morning he woke to find he was still not the woman he needed and wanted to be.

He loved Gareth so much that even when he just thought about losing him, he would burst into tears. It was agony.

They’d been dating for six months when Gareth had suggested they go out to Finesse, the most exclusive, upscale restaurant in town. Finesse had a dress code, and Marcus didn’t want to embarrass Gareth, so he bought a brand new dress he couldn’t really afford and new shoes to go with it. He wore bracelets and a necklace that Gareth had given him and took extra long doing his makeup. This was their sixth month anniversary, and his feminine intuition was buzzing. Could Gareth be planning to pop the question?

“Oh, don’t be such a silly girl,” Marcus had sighed as he touched up his lipstick. He didn’t want to get his hopes up.

All through dinner, Marcus waited and waited. He could tell Gareth was nervous, excited, and each time the waiter came, Marcus expected to find a ring in his drink or his food, but it never happened. He felt crushed. It was their six-month anniversary and not only had Gareth not popped the question, he didn’t even seem to remember it was six months to the day since they’d had their magical meeting in the bookstore! Giselle, you silly, silly girl, Marcus thought. Guys never remember that kind of thing. Marcus hid his disappointment behind a bright, dimpled smile.

After, they went for a walk along the river, and as they walked Gareth said, “I have a surprise for you.”

Marcus’ eyes went wide. “What?”

“It won’t be a surprise if I tell you.”

“Tell me!” Marcus said.

“You’ll just have to wait and see.”

“You’re mean!”

They made their way down to the docks, where a man waited for them by a boat. “Mister Gareth,” the man said, the hint of a Greek accent lingering in his speech.

“Nickolai, meet my girlfriend, Giselle.”

Once, it would have bothered Marcus to be introduced as another man’s girlfriend, but now it just made him happy, content, loved.

‘You are an exquisite beauty,” Nickolai said, taking Marcus’ hand and giving it a kiss.

“Do you remember on our first date we walked here along the river and there was a couple in a boat?”

“I—I do…’ Marcus said, his heart fluttering once more.

Gareth now took Marcus’ hand. “Let me help you into the boat.”

Soon, Gareth had rowed them out to the middle of the river, where they floated beneath the stars. “I love to just look up at the night sky,” Gareth said. “All those millions and millions of stars.”

Marcus looked up and smiled. “It’s lovely,” he said.

They sat in silence for a time, just staring at the night sky, enjoying being together. Then, Gareth said, “You know what today is, right?”

“What?” Marcus said, even as he felt his cheeks growing flush. He remembered!

“The six-month anniversary of the day we met,” Gareth said. “Don’t tell me you didn’t remember?”

“I did,” Marcus said, biting his lip, dropping his eyes bashfully. “I thought you forgot.”

“How could I forget the day I met my soul mate?” Gareth said. Marcus sighed. Yes. He felt it, too. Gareth now reached into his pocket and palmed something, then got on one knee, the boat rocking gently side to side. “From the first time I saw you, I knew you were the girl,” Gareth said. “I’ve never met a more beautiful and wonderful woman.” He now held a small box in his hand, which he opened, revealing a sparkling ring.

Marcus gasped as tears rolled down his cheeks.

“Giselle, will you make me the happiest man on Earth?”

“Yes! Yes!” Marcus shrieked. “Omigod, yes!”
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III

From elation to despair. As soon as Marcus got home, he burst into tears once more, but these were tears of despair, the opposite of the joy he’d felt when Gareth had popped with question. The engagement ring sparkled on his finger, mocking him and his hopes for happiness as a wife and a woman. He’d mislead Gareth, letting the other man think he was a girl, and soon the truth would come out and it would all be ruined. Tossing himself on his bed, he buried his face in a pillow and punched his mattress. “You’re so stupid!” He screamed into the pillow.

His doorbell rang. Who? It didn’t matter. He just lay in bed, weeping, despairing.

The doorbell rang again.

“Leave me alone!” Marcus screamed.

“Giselle,” he heard Ana, his ex-wife call. “It’s me. I can help you with your little problem.”

My problem? Did she know? How could see know? Curious, Marcus dried his tears, got up and went to the door. As soon as he opened it, Ana looked him up and down and said, “Hi, girl. Love your dress.”

“Hi,” Marcus said, not bothered at all that his ex referred to him as a girl.

“Can I come in?”

“You know, this really isn’t a good—”

Ana pushed past him. “So, Gareth asked you to marry him, and you’re all tears and sighs because he doesn’t know you’re actually sort of a boy.” Ana sat on the couch and smiled at her pretty little ex.

“How?” Marcus said. “How could you know?”

Ana took the scrying stone from her pocket and an image of the two of them right there in Marcus’ apartment appeared. “I’ve been watching you,” she said. “Take a seat.”

Marcus sat. “What the hades is going on here?”

“I’m the one who changed you,” Ana said. “I gave you those big, kissable lips and that pretty face, that banging body, the cute little voice. It’s all magic, of course. Are you mad at me?”

Marcus shook his head. “I think I should be, but I’m not. I’m just not. I like being Giselle.”

Ana smiled a wicked, superior smile. “I also made you like it. You were such an annoying asshole as a man, I decided to make you a sweet little woman. Do you really think the man you were would ever put on a push-up bra and take pride in his big tits?”

“No,” Marcus said, remembering back to the kind of man he’d been as he idly twisting the bracelets around his wrist. He’d been a man, a man’s man once. It seemed like another life. “So, why are you here, then? Did you just come to laugh at me?”

“I’ve been laughing at you for months, silly. No. I came to make you an offer. I can turn you into a real girl. How would you like that?”

“Really? I would love it.”

“Look what I’ve done to you,” Ana said, delighted. “Well, then you need to ask me, and make it sweet.”

“Will you turn me into a woman?”

“Sweeter.”

Marcus offered his brightest smile and said, “Pretty please, with a cherry on top?”

Ana nodded. She whispered, and Marcus felt his body change, flow, inside and out. “You have a vagina now,” Ana said.

“I can’t thank you enough,” Marcus said, not embarrassed at all, but instead overjoyed to have the body that his man wanted and deserved. He knew that it was Ana who had done this to him, had made him this kind of girl, but he couldn’t hate her for it. He’d found his soulmate, and all that had happened was all that was meant to be. Even the fact that he’d been such a bad husband had been a part of the journey and had led him to becoming a happy and wonderful woman with an amazing man. It was destiny. “Would you be one of my bridesmaids?” Marcus asked, inspired to include Ana in his bridal party given that he owed all this to her.

“Hell, no,” Ana said, snorting. “Goodbye.”

Marcus’ wedding day couldn’t have been more perfect. Bright and sunny, surrounded by friends and family, he’d been in an estrogen haze through the whole thing, smiling, looking pretty, posing for pictures. The moment the minister had said, “You may kiss the bride” and Gareth had lifted his veil and kissed him there in front of everyone in the packed church was heaven, the greatest moment of his entire life. He was Gareth’s wife now, and there was nothing more he could ever be or want than that.

Later, he and Gareth posed for pictures in front of the beautiful wedding cake. Gareth had leaned in close for an Eskimo kiss, and they’d started into each other’s eyes. “How are you holding up, Mrs. Gareth Donegal?”

Mrs. Gareth Donegal. It felt so good to hear those words, to know he now belonged to this gorgeous, strong and caring man. “I’ve never been happier,” he whispered back, “Mr. Gareth Donegal.”

“Let’s cut this cake,” Gareth said. The each held the knife. Gareth stood behind Marcus, one hand on his hip, the two of them moving as one as they sliced the cake. Gareth lifted the piece they’d cut and offered it to Marcus, who nibbled a little of the sweet, sugary frosting, the crumbly yellow cake. Gareth loving wiped some frosting from the corner of Marcus’ mouth, then kissed him.

He loves me. He’ll always protect and take care of me, Marcus thought as the doves were released and went flapping toward the sun. The crowd clapped and cheered. The newlyweds stood arm in arm, smiling and laughing while the cameras flashed them forward and onto the rest of their lives.


[image: A person and person kissing in front of a cake  Description automatically generated]

The End


For exclusive early access to all my TG Stories and Comics, come join me on Patreon: www.patreon.com/tgkadee

Check out my Amazon Author Page at

http://www.amazon.com/author/cooperkadee

And to keep up on all my latest work, you are invited to visit my blog: www.genderfluidnews.com

Check out my TG Art: https://www.deviantart.com/tgcooper-tgkadee
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