

ONLY A COSTUME


MAGIC FEMINIZATION


KENZIE MCKAY



Copyright © 2023 by Kenzie McKay

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


CONTENTS


Want Free Stories?
Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Possessed: Magic Forced Feminization
Be Witched: Magic Feminization
Turned Into Girls: 5 Book Feminization Bundle
Want Free Stories?
More by Kenzie McKay
About Me



WANT FREE STORIES?

Join my mailing list, and you'll get access to bonus chapters and a full-length stories. All for free.

Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page

[image: QR Code for Mailing List]


Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.


CHAPTER ONE



"Are you sure about this?" I tug at the hem of the dress, but no matter how much I pull it down, it doesn't cover more than a few inches of my thigh.

Zane rolls his eyes as he shifts the car into park. "Bruh, I'm telling you, these costumes are brilliant. Everyone's going to love 'em. And quit doing that. It only seems short 'cause you're sitting. Haven't you ever watched a girl's dress ride up when she sits down? That's the best part of them wearing short dresses."

I toss my hands up and then fold them across my chest, under the bulge of my fake boobs. "First, that's easy for you to say because you get to be the man. Second, of course I've noticed, but I'm not supposed to be a girl whose dress is riding up her thighs."

"What, are you worried someone might see your panties?" He laughs, and I wish he wasn't my best friend so I could punch him. Or at least claw at him with these stupid long, red fingernails I'm wearing.

"I'm worried they're going to think I'm... weird or something." Most of the people at the party are Zane's friends, but I still hang out with them sometimes. The last thing I want is for them to think I'm a crossdresser who looks forward to Halloween for the chance to dress up as a girl.

Zane turns off the car and looks at me. "They're going to think you're amazing, even though you're totally piggybacking off my genius idea. And I'm going to tell them it was all my idea too. They need to know that I'm the smart one. Now quit being a chicken and come on." He opens his door without even making sure the road is clear and hops out of the car with way more energy than I can muster right now.

I take a deep breath and then another and finally open my door. Zane is standing right outside it, waving at me to hurry, but he can wait. He's not the one in this outfit. Or these shoes. The way they squeeze my toes makes me sure they were designed in the middle ages to torture the most recalcitrant enemies of some king. Or maybe as an object to aid in self-mortification. Each step forgives me of more and more of my sins.

And it's not like the tights I'm wearing provide any padding. Or warmth. By the time I get to the front door, I'm freezing and wishing that my toes would fall off from frostbite. I can't tell if my shivering is because of the temperature or because of my nerves, but my entire body is trembling.

"Remember, you take a few steps in, and then stop. Then I act like I'm taking pictures. I'll give you directions and be really loud about it while I hold the camera up. That'll get everyone's attention. Then you really do it up. Act like you're posing for some famous magazine or something."

"You're supposed to be the photographer and the genius who came up with this idea, and you don't even know what magazine you're shooting for? Why do I have to work with amateurs?" I roll my eyes and let out a huff.

"Ha, that's good! You're a natural at this. Ready?" He smiles and reaches for the doorknob.

No, I'm not ready. My insides are so twisted it would be hard to make sense of what's what. My intestines are where my liver should be. My kidney is pressing into my stomach. And I'm sure I'm going to be sick. So sure that I'm looking for a bush where I can discreetly disgorge everything I've eaten in the last week. Before I get a chance, Zane grabs my arm and pushes me through the open door ahead of him.


CHAPTER TWO



If the pumping of my blood didn't make it so difficult to hear anything else, the laughter of the other guests as we perform our skit would be deafening. I take a few steps inside the room just like we practiced, and then I pose for his fake camera while Zane barks out instructions. "Now toss your hair.... Now turn to the left.... Hand on your hip.... Gorgeous!" By the time we're done, people are coming up to congratulate us on our costumes.

Well, they're coming up to Zane. He's wearing jeans, a black turtleneck, and a pair of lensless thick-framed glasses. Nothing at all like what I have to wear for this costume. I look down at his feet. He's wearing the plain white sneakers that he would wear any other day while my feet are crammed into a pair of black pumps that I swear have a thirteen-inch heel. Not to mention everything else. After I make sure no one is looking, I hook my thumbs into the bottom of the corset and twist. It doesn't help.

I stick around long enough to not seem rude, but when it's clear that I'm nothing more than the lovely assistant to Zane's magic act, I go to the kitchen. I need a drink to cope with this. I need lots of drinks. Thankfully, the kitchen doesn't disappoint.

The kitchen island is probably made of quartz or granite. I see some hints of black or maybe dark brown peeking through. But right now it's glass. Every inch is covered in bottles. I wince my way up and scan them. Several brands of tequila and whiskey and rum and vodka and a couple of bourbons. I want to scoop them all into my arms. I'm going to need a lot of liquor to make my pinched feet and crushed ribs go numb. But I settle on vodka.

I find a plastic cup, add a bit of cranberry juice, and then fill it all the way with a brand I know costs more than I would ever be willing to pay for it. I take a sip, expecting it to sting my tongue, but it doesn't. It just gives a slow warm heat, so I toss back the rest of it. The burn is stronger now, but it's still not enough to distract me. I'm reaching for the cranberry juice again when I notice a man standing next to me. He's too close, and the kitchen isn't crowded enough for him to be this close coincidentally. I'm not sure what to do, so I freeze, which possibly looks strange since my arm is extended from my body.

"You're beautiful."

His words unlock me, and I turn to face him. I have to tilt my head up to look into his eyes. They're the darkest blue I've ever seen. Somewhere on the border between blue and black. His blonde hair is brushed slightly to one side. The tips are just a little lighter, like he's spent his summer outside. He would be the type of man to take my breath away. If I was attracted to men. And if I didn't have a corset on and could actually have a breath to be taken away. "Uh, I think you may have had a few too many of these." I hitch my thumb over my shoulder to point to the makeshift bar. "Maybe take a break for a while. I'll pick up your slack."

"I'm completely sober. I've not been able to take my eyes off you since you walked in with your friend. First, I assumed he was your boyfriend. After all, a girl like you couldn't possibly be single. But when he ignored you, and instead, decided to spend his time with those lads over there, I reckoned he must just be a friend." He motions to a group beside him, but neither of us takes our eyes off the other.

"Are you English?" I stare at him like I can determine his nationality just by looking. That's when I notice that he's starting to get a little wobbly. Or maybe I am. And that makes me wonder how long I'll be able to stand drunk in these heels. In turn, that makes me realize I haven't thought about my painfully pinched toes once since I started talking to him.

"Close enough, I suppose. Perhaps you and I could⁠—"

"Wait." I try to hold my hand out as a signal for him to stop, but I accidentally end up pressing my palm against his chest. It feels good, like holding my hand over a radiator after being out in a snowstorm. God, how much vodka have I had? "Zane's not my boyfriend. I'm a guy." My head is definitely doing loops now, and I'm glad my hand is on him to hold me steady.

His smile captures my gaze. His lips curl up and flash just a little of his teeth. "Of course not." He cups my elbow. His fingers barely touch my skin, but it's enough to make the room spin in the other direction. "There's nothing wrong with falling into character, however."

I wait for him to wink. This seems like a situation that calls for a wink. But he doesn't. His eyes burn into mine, and just when it's so uncomfortable I can't stand any more, he turns and walks away. As he does, my gaze falls—because of gravity, no other reason—and it settles on his ass. He's wearing dark jeans, just like Zane. But he looks nothing like Zane in these. His muscles practically ripple as he walks away, and a heat spreads through me with each step that he takes. Definitely too much vodka. When he walks around a corner, I finally turn away and look down at the empty glass in my hand. I decide to skip the juice and just pour the vodka into it, straight. I don't want to mess around with mixers right now.

I swallow what is probably a triple shot and then walk out toward the living room. I follow the man's steps, but I do it like I'm walking on a wobbling tightrope and any misstep will mean I plummet to the ground. My hands are out beside me to help me balance, and I watch the floor immediately in front of my feet. When the flooring transitions from tile to hardwood, I stop and look up.

This room is full of people. Most of them are wearing cheap costumes that they probably bought at one of those pop-up stores that's everywhere this time of year. A few have makeup smeared on their faces. Blood or dark zombie eyes. In the corner, there's a small group of people gathered around someone who seems to be dressed as a cassette tape. That can't be right. I blink my eyes several times so I can see what they really are, but I never can tell.

As I look around the room, I pay attention to the men. It's probably the first time in my life that I've ever looked at men. Like this, at least. But I want to know if any of them make me feel the way that man did. Maybe I am gay after all. Maybe there's a delayed-onset homosexuality that happens 15 years after puberty. I go through the first part of my life thinking I'm attracted to girls, but all it takes is one touch from a man to change me and make me see the truth. But not one of them does a thing for me. I don't even care to give any of them a second look.

Could it just be him? I walk further into the room and then around the corner where I last saw him. It's brighter here. That's probably why there are fewer people hanging out in this room. I look from face to face, but none of them are him. I blow out a disappointed sigh. Then I see Zane in the corner. He's sitting on a beanbag chair that would be more at home in a frat house, and there's a woman half on his lap.

"Hey," I call to him.

His eyes flash up to me and then go back to the woman's chest.

"Zane?"

He leans forward to kiss her nipple through the fabric of her dress. She gives a light giggle. Then he looks up at me again. "What, dude? Kinda busy here."

"You don't think I'm gay, do you?"

The woman turns to examine me. Her long brown hair catches on her shoulder as she does and covers one of her eyes. When she sees me, she giggles again. "Rylan, you're shit-faced already?" Zane asks. "You're about as straight as they come. Too straight sometime, if ya know what I mean. No, not gay. Not a little bit. Now go find your own girl to make out with and leave me alone with mine." He rubs a hand up the woman's back, and she arches into his touch. It's clear he's finished with me.

I turn around, intending to walk back into the other room, but I either make a full circle or don't move at all, because when I look down, Zane is in the same spot. I take two careful steps backward, and when my butt collides with a wall, I use it to guide me into the next room. The simple shuffling crab walk is like stepping barefoot on shards of glass. I don't need a girl. I need a ride home.


CHAPTER THREE



I sit on the edge of the bed, my head rolled back so I would be staring at the ceiling if my eyes were open. My heart is thumping so loud, I'm sure the neighbors can hear it.

It's been two weeks since the party, and I haven't been able to stop thinking about it. Everything that night was so wrong. My costume, that man, my attitude toward the whole thing. I was too obsessed with what everyone else would think, with what I should think about myself. I look down at the dress in my hands and blow out a long breath.

I ordered it the day after the party. My head was splitting and my toes were throbbing, and as soon as I woke up, all I could think was that I needed to do it all again. To give it another shot. I didn't know what to expect, but I grabbed my phone and bought a new outfit—with what I hoped were more comfortable shoes—before I even got out of bed.

I still don't know what to expect. I just know that Zane is gone, so I have the apartment to myself for at least a couple of hours. This isn't the first time I've been alone since then, but this is the first time I've had the balls to do it.

I set the dress beside me. "I can do this. I can do this." I look down at my toes and repeat the words over and over again like they're a magic spell that will make the swarming butterflies in my stomach disappear. They don't. But I take the bottle of nail polish from the bedside table and unscrew the cap anyway. The smell fills the room, and my lungs aren't sure whether to choke on it or inhale more of it. I slide back just a little on the mattress and pull my left foot up. I rest the sole on the edge of the bed and bend as close to it as I can. My hand is shaking so much that it's amazing the nail polish doesn't vibrate off the brush, but I manage to get it to my toes. My big toe first. I swipe the brush down its length twice, three times. There's a glob of bright pink polish covering my cuticle and almost halfway to the knuckle. But it's done. I blow out a breath and move to the next toe and then the next. And then I trade. I pull my right foot up while I let the left dangle and dry.

I don't know why, but I take the time to do two coats on each toenail. This is all coming off in just a couple of hours anyway, so there's no point. But something won't let me go just halfway on this. It's not like I'm unfamiliar with the concept of half-assing things. In fact, if there's a way to quarter-ass something, you can bet that I'm doing it. School, work, relationships. Somehow, I've always found the bare minimum that I needed to get by and then do just a little bit less than that. But I want this to be perfect.

When everything is dry, I take the panties from my dresser—the same pair I wore to the party; no need to order another, one pair will be all I'll ever need—and I step into them and tuck everything into place. I'm not trembling now. As the nail polish dried, my worries and fears evaporated. I bunch up the dress like it's a t-shirt, and pull it over my head. My arms slip easily into the holes, and the hem drops to the middle of my thighs. This is alright. This is just someone putting on ordinary clothes. Not like what I wore to the party. That was a costume. This is just... normal.

I slip on the shoes. They're plain black flats in an eleven wide. It was the biggest size they had without spending more than I was willing to, but I think they might be too big. My heels slip as I take my first tentative steps. I walk to the door and then stop with my hand on the knob. I hold my ear to the door. I know I'm alone, but it doesn't hurt to be safe.

Once I'm sure, I pull the door open and stand in the frame. My heart quickens, and it's like there's an invisible tether not letting me get too far from my bed. "It's normal. This is all normal," I say aloud as I try to break free and push into the living room. But I can't. What if someone sees me? We're only on the second floor. Someone from the street could look up and see me through the window. My heart beats a little faster. Or someone in the five story office building next door. I don't know how many times I've sat at the window and watched the people move around their offices. They're going to do the same to me. Watch the man wearing a dress. I can't do this. I can't.

My breaths are so rapid that I start to get light-headed. I hold on to the doorframe for support and squeeze my eyes closed. "No one is going to see me." I pull on the sides of the frame. It takes almost all of my force, but I propel myself out into the hallway. A cold wave rolls over me as I take the first step outside my bedroom. It tries to push me back inside. Back to the safe shores behind me, but I have momentum now. I take step after step. I don't even hesitate before I walk into the living room. I barely glance at the door to make sure it's locked and the deadbolt is on.

I think for a moment about closing the curtains, but it's a beautiful day. Maybe one of the last before the deep grays of autumn and then winter take over. The nights have moved past chilly and are starting to settle into frosty, and I want to enjoy the weather while I still can. If anything, I should open the windows and invite the world in. Dare it to judge me. I walk to the window to do that, but I stop when I see my reflection in the mirror hanging beside the table in the area that we use as a dining room.

The purple of the dress is what catches my eye. It's not light enough to be a spring lilac and not dark enough to be a wintery eggplant. As I turn to examine myself, the hem twirls around me. I look… fine. Completely okay. I tuck my long black hair behind my ears. From a distance, I might even pass as a woman. I probably would. I'm sure of it. I smile. This is alright. I wonder what the man from the party would think if he saw me?

I think of him as I walk to the window. What is he doing right now? Where does he work? Where does he live? I wish I would have asked his name. When I get to the sill, I force the window open and look down. Several people are walking below. In the next building, I see people moving back and forth in their offices. One woman swivels her chair in a half-circle as she stares at her computer screen. No one looks at me. This is normal. I'm a normal person wearing normal clothes. Why would anyone look at me? A normal person in normal clothes who is suddenly aware of how hungry he is. There's leftover pizza in the fridge. Thinking of it makes my stomach growl.

Before I can even take a step, though, I hear a set of keys jingle just outside the door. Then I hear the saw-like rip as the biting key engages with the tumblers of the lock. Fuck! Maintenance? No, Zane. It has to be. I sprint toward my room, careful to shuffle so my shoes don't fly off and so he won't hear the thud of footsteps rushing across the floor. Just as the door opens, I close mine. Softly with a thunk I can barely hear. I lean against it. My chest rises and falls over and over as I try to regain my breath. What is he doing here already? I look at the clock and see that it's 4:47pm. It's been longer than I thought.

I reach behind me and quietly twist the knob to lock my door, and then I rush to the other side of the room, ripping my dress above my head and kicking my shoes off as I do. My hands are shaking even more than when I started. Just as I start to pull my panties off, I stop. I can leave those on, right? No harm in that. He wouldn't notice them under my sweatpants. I hurry and pull on the pants like Zane might be able to see me through the door. Then I shove the dress and shoes back in the bottom dresser drawer and take out a t-shirt. Black, so it's unmistakably manly. A pair of socks to cover my toenails, and I'm ready. I check myself over just to make sure there aren't any exposing holes in the sweatpants or socks, and then I open the door.

"Hey. I was just getting ready to eat. Want something?" I ask.


CHAPTER FOUR



My hand is tight around the neck of the trash bag as I stand beside the dumpster behind my apartment complex. I know I need to do this, to get rid of these things, but there's still a part of my brain that's protesting. But no matter what that part says, this is the right thing to do. I don't need two sets of underwear.

In the three weeks since the costume party, I've ordered more and more women's clothes online. It's felt almost like a compulsion. Whenever I was alone, I would shop. Almost every day, there would be another package delivered to our front door, and each day I would make sure that I got it before Zane. And now, like a bulimic who's gorged themselves, I need to purge.

I blow out a deep breath as I toss the black bag into the dumpster. It lands with a soft thump, and I feel so much lighter than I did on the way out here. So light I practically dance up the two flights of stairs to my apartment. The silky panties gliding under my jeans with every step, reinforcing that this was the right decision. Why would I need men's underwear when I have these? Or men's socks? I look down at my shoes, black canvas sneakers that seem so much smaller than the pairs I used to wear. Or why would I need men's shoes for that matter?

The door to the apartment just closes behind me when my phone rings. I pull it from my back pocket, expecting to see the picture of a half-drunk Zane looking at a plate of hot wings like he wants to have sex with them, but it's a black screen. The line at the top says "Davis (from the party)."

"Um, hello?" I answer while trying to think of any Davis's I know. There was a David in college, but we had only one class together my junior year. And I don't think we ever went to any of the same parties.

"Hello gorgeous."

As soon as I hear his accent, I know exactly who this is. "You? It's... how?" I don't remember giving him my number or getting his.

"I believe you're just about ready, so I would very much love to go on a date with you. Assuming you're amenable, that is."

Even though I'm home alone, I hurry into my bedroom and shut the door behind me. I'm standing just a little taller now, offended, and just about to remind him that I'm not interested, when I soften up. Of course, I'm not interested, but that doesn't mean I can't hear him out. I drop to the bed and hold the phone tight to my ear as I lie down.

"Does your silence mean you're considering it?" he asks. He doesn't sound worried that I could say no.

And why should I say no? I remember the way we stared at each other at the party. I remember the rush that went through me as I watched him walk away. As I leered at his back and his backside. It's been a little over 21 days since then, and I've thought about that view, dreamed of it, more than I'll ever admit. "What do you have in mind?"

[image: ]



At the side of the highway, there's a brown sign with yellow writing that says Harvest Grove Forest. I turn onto the gravel road just past it. The rumble shakes the steering wheel. It's almost half a mile before I get to the parking lot. It's tiny, with room for five cars, and there are already two others here. I look in each of them as I drive by, looking for Davis, but they're both empty. I park in the furthest space. There's a mowed grass trail in front of me. It winds through a prairie field, probably wildflowers in the spring and summer. I lose sight of the path after its first bend, but there are woods just beyond the prairie. I flex my toes. Maybe I should have worn boots, regardless of what Davis told me.

It's not long before a black car pulls in. A Mercedes. Or a Bentley. Maybe a Jaguar. I really don't know my cars, but I know that it looks more expensive than any car I'll ever own. My pulse speeds up when I see the driver. It's him. I'm still staring as he comes up to my door and taps quietly on the glass. He smiles when I jerk back, startled. I fumble for the door handle, like I've never been in this car and have no idea where it is. But once I find it, he pulls the door open and holds it for me as I step out.

"You look amazing."

I blush and look around. There's no one else to see me, but a wave of nervousness still rolls through me. "No, you look amazing." My gaze moves down his body. Down the grey wool jacket, the black t-shirt under it. Down to the dark blue jeans that are just tight enough to hint at what's under them. "I look ridiculous."

I move to wave dismissively at my body, but he catches my hands. A tiny shock passes between us. Nothing more than static electricity. He clasps my hands together and kisses them. I nearly have to close my eyes because it's too much. "No" he says. "You look exactly the way I envisioned. Beautiful."

I can't help my snort.

"Stunning."

I shake my head. "I am certainly not either of those⁠—"

"Ravishing." The side of his mouth curls up into a snarl, like he wants to prey on me right here in the parking lot. "Shall we?"

My breath catches, and I can only nod.

"In autumn, this is one of my favorite places on earth. I hope you love it as much as I do." He twines his fingers through mine and lets our joined hands fall between us before giving me a gentle pull. "It's just this way."

I have to take a couple of hurried steps so I don't fall behind. "I really don't think I'm dressed for a hike in the woods."

Davis stops and looks me over. For just a second, he looks like he wants to press me onto the hood of his car. "You're wearing exactly what I suggested."

I hold my one free arm out. "A dress and sandals?" Just as I say it, a gust of wind sweeps across the field, rattling the seed pods that are clinging to the stems. It blows the dress tight against my legs.

"Perfect. Just like you. I promise it's not far. Trust me."

"Davis, I barely know you. We talked for less than a minute at a party, and then you called me out of the blue and asked me out."

"But you do trust me."

I sigh. I do, and that makes me angry at myself. I shouldn't trust him. Isn't this everything that parents warn their daughters about? But when he squeezes my hand, I let him guide me down the path. The grass path under our feet is just starting to turn brown, but the earth is still soft as it holds on to the last bits of summer.

The path doesn't wind as much as I imagined before it leads into the woods that apparently make up the forest of Harvest Grove Forest. It's dark under the canopy of turning leaves, but the path is wide and well-maintained. There's plenty of room for us to walk side-by-side, our arms swinging between us. After walking just a few hundred feet, we come to a fork in the path. I can't see a difference between the two directions, but Davis doesn't hesitate as he pulls me to the right.

We hike up a slight incline, much too gentle to be called a hill. At the top, the path curves, first to the left and then, after just a dozen steps, to the right. And then I see it. Neat orderly rows of trees. They're wide enough for the sun to shine on the grass between them. "What is this?"

"Come on." He pulls me further.

Insects buzz around us, and a few bees swoop by, checking us out before flying away. My gaze follows them as they move toward the nearest tree. It's been trimmed into a neat V shape, and its branches are loaded down with hundreds of fruits. "Apples?" I let go of Davis's hand and walk closer. The buzzing gets louder with each step.

"Not just any apples. The finest apples in the whole world." Davis reaches up and takes a fruit from the tree. He looks at it for a second before handing it to me. "The Cox's Orange Pippin. I had these trees imported from my estate in Kent."

"And you planted them in the middle of a park?" I turn the apple in my hand. It's bright red with mottled spots of yellow. There are a few areas of orangish-red that I assume must have given it its name.

"No. I planted them in the middle of a property I own. Then I made it into a park."

I look up at him, my jaw hanging open. "You own this?"

He waves a hand dismissively, like it's not even worth discussing the fact that he's so rich he has both an estate in England and also owns enough land here to make a forested park with an apple orchard in its heart. "Take a bite. I want to know what you think."

My eyes move from him to the apple and back to him. He's smiling more broadly than he has since I met him.

I hold the apple up to my nose and sniff it. It smells more like an apple than any apple I've ever gotten from a store, so I take a tentative first bite. The sugar moves across my tongue first, but just before it gets to be too sweet, a tangy acidity joins it. The two flavors mix perfectly. "This tastes phenomenal." I take another bite, my teeth chomping through the crisp flesh.

Just as I start to chew the second, larger bite, Davis presses my arms down to my sides and backs me into the tree. I drop the apple and look up at him in time to see his face moving closer. His lips moving closer. Time seems to go so slowly as I watch them inch closer. My heartbeat counts two beats for every second. My body converts the sugar into energy that fuels a fire inside me. And by the time his lips touch mine, I'm so hot I could burn down the entire orchard.

I try to take a deep breath, but I just end up gulping him. His arms snake around me. They go to the small of my back and then down to my ass. He cups it with a gentle squeeze as his tongue slithers across my lips, begging me to part them for him. And I do. I moan as he enters me. My head rolls back against the tree. I'm not sure if the buzz I hear is from the bees thrumming around us or from the current moving between us. I slide my hand up his back, to his hair, and I wrap my fist around it. I think for a second about the sticky juice coating my fingers, but only for a second, because it's so hard to think of anything but him right now.

He pushes even tighter against me, and I feel his cock poke my belly. I grind against it, and we both groan. My mind fills with images of it. Of me kneeling in front of him here at the base of this tree. Unzipping his pants. Yanking down his briefs. Taking him into my mouth. I moan again, and my legs go weak, encouraging me.

Finally, he pulls back just enough to separate our lips. "I have to agree," he breathes the words into my mouth, "this does taste amazing."

I glide my free hand down his chest to his waistband and grab his belt. I pull it tight and look up at him. In the sunlight, his eyes are a regal blue. The color of a king's mantle. They sparkle as he nods his head. Giving me permission. Telling me that we both want the same thing.

I look down at my hand. It's shaking. I lower both hands to his zipper, but they're shaking so much I can't grab hold of it. "I have to go." I don't know where the words come from. They're so quiet at first that even I can't make them out. "I have to go," I repeat, louder this time. Davis settles his hands on mine, but I shake him off. I want to rip his zipper down. I want to look him in the eyes as I take him inside me. But I can't. I can't even look at him. I know if I do, there's no turning back from... from what? I'm not sure what it is, but I just know I have to leave before it's too late.

I sprint away from him and up the trail to the parking lot. I never look back. Even when I get into my car, I start it and back out of the parking lot without looking. I know he didn't follow me. I would have heard his steps behind me. But I know I won't be safe from whatever has taken over me until I'm as far from him as possible.


CHAPTER FIVE



When I get home, I'm still shaking so badly that I can barely get the key into our apartment lock. This is like the shakiness I get when I forget to eat all day, combined with the shakiness from drinking too many energy drinks, mixed with a full-on goodbye-California earthquake; and right now all I can think about is falling onto my bed before I fall somewhere else.

As I push open the door, I see Zane sitting on the couch, blue game controller in his hand. He stands and smiles as he sees me. "Hey there, what brings you into my life?"

I would roll my eyes if I had enough fine motor control to do it. "I just need to go to my room."

"More than happy to help with that, miss." He crosses the small room and slides his arm around my back. "You just need to tell me where you're going 'cause you're in the wrong apartment right now. But we'll get it all figured out. Man, you are shaky. You're not sick or something, are you?" He leans a little further away from me while still keeping his arm coiled around me. Normally I would be mad at him for that, but I could use the extra support right now.

"Zane, cut it out and just help me."

He stops and walks in front of me, blocking my path to my bedroom. "Do I know—Fuck...no. No? Rylan?"

I look up at him and try to roll my eyes. My entire head ends up making a circle. "Quit playing. I just need to get to bed." I try to move past him, but he puts a hand on my shoulder, and I don't have the energy to push past him.

"What are you wearing? Is this a costume? A joke? A joke, right?"

"Please, Zane." I put my hand on his arm and he recoils like it's ice.

"You have boobs." He motions to my chest. "Those ain't fake. I can see the cleavage."

Thankfully, he's backed up enough that I have room to walk around him now. It seems like each step brings me closer to the point where my legs are going to give out. And as angry as I am with him, I wish Zane would hold me again, just to give me enough stability to make it to my bed. Once I'm laying down, I'm sure everything will be better. I can tell him what an ass he is then. And make him leave me alone. But first, I just have to make it these last few steps.

"And your feet. Those are like tiny girl feet."

When I'm two steps away, I throw myself forward and land on the edge of the bed. I twist to face Zane as I slide under the unmade covers. "Congratulations, dude. You've figured out that I have feet. That's a genius-level observation there. Now get out!"

Instead of leaving, he takes a step closer to me. I'm boiling now, and the only thing that keeps me from exploding is the look on his face. He looks like he could actually be concerned. "This isn't normal."

Luckily, my hands are under the sheet. "No kidding. I have the worst flu I've ever had. All I want to do is sleep, but my supposed best friend is being anything but helpful. And before this, I almost sucked some man's—" I cut myself off, but I can feel my cheeks blaze as I remember Davis standing in the orchard. The way I felt when we kissed. My almost singular focus afterward.

"Whoa!" Zane starts pacing between my dresser and the side of my bed. "Whoa, whoa, whoa. You almost gave some dude a blow job? You're not gay. Why would you⁠—"

"Obviously!" As I scream, I feel the tears pour down my cheeks. I'm not sure if I'm crying because of shame or anger, but I'm surprised they don't steam as soon as they touch my hot skin. "Please go away." I pull the sheet over my head so he can't see me and so I can't see him.

I hear him pace back and forth a few times. Each time is punctuated by a huff or a quickly abandoned attempt to say something. But finally he leaves, and I close my eyes and fall asleep.


CHAPTER SIX



Everything is dark when I blink my eyes open, and it takes me a moment to remember where I am. When I do, I bolt upright with a gasp. That dream. It seems so real I can almost taste the apple in the back corners of my mouth. And the way I thought about Davis. The things I wanted to do to him. I blow out a long breath and lean forward. My feet dangle off the side of the bed, and my hair falls over my face. I push it back and then realize that's not right.

I pull a strand and hold it in front of me, as if I could see it in the pitch black room. But I don't need to see it for my heart to beat faster. My hair is down to the bottoms of my ears. Or it should be. This... I twist the strand between my forefinger and thumb and then run down the length. This is so much longer. It's like the dream.

I jump up and dive for the light switch on the far wall beside the door. It flips up with a click, and a fraction of a second later, the overhead light comes on. I go to the mirror, already knowing what it's going to show me. My face is almost the same. My jaw is a little slimmer. My forehead is a little shorter, a little less pronounced. But my eyes are outlined in black. It's smeared from sleep, but it's still there. I raise a hand to wipe it, and I notice that my fingernails are painted. It's a pink so pale, someone might not notice it, but I do. I tent my hands and cover my mouth. This is still the dream. It has to be.

My eyes trail down the length of my hair. It goes past my now narrow shoulders, and down to the—oh my god. I remember these. In my dream, Zane commented on how I had breasts now, and I just blew it off, like it was the most obvious thing in the world for me to have breasts. But seeing them now, my stomach twists so violently that I look for a trash can to be sick in.

I drop to my knees in front of it. Somehow, I think to brush my hair back and hold it with my left hand while I hold the rim of the can with my right. But nothing comes out. Just a single dry heave that doesn't do anything except make my throat burn. And being on my knees makes me think of Davis. It makes my body feel the same things I felt earlier. I shake my head, my hair flying wildly, and I stand up. "I need to wake up. I need to wake up!" I slap myself, but even though it's hard enough that the sound echoes around my small room, it's not enough. I do it again, but still nothing.

Then I think of Zane. I look at the glowing digital clock on the bedside table. It's just a little past nine. He's probably still playing games in the living room. I yank open the door and see him. His headset is on, and the room is completely dark except for the flashing of the television. He doesn't notice me until I'm beside him and ripping his headset away.

"Hit me," I tell him.

"Jesus, Ry, what the actual fuck? You scared me." He snatches the headset from my hands and turns back to the television.

"I need you to hit me. Hard. Hard enough to make me come to."

He looks up at me. The right side of his face is lit in the light blue of the screen. "Shit guys," he says into the headset's microphone, "I gotta go. My roommate went psycho and wants me to fucking hit her."

A chill sweeps through me as I hear the sound of his friends cackling and whooping before he logs off. Hit her? Was that an accident, or did he mean to call me that? Of course, it wasn't an accident, I realize. I've seen myself. I've seen my breasts. I probably even have a—nope, not going to think about that. My thoughts are staying above the waistline until I can get out of this.

"Girl, you're lucky Aiden was fucking it up for all of us," Zane says, "because if we were kicking ass, I wouldn't stop to deal with whatever this is. What is this, anyway?"

It takes almost all the mental energy I have, but I ignore him calling me a girl. "You know that conscious dreaming stuff you're always trying to do?"

He smiles. "Yeah. I was able to fly for like 15 feet one night last week. It was freaking amazing. You just aren't really free until you⁠—"

"Yeah, well, I'm doing it now. Only I want to stop, and I can't. So I need you to hit me. Pinching isn't going to do it. I need some real pain. Just... tell me so I can brace myself." I close my eyes and lean closer to him so he won't have to reach too far to punch me in the face. "Actually, no. I think it's better if I don't know when it's coming. Just do it."

"Get outta here. I ain't punching a girl."

"That's the thing. I'm not a girl. Not really. That's why I need you to do this for me."

Zane sighs and leans back on the couch, running his hands through his hair. "What did you take? And why didn't you tell me earlier? We gotta make sure you get plenty of electrolytes, and then it'll wear off on its own. You sit here, and I'll mix up some shit for you. I'll stay with you 'til it's over. You should have fucking told me before."

He stands, but I grab him before he can turn to go toward the kitchen. I stare at my hands on his arm for a second, shocked at how much weaker I feel. "That's it. Remember before? You were arguing with me. Telling me I wasn't a girl. I just went to bed. But you were right. Remember? I should have listened to you. You were right."

"What are you talking about? You had that date with that one guy, but then you went right to bed afterward. Said you didn't feel good. Wait, did that motherfucker do this? Did he give you something? Rylan, you tell me this minute, and I swear to god, I will hurt that fucker so damn bad..."

"No." Zane's fists clench over and over, and his breathing is so forced I can hear it. I put my hands on his chest to calm him. "He didn't give me anything. I..." Shit, did Davis do this? "I swear he didn't give me anything. And I feel better now. Lots better, so I'm just going to go back into my room now. It was all just a, uh, just a... Anyway, I'm all back to myself now, so no need to worry, okay?"

I don't wait to see if he believes me. I spin and march to my bedroom. To my phone.

Me: Did you do this to me?

It's only a few seconds before I see the dots flash on the screen.

Davis (from the party): We should discuss this in person. My home, perhaps? I can send a driver for you.

Me: Fuck you. I'm not stupid. Someplace public. The 24 hour coffee shop by the campus?

Davis (from the party): I will be there in 15 minutes

I slam my phone, wishing it was him.
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It's twenty minutes later when I walk through the oak and glass door. I could have made it here in ten minutes, but I wanted to make him wait. And a part of me—a bigger part than I'm willing to admit to myself—refused to leave home until I cleaned up my makeup.

Davis is sitting at a table in the corner, and he has the nerve to stand and smile when he sees me. It makes me stomp even louder. "Even when you're cross, you're beautiful."

"I very much do not want to hear it. You did this." It's no longer a question. Now that I see him and see the look on his face, I know. He shrugs his shoulders and motions for me to sit across from him. For just a second, I debate standing, but I don't want to cause any more of a scene than necessary. So I sit. He's still smiling, but he doesn't say a word, so I continue. "I don't know how, and I really don't want to know the why. But you need to undo this. Right this minute."

He leans forward and tries to set his hand on top of mine. I jerk it from the table before he can come close to touching it. "The why is the most important part. I have a gift for these things. A natural talent."

I snort. "Then you can use your talent to fix me."

"But I have. Can't you tell? Notice how you're sitting? Legs crossed. When I tried to touch you, you didn't lash out at me with violence. You retreated, tucked your hands tight, and, dare I say, femininely in your lap."

I look down and instantly pull my hands apart and sit on them so I'm not tempted to bring them back up again.

"And look at what you're wearing. You could have changed—you've had time—but you chose to wear the same dress you wore on our date this afternoon. I didn't make you do that. Nor your makeup or your nails. These are all choices that you made. That's where my talent really lies. I can see who people truly are. Under all the layers of pretend they use to hide themselves."

"You obviously got it wrong with me. Now, you need to fix your mistake before I⁠—"

"It was the way you moved. The way you walked. The way you held yourself at the party. Everything about you screamed to me that you're really a woman. So I just helped you. That's all."

I lean forward so our faces are just inches apart. "You helped me?" I snarl. "I was doing so much better before all of this." I quickly realize what a mistake it was to put myself so close to him, so I throw myself against the back of my chair. So hard it scrapes on the floor. In the corner of my eye, I see a man look at us for a second and then look away. "Is this what you do? You go around 'helping' people? Changing them and fucking up their lives?"

He leans back. The grin that had left his face when I moved close spreads back across his lips, and I wonder what he would do if I leaned forward again. What would he do if I kissed him the way I want to right now?

"You're the first. And only. Normally, this is just a skill I use for negotiations. You can imagine what an asset it is. I always know what my adversary is really thinking and what they really want. But you're the only person I've ever changed for this reason."

"And what reason is that?" I ask.

"Because I want you. And you want me just as much."

I laugh. "You're not very good at reading people, if you think that." I cross my legs tighter to try to tamp down the heat growing between them.

Like he can sense my discomfort, he quirks an eyebrow. "We both know I'm correct about you. But I will give you what you want."

I straighten up just a little, and the tightness that had filled me loosens.

"I will meet you here in exactly one week. At this table. If you still wish to change back, I'll do it. No questions, no attempts to persuade you."

"One week? I have to spend one week as a... a⁠—"

"You have to spend one week as yourself. If you still choose to deny yourself after that time, I will feel for you, but I'll do whatever you ask me to do. Do we have a deal?" He holds his hand out across the table like he's agreeing to sell me a car instead of ransoming my life.

I put my hand in his. The electricity flowing between us is almost too much, but I force myself to shake his hand. "Deal."


CHAPTER SEVEN



The next morning, my alarm plays shortly after I finally fall into a deep sleep. Before that, I spent the night avoiding as much thought and sensation as possible. Alcohol helped with the first, but it was a lot harder to avoid my body. Especially once it processed the drinks, and I had to pee. I held it as long as I could but eventually the pressure turned to pain, and I had to go to the bathroom.

I stared at the toilet, knowing that I'd just used it without a thought a few hours before, but that was different. Now, I knew what was happening, and the toilet was like an active geyser ready to blow. I didn't want to sit on either one. But it was either that or pee myself because the pain of holding it in was becoming unbearable, so I sat. The urine ripped out of me like a torrent. It was strange not having to aim or even to hold anything, and by the time I finished, I thought that this could be the one aspect of having a vagina I could actually like. I might even miss it when I go back to normal. But probably not. I pulled up my pants and hurried back under the covers and stared at the ceiling for hours.

But now I'm awake and have to get ready for work. There's no way, though, that I'm going to shower. That would involve too much touching of this body that's not mine. So I brush my teeth, without looking in the mirror; pull on a simple pair of black pants and a white button-down shirt, that inconveniently buttons in the wrong direction; and brush my hair, again without looking in the mirror. By the time I'm ready to leave, I'm dressed as androgynously as my current clothes will allow and have no idea what I look like. But I'm a clerk for a huge law firm. Other than a brief thirty-minute window, my day is spent hiding in a cubicle, so no one there really knows what I look like either. Except for a few coworkers, no one there even knows I exist.
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It has to be simply because I've spent more time in this new body, and, by necessity, I've started to accept that I have to live with it for six more days. On the next morning, I don't try to avoid it as much. I've accepted a state of apathetic detente. I will do the minimum to get by. I'll use the toilet. I'll shower and even clean down there. But I won't explore it. I won't even look at those new parts of me. But after I get dressed in the same black pants and white blouse as the day before, I do at least look at my face in the mirror. It's not terrible. If I were looking at a girl instead of myself, I might even think that she's cute. But I definitely don't think that about myself. And I definitely don't wonder what I would look like if I just tried a little makeup. Nothing like I wore on my date with Davis—just thinking of him makes my body flush with anger—but just a little eyeliner. No, I definitely don't think that.
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The next morning, I give in. The makeup is sitting right there on the vanity beside the sink, and everyone already thinks I'm a woman anyway. The two people at work who actually know my name came up to me separately yesterday. "Ry, are you feeling okay? You don't seem like yourself the last couple of days." I wanted to laugh. They don't know how right they are. But I still have to be… this for a few more days, and I don't want to draw any more attention to myself than I have to. So that means I need to do this. I need to wear eye makeup. Just a little lipstick too. For them. To help me avoid any awkward questions. That's all.

[image: ]


Thursday morning, I sit at the edge of my bed and stare into my closet. At the bottom of it, more specifically. I'm already dressed. My makeup is done, and I gave my hair just a little curl. Not enough to make it looked curled but enough to give it some wavy body. It looked so unhealthy, just hanging limp. But now, I'm looking at my shoe rack.

As a man, it was simple. I had black shoes and brown shoes and sneakers. That was it. I didn't have to think much about them. But yesterday, I started to notice how short I am now. I measured when I got home, and I'm eight inches shorter. 5'4" instead of 6'. It's amazing the difference it makes. I might as well be walking around the world on my knees. The things that I shoved last week on top of the tall filing cabinet in the corner of my workspace are suddenly lost to me. But I'm looking at the way to fix all that.

They aren't really high heels. Not like I wore to the party. These are just loafers that happen to be built up in the backend. About three inches of build-up, apparently. Not enough to put me back to what I'm used to, but it is enough to make it better. And loafers are a unisex shoe. A man could wear these just as easily as a woman could. Maybe no one would even think him strange for doing it. I slip my feet into them and head out the door.
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I know I'm being silly. I know that. But it's my last day of work as a woman. It's not so much a celebration as it is a "fuck you" to Davis. I stare at the mirror and watch the skirt twirl around my legs as I spin side to side. He didn't think I could make it, but I have. And I'm just as much a man as I was before I met him. Man enough to wear this, that's for sure. And man enough to meet him in two days and demand that he change me back immediately. When I'm done being a goof in front of the mirror, I walk over to the dresser. My high-heeled sandals look perfect with this outfit, but they're already starting to fatigue my ankles. I grab my purse from the top of the dresser and go off to work.
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I don't think I've ever been so relieved to make it to a Saturday as I am today. After the most boring, uneventful work week ever, I'm ready to just relax. I pull on a pair of leggings, my most comfortable sports bra, and a t-shirt that is so stretched out it could be a dress on me, and then I park on the couch. Zane isn't up yet, so I unscrew the cap of the red nail polish. I have time to put on two coats and let them both dry before he comes out of his bedroom. When he finally sits on the couch beside me, I toss a controller into his lap. "Ready to blow shit up?"

"You know it, girl." He holds his hand up, and we slap a quick high five before we start playing.
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On Sunday, I'm such a bundle of nerves that I can't even play video games. I try to read. I try to watch tv. I try lying in bed and listening to music. The only thing I can do is pace. Over and over, until it's finally time to get ready. Time to end this nightmare. I put on eyeliner, mascara, and lipstick, but even though I've started to appreciate foundation and some light contouring, I refuse to do that today. Not for Davis. I don't even do my hair. I just pull it back in a ponytail with a barrette on either side to hold down any strays.

When I get to the coffee shop, Davis is sitting at the same table. As if he can somehow sense me, he looks up just as I walk through the door. His face lights up, and he stands, pretending he has manners. At least there's no one else sitting around that table. We'll be able to have it out without anyone overhearing us.

"Somehow you look even more lovely than the last time you wore that dress," he says as I approach the table.

I look down and my cheeks instantly turn red. This is the same dress I wore last week. I can't believe I didn't recognize it when I took it from the closet. "I didn't... This wasn't on purpose."

"Of course not." He motions to a seat on the other side of the table. I sit and set my purse on the chair beside me. "So, here we are. One week later."

"Nothing has changed," I say, hoping he hears the resolve in my voice.

He brushes aside my comment like it's a fly. "I hope you don't mind, but I ordered you a coffee. Iced mocha with whipped cream and a dusting of cocoa powder. Just the way you like it."

I wrap my fingers around the cup and stare at him. I'm dying to take a drink, but I don't know if I can trust him. "How did you know that?"

He reaches across the table and rests a finger on the back of my hand. I want to jerk away from him. But I also don't want to. "The same way I knew you were really a girl, as much as you pretended to be a boy." He traces the finger down mine and then hooks it around the tip of my middle finger, locking us together.

"I am a boy," I hiss at him. Or I intend it to be a hiss. It comes out too breathy to be very menacing. "I want you to change me back. If you know about the coffee, you must know that."

"I know what you want."

Davis leans forward and even though his gaze is locked onto my face, he swipes a finger through the whipped cream on the top of my drink. He starts to move the finger toward my mouth, and my body heats. I tilt my head back and part my lips, just a little, just enough to give him a target. I close my eyes and wait. But when his deep rumbling chuckle fills the space between us, I open them and look at him. He licks the whipped cream from his finger and then laughs again.

"Oh, I know exactly what you want."

I let out a long, angry breath. It blows tiny specks of white cream on to the dark wood table. I'm surprised my anger doesn't melt them. "You know nothing about what I want. I don't want to be like this." This time, my hiss is a real hiss.

"Yet you're wearing a dress. And makeup. And cute floral clips in your hair. Seems to me you're rather enjoying this new body. Perhaps you want me to show you just how enjoyable it can be?"

Desperation replaces my last bit of anger. "You promised." I'm not crying, but I can hear the tears in my voice.

Davis slides his chair around the end of the table so he's beside me. He takes both of my hands in his. I can't believe how warm they are. And then he leans in so close I can feel his breath on my lips. I'm disappointed when he stops there. I want to move the last two inches, to get rid of all the space between us, but I force myself to sit still. "I promised I would do whatever you ask me to do," he says. "And I meant it. I don't believe I can deny you anything. Just say it, Rylan. If you want it, all you have to do is ask."

I take a deep breath, pulling in the same air that has just left his lungs. "I do want it."

"Then say it. Ask me to do it." He rests his forehead on mine, and I close my eyes.

All the heat in my body rushes between my legs, and that apex burns so hot it could melt my panties. I do want it. All week long I've looked forward to this moment, and now all I have to do is say it. Three words: Change me back. Simple. Easy. "Davis."

"Yes, love?"

Neither of us makes an effort to move. Neither of us says another word for the longest time. "I don't want to go back," I whisper. I try to feel shocked at the words, but I can't. I've known, haven't I? This whole time, no matter how much I protested to myself, I've known.

"I know you don't, love. I know. Come." He stands, both of my hands still in his.


CHAPTER EIGHT



The ride passes in silence until we pull up to an impossibly large house. It's too dark to fully take it in. All I can see are windows. The entire thing seems to be made of glass. Each room is light by a soft golden light. I can see some furniture inside. A sofa in this room. A desk in another. "This?"

"This is my home." He squeezes my hand. We haven't let go of each other from the time we left the coffee shop. "I've lived here for years and have yet to decide if it's beautiful or a monstrosity. I like to think it's a metaphor for life in that way."

"You could change it." At first I just mean that he obviously has the money to remodel, but then I realize there's a much easier way for him to do it. I'm glad the inside of the car is dark so he can't see my red cheeks.

Davis drives us into a garage that is bigger than my apartment and then runs around to open my car door like a child rushing down the stairs to see what Santa left. He takes my hand and guides me inside. The doors are unlocked when he reaches for them, and I don't know if he keeps his house unlocked, if he has some rich-person technology that automatically unlocks things for him, or if he's using magic. Using magic to never have to carry a key again seems so mundane, but I think it could be one of the real perks. In addition to the whole getting whatever you want aspect.

"Would you like a tour now or later?"

I'm so much smaller than him—have I always been this much smaller than him?—but I tug him close to me. Each inch closer makes my body warmer until even the sundress I'm wearing becomes too much for me, and all I can think about is taking it off. Well, almost all I can think about. "Are you doing this to me?" I stare up at his eyes. The light in here makes them almost glow. And then I run a finger across his chest. His body shudders, and I know he's hoping I tell him we can have the tour later.

"Am I doing what to you?"

I shift even closer and press my chest against him, grinding into him. "You know what. This. The way I feel right now."

He slithers a hand between us and cups the heat between my legs. Even through the fabric, his touch is almost too much for me. My body goes weak, and I would fall if not for his other arm quickly encircling me. "You're asking me if I'm turning you on?" He rubs me, my mound, my pussy, and my moan echoes around the cavernous room. "I believe you may already know the answer to that question."

I throw my arms around him to hold him tighter and give me more leverage as I work myself against his hand. "Davis." I pant the words rather than speak them. "You know what I mean."

He pulls his hand away to wrap around my back, holding me in a tight embrace but not in the way I want right now. I whimper and reach behind me. I try to bring his hand back, but he doesn't budge. "You want to know if I used magic to turn you on?"

I nod while still pulling futilely at his hand.

"I did not. I did nothing magical to make you attracted to me. All I did was open you to what was already inside."

I'm not sure how he does it, but he drags out the syllables of the word "inside" and turns it into a tease. "But this is so..." One of his hands drifts down to my ass. He squeezes and I hope he keeps going lower.

"This is natural, love. I wouldn't have you any other way."

"Have me..." The words are a signal fire that calls something deep inside me, and I want him even more.

He eases me backward, and I shuffle my feet on the hardwood floors. In the corners of my vision, I see furniture and walls and paintings as we move past them, but I don't take my eyes from him. And he doesn't take his eyes off me. Not even when the backs of my legs collide with something soft. Something that feels like a bed. "I very much intend to have you. If it's something you want." His voice is teasing again. As he says the words, he lifts my dress. Slowly. Too slowly.

I put my hands on his, and for a second he stops. His face falls, and his eyes widen in surprise. But then I smile and brush his hands away so I can lift the dress over my head.

"I believe that's a yes." He presses me onto the bed.

"That's a yes," I answer him with words and by spreading my legs for him.

He traces a finger along my panties, and I wonder if it's a random pattern or if he's drawing a secret sigil. I lean up on my elbows and watch him. His eyes are fixed on the tip of his finger as it moves back and forth, snaking a trail. As he gets closer, my back arches more. My mouth falls open. And it gets harder to focus on him.

"Is this for me?" he asks when his finger gets to the damp spot on the middle of my panties.

All I can do is moan and nod my head. "Mmm-hmm."

"Such a good girl to do this just for me." He swirls his finger on the outside of the silky material, but then he yanks it aside. He runs the finger along my folds, and I gasp as I fall back to the bed. "Do you like that?"

I moan again, and he glides his finger up to my clit. When he touches it, it feels like I've been shocked by a live electrical line. But then he pulls away.

"Do you want me to stop?"

I slide lower on the bed, to find his finger and force myself against it. To impale myself on it. "Davis... please."

"Tell me what you want." He takes a step away from me. My panties are still bunched to one side as I look up at him. My gaze drops to his hands. They're on either side of his belt buckle. Waiting.

I nod, but he doesn't move. "I want that." My eyes have gone from his hands to the bulge in his black pants. "I want you."

"That's my girl." He unbuckles his belt and unfastens his pants. They fall to the floor, and I have to swallow the saliva that's built up in my mouth.

When he tugs his underwear down, I gasp. "Oh my god. That won't fit. There's no way."

His eyes twinkle as he steps toward me. He rubs the tip of his cock along my folds, following the same path as his finger before. "I'll be gentle."

Before I can respond, he slips inside me, and any words that might have come from me disappear. Everything disappears except for his cock. His cock inside my pussy. He rolls his hips around and then plunges inside me. We both moan as he bottoms out.

"See? Magic."

I want to call him an asshole for the stupid joke. For teasing me. But I still can't speak. So I wrap my legs around him and dig my heels into his back with what I hope is a seductive whimper.

"Oh, you needn't worry. I'll make sure you have a proper fucking." He pulls out, only to slide right back in.

I'm so wet I can hear his slick moves in and out of me. I press my head back onto the bed, burrowing it further into the pillow top with each thrust. The shock that I felt from just his touch on my clit is nothing compared to this. This is me standing in a power station holding on to the buzzing metal coils in the middle of a downpour. This is every single bolt of lightning I've ever seen in my life, all clapping down on me one after the other after the other until I can't take anymore. "I'm... going... to come."

"Yes. Come for me, girl."

My muscles all tighten at the same time. I feel my legs squeezing him. I feel my pussy clenching around his cock. My back arches so far that I'm sure I'll have a backache in the morning. And then I feel him pumping into me even harder. He says something that sounds like "you're mine," but I can't hear over the roaring in my ears.

When it finally goes away, when my body finally relaxes, I lay exhausted on the bed and he collapses on top of me. He makes no pretense of holding himself up, and my breaths are shallow under his weight, pressing on my lungs. I lean forward and kiss his chin. It's covered in salty sweat, and I wonder what his cock would taste like now. But I'm too spent to move, so I'll have to find out later.

"Tell me," he brushes the hair from my sweaty forehead, "do you still believe I was wrong about you?"

There's not a doubt in me that he was right. That somehow he saw this all along, saw that this is who I was supposed to be. "Maybe instead of talking, we could save our energy for another round?" I ask.

"I think that's a brilliant idea."
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Everyone knows the house. We all know what happened there.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

BE WITCHED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION
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Five Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

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

This Five Book Bundle contains

Conversion Therapy

Fated

Only a Costume

Be Witched

Possessed

TURNED INTO GIRLS: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE


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

Click Here to Join

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page

[image: QR Code for Mailing List]


Or just point your smartphone camera at the QR code to open my signup page.


MORE BY KENZIE MCKAY


ACCIDENTALLY ME: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

ALL DRESSED UP: 13 BOOK TRANSGENDER MEGABUNDLE

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

ALMOST PERFECT: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

ANOTHER CHANCE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

BECOMING WOMEN: 20 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

TWENTY of Kenzie's top books.

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

THE BEST WOMAN: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

BE WITCHED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

CHANGED: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

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

THE CLUB BUNDLE

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

CONVERSION THERAPY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

DISCOVERED: 8 BOOK BUNDLE

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

FATED: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

FOREVER MADDIE

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

THE GIRLFRIEND RING: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE GIRLS SERIES BUNDLE

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

HER DRESS

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

HER NEW DAUGHTER

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

HIDING: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

HIS ASSISTANT: CROSSDRESSING ROMANCE

What happens when someone discovers your deepest secret?

HOMECOMING

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

INHERITANCE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE INJECTED SERIES BUNDLE

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

JUST A DRESS: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

JUST PRETEND: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

MOTHER OF THE REVOLUTION

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

NOT A NANNY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

NOT HER TYPE: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

ONLY A COSTUME: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

ONLY ON WEEKENDS: A TRANSGENDER, CROSSDRESSING STORY

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

PARTNER TRACK: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

PEN PALS: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

THE PERFECT GIRL

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

POSSESSED: MAGIC FORCED FEMINIZATION

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

PRETTY SECRETS: 5 BOOK BUNDLE

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

PROMISED: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

THE PSYCHIC: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

A RESPECTABLE LADY: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

RENOVATED

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

THE RIDE: TRANSGENDER ROMANCE

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

THE SECRETS WE KEEP

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

SELF-HELP: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

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

SUBSTITUTE TEACHER: MAGICAL FEMINIZATION

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

TEACHING THE PROFESSOR: RELUCTANT FEMINIZATION

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

TRANSFORMED: 8-BOOK MAGIC FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

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

THE TROPHY CLINIC BUNDLE

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

TRUE SELVES: MAGIC 5 BOOK BUNDLE

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

TURNED INTO GIRLS: 5 BOOK FEMINIZATION BUNDLE

Five Magical Stories of Men Turned into Women

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

WRONG CABIN: MAGIC FEMINIZATION

Evan is at rock bottom and has to get away. But a trip to his family’s cabin turns out to be so much more than he expects.
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ABOUT ME

I’m just your typical Midwest American girl who loves to feminize boys and watch the fun trouble they get into.

Subscribe to my mailing list, so you’ll always know about my new releases.

https://kenziemckaywrites.ck.page
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Point your smartphone camera

at the QR code to open my signup page.
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