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		Chapter 1

		

		Ryan suppressed a sigh as he picked up his microphone. At least no one had booed him this time. That was hardly a comfort. He’d gotten some polite applause, but he could tell that the audience hadn’t enjoyed his performance.

		Ryan knew that there was nothing wrong with the songs or the music. He wrote excellent songs and played his guitar well. No, his voice was the problem. No matter how much vocal training he sat through, his voice remained solidly mediocre.

		The only saving grace is that Alice had come to see the show as moral support. She’d wriggled out of preparing for an important book launch as a literary agent just to be here. But even she couldn’t look too optimistic after the audience’s reception. “So? How do you think it went?”

		Ryan tightened his jaw and shot her a look. But then he sighed. She was trying, and that was more than he could say about anyone else; she helped him pack his things to bring out to the car. He would drop her off on his way home. “It was okay, I guess.”

		“Hey, it could be worse than okay.”

		“Maybe. I just don’t know what to do anymore. Maybe I’m never going to make it as a singer. I just don’t have the voice for it.”

		“There’s nothing wrong with your voice!”

		“I know, but there’s nothing right about it either.”

		“Well, I love your songs.”

		“You’re my best friend. You have to love them.”

		“I’d love them anyway,” Alice said confidently.

		She might love the songs, but the songs weren’t the problem—the execution was. “I don’t think I can face another open mic night here; I’ll have to look for somewhere new. Or maybe I should go for more vocal training.”

		“More vocal coaching couldn’t hurt.”

		“I’m not sure what the point is. It all feels so hopeless.”

		“Don’t give up. This is your dream, Ryan. You have to keep fighting for it. All singers struggle at the beginning. You’ll get your big break, I know it.”

		It was good that Alice believed in him because Ryan was swiftly losing belief in himself. “You’re right. Maybe I’ll send demos to a few more agents.”

		“That’s the spirit! Do you have any new songs in the works?”

		Ryan grinned. “I do. I think this next one is going to be great. I’ll send it to you once I have it recorded.”

		“Excellent!” Alice squealed.

		Ryan loved how excited she always got when he sent her a new song. “You have a good time with your date?”

		“No,” Alice sighed. “She was sweet, but we didn’t make a connection. We tried talking for a while, but it ended up with this awkward silence. And then a bunch of men tried buying me drinks, so I just had to leave. Ugh. You’d think they’d see two women together and understand that means I want nothing to do with them.”

		“Oof,” Ryan agreed. “You’re a total catch. Eventually, some lucky woman out there will realize that.”

		“I hope so. Anyway, thanks for bringing me home. Are we still on for lunch tomorrow?”

		“We are. I’ll see you then.”

		“See you, Ryan.”

		He spent the next day recording his new song and the three after that searching for agents he hadn’t already sent demos. Alice exclaimed in delight over his song, a bouncy number about two people finding each other amidst a sea of turmoil.

		None of the agents responded, which left him searching for more potential opportunities to sing.

		It was difficult, as nowhere he’d been before wanted him back. They were polite about it, but he knew that they weren’t impressed with his performance. Finally, after almost a week of searching, Ryan managed to land a gig at a bar on a Saturday evening.

		Alice would be coming along again, so he was at least assured of one person in the audience liking his performance.

		Ryan practiced for hours in the week coming up to the gig, though he had to give himself a break the day before to let his voice recover. No matter how hard he tried, he simply couldn’t sing as well as he would have liked. He could follow a tune well, but something about his voice always sounded… wrong. Off.

		He had all the usual nerves on the night of the gig. Alice did her best to cheer him on. “This is going to be great. They’re going go love you.”

		“At least it’s at a bar. Hopefully, they will be too drunk to care if I suck.”

		Alice slapped him lightly on the arm. “Don’t talk about yourself like that! Never underestimate yourself.”

		No one paid attention to him as he went onto the stage and started singing. A few people noticed as the song progressed, but none of them seemed to be loving it. But Ryan swallowed down his disappointment and played through it. After he was done, there was some more polite applause, but no cheers, no calls for an encore. Ryan gave a polite bow as he gripped his guitar by the neck and made himself stroll casually off the stage instead of running out into the street like he wanted.

		When he felt a hand on his shoulder, he expected to see Alice, but when he turned, it was one of the women from the audience. “May I speak with you in private, please?”

		Ryan hesitated. “About what?”

		“Your music.”

		His heart leaped. Maybe she was an agent. Was it possible that she had liked his singing? “Of course. There’s a lot out back.” It was where Ryan had gotten ready for his show. He looked for Alice, hoping to give her a heads up where he was going, but he didn’t see her. It was strange. She was usually the first one he saw after every performance. She was always waiting to congratulate him.

		“Your friend has become distracted. She will join you shortly.”

		Hairs on the back of Ryan’s neck stood up. How had the woman known about Alice?

		The woman closed the door behind them and turned to Ryan. “I am Arela. I am a witch.”

		A witch. Witches were rare. Ryan had never even met one—at least that he knew of. He stiffened slightly. What would a witch want with him?

		“Nice to meet you,” he said carefully.

		“I would like to offer you something. I can give you everything you want.”

		“What do you mean?”

		“You want to be a famous singer, but you do not have the voice for it. I can help you.”

		Some of his caution faded as hope sparked in Ryan’s chest. “You can? How?”

		“The how is not important. What matters is that if you agree, I can make all of your dreams come true. You need only say yes.”

		“Yes,” Ryan blurted out. “Do it. Help me reach my dreams.”

		“There will be a price,” Arela warned. “You will need to accept that before you agree.”

		“What is the price?”

		“That will be made clear in time.”

		Great, so there was an unknown price. Still, Ryan didn’t have to think about it for long. He couldn’t imagine any cost could be too high to achieve his lifelong dream. “I accept.”

		“You should know that you will still need to work at it. I can give you the tools you need, but those tools will not hand a career to you on a silver platter. They will simply give you the opportunity; you are the one who must put them to use.”

		“I understand. I’m not afraid of hard work. I will take whatever tools you can give me and turn them into a success story.”

		“Very well. Go home, Ryan. Sleep, and tomorrow, you will wake up with the potential you have always dreamed of.”

		“What about the price?”

		“You do not yet have what is required to pay the price. When you do, I will return to you.”

		That sounded hopeful. Maybe all she wanted was money. If Ryan did succeed in becoming a famous singer, he would have plenty of that.

		“Thank you, Arela.” He already couldn’t wait to get home. The sooner he went to sleep, the sooner he would wake up. Part of him was concerned about what tools Arela could possibly give him, but anything would be better than what he had now.

		Arela left, melting into the crowd.

		Ryan spotted Alice and made a beeline for her. “Alice! You’ll never believe what happened.”

		“Well, whatever it is, I’m a fan. You don’t smile nearly enough, Ryan.”

		Ryan realized that he was indeed grinning from ear to ear. “Let’s get out of here. I have a lot to tell you.”

		As they drove back, Ryan told Alice every detail of his encounter with Arela. To his surprise, Alice wasn’t nearly as delighted.

		“I’m not sure this is a good idea.” She bit her nails as she stared ahead at nothing. “Witches never do anything unless they gain something in return. She must have some other motive.”

		“I’m sure she does, but who cares? She says she can give me my dream. I could be a singer—a real singer.”

		“You already are a real singer.”

		“Not really. Not a successful one. You know what I want. I want to take off. I want everyone to know my name. I want people to sing along to my songs on the radio. Arela can give me that.”

		“She says she can give you that.”

		“Why are you so against this? You should be happy for me.”

		“If she truly does what she says she will, then I will be happy for you. You know I only want the best for you. I worry about the price and exactly how she plans to deliver. Witches can be tricky. You don’t know how things will turn out when you make a deal with one.”

		That much was true. Ryan had heard horror stories of people making deals with witches, just like everyone else. One case had made the news a couple of years ago; a man had wished to break up the wedding between his best friend and the woman the wisher loved. The wedding was cancelled after the bride-to-be was murdered. Authorities never found the witch in question.

		Another witch granted a woman her dream house but then demanded her firstborn child in return. When the woman had refused, her house mysteriously burned down. The woman escaped, but her newborn didn’t make it out.

		Ryan was reluctant to admit it, but Alice did have a point. “Maybe I was hasty in saying yes. I was just so excited to have a chance—a real chance—that I jumped on it.”

		“Well, I suppose it’s too late to take it back now. We’ll just have to hope for the best and deal with any complications if and when they arise.”

		“Hopefully, there won’t be any. Not all witches are the same. There are plenty of cases of witches granting wishes and asking for prices that leave both parties satisfied.”

		“That’s true. Maybe we should do some research on Arela when we get back. We can see if we can find out which coven she is in, at least, and have a look at their reputation.”

		“No way. The sooner I sleep, the sooner I will wake up able to sing. I’m going to bed right after we get home.”

		Alice rolled her eyes. “At least eat dinner first.”

		“Fine, but I’ll just make a sandwich. I’m not taking the time for anything else.”

		“I guess that’s the best I’m going to get. I’m staying over tonight, though. It sounds like whatever is going to happen will happen while you’re asleep. I’m not leaving you alone.”

		“You’re going to watch me sleep? That’s just creepy.”

		“Well, get used to the idea. If something happens and you need an ambulance, I’m going to be ready to dial 911.”

		“I don’t suppose there’s any talking you out of this.”

		“Nope.”

		“In that case, I’ll be honored to have you watch me sleep. Freak.” Ryan winked at Alice.

		She winked back. “As you should be! A lesser man would be begging me to watch over them.”

		“Thank God you’re gay.”

		Ryan scarfed down a peanut butter and jelly sandwich on his way up to his bedroom, Alice protesting that he should at least have a ham and cheese the whole way. But Ryan left her to make herself something as he got into his pajamas and dove into bed; not long after, Alice dragged in a chair from the kitchen and set it next to his bed.

		Falling asleep was easier said than done. Ryan tossed and turned for what felt like hours. What would happen if he couldn’t sleep at all? Arela had said that whatever she was going to do would happen when he woke tomorrow. Would it still happen if he never woke up because he’d never gone to sleep?

		“Relax, Ryan. You’re starting to stress me out.”

		He rolled over to face Alice. “How can I relax? Tomorrow, I’ll have my chance at finally becoming a successful singer! How can I possibly sleep?”

		“Just think of boring things. There’s no point in staying up all night.”

		“I think I’ll have a cup of sleepytime tea.”

		“You stay in bed. I’ll bring it. No need to give you more excuses to keep thrashing around. You’d think you’re waiting to catch Santa or something.” Ryan could hear the teasing eye roll as Alice left her post.

		Ryan was sure that he wasn’t going to be able to sleep despite the fragrant, soothing chamomile and mint, but eventually, the excitement of the day caught up with him, and he slowly drifted off.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		Ryan was woken by a scream. He bolted out of bed, staring around, expecting to see Arela wielding a knife over his bed. Instead, he saw Alice staring at him with shock painted all over her face.

		“Alice?” Ryan jumped, staring around. The voice that had spoken wasn’t his. It was undoubtedly a woman’s voice. “What happened?”

		“I’m—I’m so sorry, Ryan! I dozed off for a few minutes, and the next thing I knew, I was opening my eyes and…”

		“And what? What, Alice?”

		Alice gestured helplessly down at Ryan’s body.

		He followed her gaze and jumped again. What the hell was this?

		This wasn’t him. The body he was looking down at was a woman’s body. He had been so surprised by Alice screaming and the shock of the foreign voice that he hadn’t realized what else had changed, but as he stared down at himself, it was all too obvious.

		He had large breasts, long red hair, even longer legs, and all the body hair he had gone to sleep with had disappeared. Ryan resisted the urge to check the rest of his body to be sure, reminding himself that Alice was right here.

		“I don’t understand,” he mumbled. “How did she do this?”

		“I don’t know.”

		Ryan took a deep breath. “Well, let’s find out if she made good on her promise.” He sang the first line of the song he had played last night. For several seconds, he and Alice stared at each other. He imagined his expression of shock must match hers. “Was that…?”

		“It was incredible,” Alice breathed. “You have the most amazing voice I’ve ever heard… not to mention your body.” She blushed, her eyes flicking down Ryan’s body. He got up and looked at himself in the mirror. Alice was right. This body was gorgeous.

		Ryan sang a few more lines, grinning so widely he could hardly get the words out. “Alice, this is amazing! I can sing—really sing!”

		“But—you’re a woman. This isn’t what you wanted, right?”

		“No, but you know what? I’ll take it.”

		“You shouldn’t have to be stuck in a body you don’t identify with just so that you can further your career.”

		“Alice, would you be complaining if this was your body?”

		Alice blushed again. “No,” she admitted. “So, you’re really happy with this?”

		“It’ll take some getting used to, and I guess I’ll need to change my name and pronouns professionally—if Bowie can be an alien, I can do this. As long as I can sing, I’m happy.”

		“That’s great! Congratulations!” Alice bounced forward and hugged him.

		Ryan had to grab his pants to keep them from falling down as he stepped forward to return the hug. This body was a lot slimmer than his old one. “I guess I need new clothes, too.” The prospect of getting beautiful women’s clothing to match his new body was an exciting one. Maybe he could even get his nails painted. Sure, he could get away with a coat of simple polish here and there as a musician, but none of the elaborate, beautiful nail art he saw women wearing every day on social media.

		“Never mind that! We need to redo your whole brand; your socials, your website, your demos—they’ll all need to get redone to fit your new…look. I’ve got a photographer friend who can take some photos for you. We’ll have to figure out if it’s safe to send demos to the same agents or if they’ll think you’re a thief or something; maybe if we credit your old name as the songwriter it’ll be fine?”

		“Woah, slow down. Let’s just take things one at a time. Name and clothes first.” Ryan was eager to show off his incredible voice and hungry for the new chance at an actual career, but this was all new and overwhelming. He needed a bit of time to breathe.

		“Of course. Sorry, I should have thought. You’ll need some time. Should we start looking at names, then? Unless you already have something in mind?”

		“No, I don’t have anything. Let’s hit Google.”

		The next hour was spent searching for different names and meanings. Ryan eventually settled on Stella. Stella meant ‘from the stars,’ which seemed to fit perfectly. With his new voice, it was like the stars had aligned to illuminate the right path to the future he dreamed of.

		“Stella is perfect. We should practice with your pronouns, too. I’ll call Josh and tell him that my friend Stella needs her pictures taken. But first, she and I are going to go shopping for some clothes. We should probably get you some makeup, too.”

		Ryan—Stella—repeated her new name and pronouns in her head, trying to get used to them. They seemed to fit her well; much better than she had expected. “Alright, I’m ready. Let’s go shopping.”

		Shopping was fun. Stella had always liked throwing colors and patterns into her wardrobe before, but there was so much more variety in the garments in the women’s department; she had to accessorize and layer to make up for two basic styles of shirts or jeans where now she could just put on a dress alone, or a skirt and T-shirt, or jeans and a blouse—the combinations were endless. “I can’t believe how many options I have.”

		Alice giggled. “I guess I never really thought of that, but it’s one of the advantages of being a woman.”

		Stella might have gone a little overboard, grabbing piles of clothes to try on and buying almost all of them. By the time he—she—got home, she was satisfied that she had enough to last her a good long time. She also stocked up on makeup, nail polish, shoes, and handbags.

		“Can we do your website now?”

		Ryan—Stella—chuckled. “I think you’re more excited than me about this.”

		“I know it’s going to take some getting used to, but I think it’s incredible. I take back what I said yesterday about it being a bad idea. I can’t wait to see those agents’ eyes bulge when they listen to your demos.”

		“We won’t be able to see them. I send in the demos, and they listen in their own time.”

		“It’s a figure of speech, you dweeb. At the very least, you have to let me come when they call you in to hear you sing live. I want to see their faces when they look at you.” Alice’s eyes flicked up and down Stella’s body again.

		Stella couldn’t help doing the same with Alice. She had always known Alice was attractive. She was slim, her breasts perfectly palm-sized, with long, dark brown hair, and piercing green eyes. Stella had never really thought much about it before because she knew nothing could come of it.

		Alice wasn’t attracted to men.

		But… Stella wasn’t a man anymore, was she? Beyond just her body changing, she was forging a whole new identity. Sure, it was complicated because this was a professional move. But was that it? Things were moving too quickly to decide for sure, but the way Alice was looking at her? She wondered if Alice would be open to experimenting with her. She was more than curious about what it would be like to have sex in a woman’s body, and she couldn’t think of anyone she’d rather try it with other than Alice, but she wasn’t sure how to ask. She didn’t want to make her friend uncomfortable, especially if Alice understandably saw her body and identity as separate entities.

		Alice called Josh and arranged to meet him in the nearby park in two hours. “We’ll need photos for your new website. Do you want me to show you how to do makeup?”

		“Please. I’d also like to do my nails. Maybe in the sparkly purple?” The rich plum tone had drawn Stella in by itself before the micro glitter made it impossible not to add to the cart.

		“The purple will be great! It’ll match perfectly with that purple dress you got. And you can wear the black leather jacket.”

		Ryan—Stella—had given thought to looking good, of course, but there was so much more to pay attention to now. Especially with the different sizing, matching bras and panties with dresses, and all the jewelry, makeup, and nails she had an opportunity to play with. He had the entire rainbow at his disposal.

		Doing makeup was a lot harder than it looked when women did it—not to mention uncomfortable.

		“Stop blinking.”

		“I can’t! That thing is about to spear me in the eye.”

		“I’m not going to spear you in the eye,” Alice said patiently. “I’m just doing your eyeliner. I know it feels weird, but you’ll get used to it.”

		“I’m not sure I want to,” Stella muttered, but she did her best to hold still while Alice did her work.

		“Okay, now you do the next one. You need to pull the skin down so that you can get to the bottom lid.”

		Stella was fairly sure she got some eyeliner directly on her eyeball, judging by how her eye burned, but Alice was unfazed.

		“Don’t worry; it won’t burn for long. Let’s do lipstick, now.” Stella didn’t understand yet why the red Alice picked matched her hair any better than the other two shades, but she was excited at the chance to learn. When the makeup was finally done, Alice showed Stella how to paint her nails.

		“How do women do it? Where do you find time for all of this?”

		“Well, we don’t do it all at once for the first time usually, and it’s only for special occasions that I bother, personally. Some women do makeup every day, but you get pretty fast at it if you’re doing it that often. I know some women who do their makeup while they drive. Wouldn’t recommend it.”

		“No, definitely not. What about my hair? Do I need to do anything with it?”

		“You can just wear it loose, but it might be nice to style it. If I pull some of it back from your face and braid it, I think that would look wonderful.”

		“Do whatever you think will be best.” Stella watched in amazement as Alice effortlessly sectioned off hair from her temple back and wove together a loose braid; Alice tucked the end beneath a layer of her loose hair and pinned it in place. “That looks awesome. Is there anything else I need to do before we meet the photographer?”

		“No, I think you’re ready. How are you doing?”

		“A bit overwhelmed,” Stella admitted. “It’s so different as a woman than as a man. There are so many things to learn and remember.”

		Alice nodded sympathetically. “Don’t worry; you’ll get used to it. Most of this stuff will become second nature before long.”

		Josh was waiting for them in the park. His eyes widened as he took Stella in. It was a powerful feeling, knowing the effect her beauty had on others. Ryan—Stella—hadn’t been unattractive before, but she hadn’t been nearly as hot as she was now.

		“Hi.” Stella felt self-conscious. Her hair and the hem of her dress swayed in the breeze. She wasn’t used to so much movement around her body; she’d never given so much thought to her body at all, honestly. Was her dress too low cut? She thought it made her breasts look amazing, but it felt different to be looked at now. If she could have just gotten some more encouragement from Alice before they left, she’d be much more comfortable.

		“Stella, it’s nice to meet you. Shall we get started?”

		“Yeah. Where do you want me?”

		Josh directed her to a couple of different spots in the park and had her flow through poses. She was awkward at first, unsure of how to hold her body or if she looked good, if she should smile like Josh encouraged or stay neutral or mysterious like her old photos. She wasn’t used to having so much chest to deal with, either; the bra was surprisingly comfortable, especially after a little adjusting and a trick Alice called fluffing to make her breasts sit perfectly and get the best cleavage possible, but it was unfamiliar. Strange.

		Every time she looked at Alice, Alice nodded encouragingly at her, so Stella assumed she was doing okay.

		“I think that’s everything—we got some really good shots. I’ll email you to them when I’m finished editing. It should take a week or two.”

		They barely got to discuss prices or trades in service (his little sister had a birthday coming up and a live musician was right up her alley) before Alice practically dragged Stella back to his—her—apartment. “We can record those demos now!”

		“Not yet.”

		“Why not? We should start getting them to producers as soon as possible!”

		Stella loved Alice’s enthusiasm, but she sat heavily down on the couch, stretching out. “I think I need a break. This is all still overwhelming. I—can we just watch a movie or something?”

		Alice’s face softened. “Of course. I guess I just let my excitement get the better of me. Let’s get that makeup off and get you into some more comfortable clothes.”

		Stella got changed into sweatpants and a baggy shirt in her bedroom and sat dutifully as Alice wiped her face clean with the special little cloths Alice insisted were critical to maintaining her skincare. She kept the nail polish on, but Alice warned her it would start to chip if she wasn’t careful with it.

		They sat down on the couch and started watching one of their favorite movies. As Stella slowly relaxed, she took a little more time to check herself over. She kept feeling her soft skin and how smooth and thick her hair was. She found herself playing with her hair and even adjusting her breasts for comfort and out of curiosity more than watching the movie. By the time the credits rolled, she felt a lot more relaxed about her situation and in her own skin. She could deal with this. It would take some time, but she would get used to it.

		“Are you ready to record those demos?”

		“I’m ready.” Stella didn’t have money to go to a recording studio, but she had converted the closet in the guest room into a booth worthy of basic tracks; there was barely enough room for her and her equipment, but the quality was great, and that’s all that mattered. “You can’t be in here while I record. Even if you could fit, the mic would pick up any sounds you make.”

		Alice pouted. “Fine, but you’re playing me the song the moment it’s finished.”

		“I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

		It took Stella hours to record her favorite song to her satisfaction. She wasn’t used to her new voice yet and tried several different notes and styles before finding one she was completely happy with.

		Alice was patient, not knocking on the door once. When Stella finally came out of the spare room, she found Alice on the couch, reading. She sat up straighter the moment Stella stepped out. “Are you done? Can I hear it?”

		Stella navigated to the file on her phone and pressed play.

		Alice’s jaw dropped as she listened. “That’s… it’s incredible.”

		“I know, right?” Stella squealed. “I can’t believe this!” Finally, her voice matched the quality of the lyrics; finally, her songs weren’t half-baked, held back by her inability to breathe the final bit of life into them.

		“We should start sending it out tonight!”

		“Not yet. I want to be able to send them to my website; I can upload more tracks to really draw them in. I just have to wait for Josh to finish editing the photos.”

		“That’ll be days from now.”

		“I’ve waited my whole life for this. I can wait another few days.”

		“I’ll bug Josh to get on it.”

		Stella could have kissed her. “Thanks, Alice. I don’t know how I could have done any of this without you.”

		“I wouldn’t have wanted you to. This is the most exciting thing that’s ever happened to me. Well, to you, but you know what I mean.”

		“I do.”

		For the first time in a long time, Stella was excited for what tomorrow might bring.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		Stella paced back and forth, resisting the urge to bite her nails if only to protect her polish.

		“Relax, Stella. You only sent those demos off a few hours ago. It’ll take the producers longer than a few hours to get to them.”

		Stella had recorded four more songs over the last few days and was just as delighted with the results as she had been with the first one. She was more than hopeful about the reception her demos would receive, but that didn’t stop her from being nervous.

		“Let’s do something. Why don’t we go out for lunch?”

		“Maybe you’re right. I don’t think I’m doing much good here wearing a hole in the—” Stella’s voice abruptly cut off as her phone rang. She met Alice’s eyes, her heart rate picking up at once. “It could be spam.” She didn’t want to get her hopes up. “It could be a rejection call.”

		“Find out!”

		Stella took a deep breath and answered. “Hello?”

		“Hi, is this Stella? It’s Mike from Scatter Sound Productions. I’m calling to talk about the demo you sent me.”

		“Yes?”

		“I love it! Would you be able to come in tomorrow and sing in the studio?”

		The air whooshed right out of Stella’s lungs. She drew in a hasty breath as she hurried to reply. “Of—of course. That would be great. What time should I come?”

		“Would nine work for you?”

		“I’ll see you then.”

		Stella stared at the phone for several seconds after Mike had just hung up, hardly able to believe what had just happened.

		“He wanted you to come in and sing for him?” Alice guessed.

		“Yeah. I’m tomorrow morning.”

		“Stella, that’s wonderful!” Alice bounced forward and pulled Stella into a hug.

		Stella let out a shaky laugh. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

		“You’d better believe it. You’re going to make it big; I know it.”

		Joy and relief bubbled up within her, completely overwhelming Stella’s good sense. Before she fully realized what she was doing, she kissed Alice on the mouth.

		Alice stilled for a moment, but the next second, she was kissing Stella back. They kissed slowly, exploring each other’s mouths. Alice prodded the seam of Stella’s lips with her tongue, and Stella opened for her.

		Kissing felt so different as a woman than it did as a man. Stella wasn’t entirely sure why, but it felt so much better than it ever had before. Maybe because it was Alice it sent a thrill unlike anything she’d ever known rushing through her. There was no one Stella cared for or trusted more.

		When they broke away, they were both breathing hard. They stared into each other’s eyes for a few moments, trying to read the other’s expression.

		“Do you… would you like to go to bed with me? I’m sure you’re curious as to how things work in a woman’s body.”

		Stella was relieved that Alice was the one to have made the suggestion. “I’d love that. I don’t know what to do, though. You’ll have to show me.”

		“I can do that.”

		Alice led Stella by the hand through to the bedroom and leaned down, pulling her dress up over her head. Stella wasn’t wearing a bra—she still liked the comfort of being free at home, at least, but Alice barely glanced at her breasts before she was tugging down Stella’s panties, pressing a kiss to the curls covering Stella’s pussy. Stella shivered, wishing Alice would spend more time there, but Alice stood again and tossed the panties aside.

		“Now, your turn.” Stella wanted to see Alice undress. She had seen Alice naked before, but it had never been sexual. Just two good friends comfortable with each other.

		Alice undressed slowly, wiggling her ass in a tantalizing way, making it very hard for Stella to stay put. She waited for Alice to be completely unclothed before moving in and grabbing her ass, squeezing lightly.

		Alice kissed her again, deeper this time. They shuffled toward the bed, falling awkwardly down on the mattress.

		They rolled over, still kissing. Alice ended up on top and pulled away from Stella’s mouth. Before Stella could voice a protest, Alice moved further down and started kissing her breasts. She started around the outsides, going in circles closer and closer toward the nipples.

		Stella quickly found herself getting impatient, but she forced herself to stay still as Alice lavished attention on her breasts.

		Finally, Alice moved on to her nipples. Stella gasped as Alice pulled one nipple into her mouth. Her nipples were a lot more sensitive as a woman than they had been as a man. Softer, too, though they were quickly hardening.

		It felt strange not to have her cock, which should have been standing to attention right now. Instead, her pussy was becoming slippery, an odd but not unpleasant feeling.

		Stella’s clit started throbbing in time with the motions of Alice’s tongue. She wanted to touch herself, but she didn’t know the best way to do it. She had always taken her cock into her hand, but this was unexplored territory.

		“Alice,” she gasped. “I need more. Touch me… touch my clit. Please. Show me how.”

		Alice grinned as she came up from Stella’s breasts. “We’ll get to that. I’m not quite done here yet. You have beautiful breasts, did you know that?”

		“I bet I have a beautiful clit, too,” Stella hinted.

		“I’m sure you do, but I want to take my time. Now, do you want to keep talking, or do you want my mouth on you?”

		Stella didn’t need time to consider. “Your mouth.” She squirmed as Alice started sucking her nipples again, moving from one to the other. Her pussy was very wet and beginning to leak onto the mattress. She was panting with need by the time Alice decided to move her attention further down. Stella spread her legs eagerly, unsure what Alice was about to do but quivering in anticipation.

		Alice first ran a hand through Stella’s curls, wetting her fingers in Stella’s juices. Then she brought her wet hand up to Stella’s clit and started rubbing.

		Stella cried out as a bolt of pleasure went through her. God, that felt good. Alice kept rubbing in circles over her clit, driving her wild with desire.

		With her other hand, Alice slipped two fingers into Stella’s soaked pussy. Stella sighed in relief to feel herself filled, not having realized before now just how badly she needed this.

		Alice started thrusting her fingers in and out in time with her movements on Stella’s clit.

		Stella could feel herself building up toward her orgasm. She rocked her hips against Alice’s hands, desperate for release.

		It came like an avalanche. Stella screamed as her orgasm ripped through her, wracking her with violent shudders as her body convulsed around Alice’s fingers.

		Alice never stopped rubbing and thrusting, not until Stella went limp under her.

		Alice pulled her fingers out and moved up to kiss Stella again. Stella kissed her back lazily, still a bit out of it from the strength of her orgasm. “That was… that was incredible. It never felt that good as a man.”

		“I’m glad to hear it. This new body suits you in more ways than one.”

		“Tell me what you like. I want to make you come, too.”

		“Do you do oral?”

		“Of course. I’d like to taste you.”

		“Can I sit on your face?”

		Stella liked that idea. “Come here.”

		Alice positioned herself expertly over Stella’s face, her pussy pressing down onto Stella’s mouth. Stella breathed through her nose as she let her tongue explore, finding Alice’s clit.

		“Lick it,” Alice instructed. “Harder than that. Ooh yes, that’s good. Faster. A little to the left.”

		Stella followed Alice’s directions and was gratified to hear Alice’s breathing hitch. Soon, Alice was too lost in pleasure to give any more instructions. She rode Stella’s face, her searching hands finding Stella’s. They held hands as Alice took her pleasure from Stella’s tongue.

		Stella’s jaw was starting to hurt, but nothing in the world could convince her to stop now. She loved the little noises Alice was making in the back of her throat and was eager to hear how she would sound when she achieved her release.

		It didn’t take long. Alice screamed and ground her pelvis down onto Stella’s face as her thighs tightened around Stella’s head.

		Stella kept licking until Alice rolled off her, panting heavily.

		“Was that good?” Stella asked anxiously.

		“It was amazing. You’re talented.”

		“I’ve never done it before. I’ve been with other women before, but you’re the first one to ask me if you can sit on my face.”

		“A lot of women aren’t good at asking for what they want, especially from men.”

		Stella would make sure to remember this in the future. She wanted to pleasure her partners properly and was a little embarrassed that she had never let any woman sit on her face before Alice, even though none of them had asked.

		They lay in comfortable silence for a while. Stella would have expected it to be awkward, but it wasn’t. It didn’t feel any different from any other time she and Alice were alone together.

		The silence was broken by the sound of Stella’s phone ringing. She couldn’t help grimacing. Maybe it was Mike calling to say he’d made a mistake, that he’d mixed up her demo with someone else’s, and that she need not come in tomorrow.

		“Answer it!”

		“I… Yeah, okay. Hello?”

		“Hello, Stella? This is Diane from On Point Tunes. We loved your demo, and we’d like you to come in to sing for us tomorrow afternoon.”

		The words got stuck somewhere on their way to Stella’s brain. In all of her wildest hopes, she hadn’t imagined more than one person being interested in her music, and this was two just in the span of a few hours.

		Alice gave her a little shake, bringing Stella back to herself. “Of course—I’d love to sing for you. What time?”

		Alice bounced impatiently on the balls of her feet as Stella arranged her appointment with Diane. When Stella hung up, Alice pulled her into another tight hug. “I can’t believe this! Two in one day! I knew you’d make it big, but even I didn’t suspect it would be this quick.”

		“Me neither. I can’t believe this is happening.”

		“You’d better believe it. We should plan what you’re wearing tomorrow.”

		They spent the next several hours going over potential outfits. Another agent named Jamison called Stella in the evening, wanting her to sing for him the following day. Stella’s day was already full, so she had to schedule for the day after.

		She and Alice spent hours researching the different agents, trying to decide who to go with, assuming they all wanted to represent her, which Alice seemed certain they would. Jamison seemed like the best choice from a career standpoint. He already represented several popular singers and several whose careers looked to be taking off.

		From a personal standpoint, Stella wasn’t as sure. Some of the things she read about Jamison seemed to suggest that he wasn’t the nicest person, but it wasn’t like she wanted to be his friend. She wanted him to help launch her career, and it seemed like that was exactly what he might be able to do for her.

		He also seemed to specialize in female singers; he only represented women.

		“Will you stay with me tonight?” Stella asked. “I don’t think I want to be alone. I feel like the moment I’m alone, all of this is going to vanish, and I’ll wake up to find it has all been a dream.”

		“Of course. But if I’m staying, I want a place in the bed. Sleeping in that chair has messed with my neck.”

		Stella could tell by the sparkle in Alice’s eyes that she wasn’t thinking of sleeping.

		

		Stella was beyond nervous. This was the first time she’d ever gotten this far. She sat in the office with Alice, waiting to be called. When she was, she stood, glancing at Alice once more for strength. Alice gave her a nod and an encouraging smile.

		Stella followed Mike through to the recording studio, clutching her guitar. “Well, Stella, you can set up here. I trust everything is to your liking?”

		“It looks great. Which song do you want to hear?”

		“Honestly, I loved all of them. Pick any one you’d like—or even one I haven’t heard yet.”

		Stella wanted him to hear as many of her songs as possible, so she had spent hours practicing one of the songs that she hadn’t included in her demo. “Alright, I’m ready.”

		“I’ll be just behind the glass.”

		Her nerves peaked, but as Stella put her hands to her guitar and leaned close to the microphone, all anxiety fell away. She was doing what she loved, and she was good at it.

		When the song was done, she did her best not to fidget while waiting for Mike to return. When he did, he was grinning broadly. “That was great, Stella! I’d love to represent you.”

		Stella almost said yes, but she forced herself to stop. “Thank you. I’m actually talking with a few other agents. I’ll need a few days to decide.”

		Mike’s face fell a little, but he recovered quickly. “Of course. You have my number once you make your decision. I hope to see you again.”

		Alice was waiting when Stella came out of the studio. “It went well,” Stella said quietly as the two of them headed out. “He wants to represent me.”

		“That’s incredible! I knew you could do it!”

		“Let’s just see what the others say. If they both say yes, I’m going to go with Jamison.”

		To Stella’s great surprise, the others did both say yes. She couldn’t believe that she had three agents vying to represent her. She told Jamison that she wanted him to represent her, and the contract was signed by the end of the day. It left her head spinning, but in a pleasant way.

		The only thing left unsaid was her relationship with Alice. They had had sex again last night, and it had been even more incredible than the first time. If things had been different, Stella would have loved to date Alice, but it just didn’t seem possible with their careers.

		According to Jamison, she would spend the next several weeks recording, then playing live at various locations. Once she got enough of a following, he was going to arrange a tour for her spanning several states. There wouldn’t be time for dating amidst all of that, as much as Stella wished it were otherwise.

		She didn’t want to leave things without saying anything if Alice thought Stella wasn’t interested in her. She didn’t know quite how to approach the subject, so Stella decided just to blurt it out. “I’d like to date you.”

		Alice looked up from one of the many booklets Jamison had given Stella to read through about the road ahead. “Really?”

		“Very much, but I just don’t think it’s going to be doable in the near future. Will… will you wait for me? Until things calm down a bit with my singing? I’d like to give us a shot, and I can’t do that while I’m supposed to be devoting all of my time to launching my career.”

		Alice’s face softened. “Of course I’ll wait for you, Stella. I feel like I’ve been waiting my whole life. What difference will a few more months make?”

		Those words melted Stella’s heart. “Thank you. I’d still like to be intimate with you—I mean, if you want to. If you’d prefer to wait until we’re officially dating…”

		“And miss out on all the great sex we could be having in the meantime? Not a chance.”

		“Great,” Stella breathed. This had gone a lot better than she had expected.

		Things were going perfectly so far, and it made her nervous. She’d spent so long with the odds stacked against her; she didn’t trust it when things suddenly started to go right. There had to be a catch. Arela still hadn’t named her price. That was what Stella most feared. She would do anything not to have her dreams taken from her, which meant that Arela could ask for anything she wanted, and Stella would have no choice but to find a way to get it to her.

		

	
		

		Chapter 4

		

		The next three weeks were spent recording. Jamison pushed Stella hard, but she didn’t complain. She would do whatever was necessary to make this work, even if she did come home with her throat aching from singing all day and her fingers rubbed raw from working her guitar strings.

		Alice was there with her every step of the way. Alice went back to work and back to her apartment, but she and Stella met up for dinner whenever they could to discuss Stella’s progress.

		When they weren’t recording, Jamison was certainly earning his cut of her future profits. He was tirelessly promoting Stella’s upcoming album. It seemed that Stella saw a poster with her face or a tweet about the album’s release date everywhere she looked.

		There would be a launch at a local theater, where Alice would sing and afterward sign copies of her CD. Jamison was even printing out T-shirts.

		The time before the launch seemed to slip away. Stella was excited, but she was also nervous. What if it was like every other time she’d tried to sing in public? What if they hated her?

		She told herself that wouldn’t be the case. She had a completely different voice now. Jamison wouldn’t be putting so much effort into her if he didn’t think she sounded good.

		“You’ll be great,” Alice assured her when Stella voiced these doubts. “Just look at the way Jamison drools over you, and he knows what he’s talking about when it comes to music.”

		Stella nodded, her throat too sore to speak. Jamison gave her the three days before the launch off to recover her voice. Alice took those days off work too. She said she could use a break, but Stella knew that Alice was trying to help distract her from her nerves, and she was grateful.

		Finally, the night of the launch arrived. Stella dressed carefully in the clothes Jamison had approved and peered out from backstage. She gulped. There were a lot of people out there. She’d never performed in front of that many people before.

		“It’ll be fine.” Alice seemed to read her thoughts. “They’re going to love you; just you wait and see.”

		“What if I get stage fright? What if I open my mouth and nothing comes out?”

		“You’re not going to get stage fright. You’ve performed in front of people before. This isn’t any different.”

		Stella nodded, feeling slightly better. Alice was right. She could do this. She wasn’t Ryan anymore. She was Stella, and she could sing wonderfully.

		The audience broke out into applause as Stella stepped onto the stage, holding her guitar so tightly she thought it might snap. She had planned and scripted an introduction, but her nerves overwhelmed her, and she knew that those would go away when she started singing.

		So she stepped up to the microphone and began.

		Stella had no idea how the audience was receiving her music. She was lost in her own world, where it was just her and the music. She swayed slightly as she sang, letting her eyes slide shut.

		She transitioned smoothly from one song to the next. Only when she was done did Stella look out at the audience. Relief filled her as she saw their faces. They looked entranced. As she took a bow, they burst into tumultuous applause. Stella found herself grinning widely. They hadn’t just liked her performance—they had loved it. She bowed again before heading backstage.

		Alice was waiting for her and threw her arms around Stella the moment Stella put down her guitar. “You were incredible!”

		Stella nodded, for once not finding fault in Alice’s praise. This time, she deserved it.

		Jamison was suddenly there, clapping Stella on the back. “Great show, Stella. You’re a natural. Are you ready to see your fans? I did a lottery for who gets to come backstage and meet you.”

		“Of course.”

		There were three men and two women. Stella shook their hands and accepted their praise of her performance.

		One of the men stepped close to her. “I’d love to show you just how much I appreciated your show.” He winked at her.

		Stella stared at him in surprise. Was he trying to sleep with her? The idea made her uncomfortable. She wanted her fans to be interested in her music, not her body. “Thank you, but I should get going.”

		Stella quickly extracted herself and made to head out with Alice, but another of the men intercepted her. “You really were incredible. I’d love to hear about the inspiration for your songs. Maybe over drinks at my place?”

		The way his eyes flicked down over her body left Stella with no doubt that he had no interest in talking. “Sorry, I’m busy.” She collected Alice and hurried out.

		Jamison was frowning at her. “You should have spent more time with them.”

		“They were trying to sleep with me.”

		He arched an eyebrow at her. “You can’t go wrong in giving your fans some quality time with you.”

		“I’m not going to sleep with them just because they like my music!”

		Jamison shrugged. “Have it your way, then.”

		Stella wondered how common this kind of thing was in the music industry. Was Jamison right? Should she just give in and sleep with her fans?

		No, she wasn’t going to do that. Sex should be fun, not something you did because you felt you had to.

		“Did you see that?” she asked Alice as they headed to the car.

		“I don’t blame them. But, to be fair, I’m also trying to get into your pants.”

		“Yeah, but I want you in my pants. I don’t even know them.”

		“It is a little creepy, but I guess you’ll just need to get used to turning people down.”

		Alice was right. If fending off unwanted advances was part of the world she was entering, then Stella would accept that. This was still her dream, and she finally felt like she was where she was meant to be.

		The next few weeks were a blur of activity. Stella was performing almost every night, taking days off only to rest her voice.

		Every time she sang, she had more fans. Her songs were selling fast, and she was even the subject of a few news articles.

		Stella was the target of many more propositions, not to mention people offering her drugs. Of course, she turned them all down. She didn’t like that aspect of her chosen career, but she was getting used to it, at least.

		Four weeks after her launch, Jamison told her that he had hired a tour bus and that she would be going from state to state, singing as she went.

		Of course, Alice took time off work to come with her. Stella was worried that Alice was neglecting her work in favor of supporting her friend, but Alice brushed her off, saying she had enough leave saved up to last her a good long time. “Besides, how could I miss being on a tour bus? It’s amazing.”

		It was pretty amazing. The bus had three beds, a bar, a bathroom, and a jacuzzi. “Maybe we should break in that jacuzzi.”

		“Sounds good to me. We don’t have swimsuits here, though. So I guess we’ll just have to go naked.” Alice’s eyes sparkled.

		“Fine by me.” Stella put her bag close to the jacuzzi so her toys would be within arm’s reach. When Alice had introduced Stella to some of her toys, one of the first things Stella had wanted to do was go shopping for some of her own. Now, she seldom went anywhere without them.

		Stella undressed and slipped into the warm jacuzzi, sighing in pleasure as the water came up to her neck. Alice joined her, sliding herself so that she was in Stella’s lap. They started kissing lazily, enjoying the feeling of each other’s mouths. Stella pressed her tongue past Alice’s lips, exploring her tongue, her teeth, and her cheeks. No matter how many times she kissed Alice, she felt like there was always more to discover.

		The kiss started heating up as their bodies caught on to what they were doing. Stella brought a hand between them to brush over Alice’s clit. Alice moaned and pressed down harder onto her fingers, moving with her.

		The water in the jacuzzi started to spill over the edges, but there were grates around the sides that took the excess water. Alice rocked more vigorously on Stella’s hand, kissing her deeply. Stella used her free hand to reach into her bag and pull out a waterproof vibrator. She turned it on and removed her hand from Alice’s clit, replacing it with the vibrator.

		“God—Stella—that’s so fucking good!”

		The water was really splashing now, but Stella didn’t care. She was completely focused on getting Alice off. Alice was making those desperate noises in the back of her throat that meant she was close to coming.

		Stella pulled away from the kiss and moved her attention down to Alice’s breasts. She pulled one nipple into her mouth, sucking lightly.

		That was enough to send Alice tumbling over the edge. She cried out as she came hard, grinding herself down onto the vibrator. She convulsed several times before going limp, her head falling forward onto Stella’s chest.

		Stella put an arm around Alice, holding her close. Her own body was angrily demanding release, but she ignored it for now, giving Alice a chance to catch her breath.

		When she did, Alice looked up at Stella, her eyes sleepy and sated. “Your turn.”

		Stella certainly wasn’t going to argue with that. Alice took the toy from her and started rubbing it on Stella’s clit. Stella closed her eyes, losing herself in the sensations. Something about the hot water all around her enhanced the experience, bringing her right to the edge of orgasm much faster than usual.

		“Alice—yes, just like that.”

		Alice kept going in the same pattern, driving Stella wild with need. Finally, she pulled Alice in for a kiss, her mouth fierce and demanding.

		Alice let Stella take control of the kiss, focusing all of her attention on Stella’s clit. Stella screamed so loudly that she was lucky she didn’t draw the police. She clutched the back of Alice’s neck for dear life as her orgasm roared through her.

		The world blanked out into a white sea of pleasure.

		When it finally ended, Stella blinked her eyes open to find Alice grinning at her.

		“Welcome back. I was beginning to think you would never stop coming.”

		Stella slowly shook her head. “How is it possible for the sex just to keep getting better and better?”

		“The more experience you have, the better it gets. You’re still inexperienced in a woman’s body. Expect it to get much better.”

		“I’m not sure if I can survive it getting any better. I think another orgasm like that may just be the end of me.”

		“Mmm, sounds like a good way to go.”

		“You have a point there.”

		They relaxed in the jacuzzi for a while before deciding to get dressed. The tour bus was making a stop for gas, and Alice decided to go into the convenience store for snacks.

		Stella looked fondly around her tour bus. She supposed Jamison hoped she would bring fans back here, but he would just have to be disappointed. On the other hand, he certainly had no reason to complain; her singing was netting them both increasing amounts of cash—more than Stella had ever hoped to make when she had still been Ryan.

		Arela had said that her path would still be difficult, but Arela had been mistaken. Everything was falling into place perfectly. Stella didn’t see what could possibly go wrong.

		

	
		

		Chapter 5

		

		The door of the bus opened, but it wasn’t Alice.

		“Hey, Jamison. How far do we still have to go?”

		“At least another twelve hours.”

		Stella wondered what he was doing here if they weren’t close to their destination. “Can I help you with something?”

		“Yes, you can, Stella. It’s time for you to pay up.”

		“What?” Stella didn’t understand what he meant. Jamison was receiving a cut of her royalties, just as they had agreed.

		Jamison stepped close to her. “You think I do all this for the money? I’ve seen you turn away fans. You won’t turn me away, though—not if you know what’s good for you.”

		Stella’s heart sank. He wanted sex, just like everyone else. “You’re my agent. I’m making you plenty of money. I don’t owe you anything more than that.”

		Jamison stepped close to her—too close. He brought a hand up to the side of her face. “So beautiful… I can make it good for you, Stella. I see you with your friend. Have you never been with a man before? Let me show you what a real man can do. I’ll have you eating out of my hand before long.”

		There was only one thing for Stella to do: she slapped Jamison across the face.

		Jamison staggered back, pressing his hand to his reddening cheek. “You’ll regret that! Do you think all of this is because of you? I made you! I can take it all away just as easily.”

		Was he right? Stella knew that Jamison had been instrumental in getting her where she was. But did she have enough of a following to survive his sabotage attempts? “You’re lying.”

		“Try me,” Jamison spat. “Since you’re still new to this, I will be generous. I’ll give you one day to change your mind. If you don’t come back to me with the correct answer, then I promise you, all hell will break loose.”

		Jamison stormed out, slamming the door behind him.

		Stella felt her legs give out as tears sprang from her eyes. What was she going to do?

		Alice found her that way about ten minutes later.

		“Stella! What’s wrong?” Alice dropped the bag of snacks she was holding and knelt down at Stella’s side.

		Stella struggled to control her tears long enough to speak. “It’s… it’s Jamison. He’s demanding sex from me. He says that if I don’t comply, he’ll wreck my career.”

		“That bastard! You should report him to the police.”

		“What good will it do? If he’s going to ruin my career for not going along with him, he’ll do even worse if I go to the police. I… I don’t know what to do.”

		“Well, you’re not going to give in to his demands, that’s for certain.”

		“Are you sure, Alice? Of course I don’t want to have sex with him, but what if it’s the only way to keep my career?”

		“It’s not,” Alice said firmly. “You’re amazingly talented. No matter what Jamison does, he can’t erase the fact that you have a killer voice and you write incredible songs. It might set you back a bit, but you’ll bounce back. I know it.”

		Alice had always believed in her, even when Stella didn’t believe in herself. Maybe it was time to stop listening to her doubts and listen to the person who knew her better than anyone.

		“Well, I guess this tour is off, then. Jamison won’t allow it to continue when I turn him down. So we’ll have to go home, and I’ll have to start again. I’ll need a new agent.” Stella grimaced at the thought. “I’m just now sure who I can trust. What if they’re all like this?”

		“I don’t know what it’s like in the industry, but even if Jamison isn’t an exception, there have to be some decent agents around.”

		Stella was sure there were, but she was wary of being burned again. “I guess we’ll have to keep trying to find someone. I just… I’m worried that I’ll lose my momentum, and I won’t be able to get it back again.”

		“Then we make sure that doesn’t happen. Go to the press. Name and shame Jamison. It’ll get you attention and sympathy. It’ll keep people interested while you look for a new agent. I bet the press will be lining up to interview you about this. Jamison can try to ruin your career, and you can turn around and ruin his right back.”

		Stella liked that idea. “I think that might work. I can still contact Mike and Diane. Both of them were chomping at the bit to represent me. Now that I’ve gotten a following, I’m sure they’ll be even more eager.”

		“Exactly. Maybe go for Diane. Women tend to be less creepy than men.”

		“You’ve got that right,” Stella muttered. Almost all of the fans who had tried to sleep with her had been men. She was still hesitant, though. She didn’t want to entrust her career to someone else who could do even more damage if it turned out they were like Jamison.

		She supposed that didn’t matter right now. For the moment, she needed to focus on damage control. Jamison would probably start by canceling her tour, then spreading horrible rumors about her among her fans. Stella knew that she needed to get ahead of him, to get her story out there before his. “We should go. We’re going to be kicked out of this tour bus anyway. Let’s take a cab to the train station and head home.”

		“Don’t you want to tell Jamison that you’re not accepting his demands?”

		Stella shook her head. “He’ll figure it out when he finds me gone. I don’t want to give him a head start on us. Hopefully, by the time he comes to check on me, I’ll have already gotten my story out there.”

		“I’ll start calling bloggers and reporters while we’re on the train. Hopefully, I can get something set up for the moment we get off. You should start tweeting to your fans.”

		“I’ll have to change my password first. Jamison has full access to my Twitter account.”

		“Then do it now, before we leave.”

		Stella quickly changed her password while Alice packed their bags. She looked longingly at the tour bus, wondering if she’d ever get an opportunity like this again. She knew she was making the right decision, though. If she said yes to Jamison, she’d lose a piece of herself, a part she could never get back.

		Stella bit back tears as she and Alice snuck out of the back of the tour bus, avoiding Jamison completely. The cab picked them up around the corner. Fortunately, the driver wasn’t chatty, leaving Stella to wallow in her misery. Alice seemed to sense she wasn’t up to talking. She just held Stella’s hand all the way to the train station, offering her silent support.

		The trip home was long. They both spent most of it on their phones. Stella typed out her tweet about Jamison, her finger hovering over the send button. Once she pressed this, there was no going back. All of her fans would know that her agent had tried to threaten her into having sex with him.

		Jamison’s revenge would no doubt be swift and brutal. Stella knew that he had a lot of influence in the music industry and could do her a lot of damage.

		But she could do him a lot of damage, too.

		She pressed send.

		Alice was just hanging up her phone. “Well, you’ve got an interview in a couple of hours. We can go straight from the train station to the studio.”

		“That’s great! Hopefully, my story will get out there before Jamison’s. Maybe he’ll even be too ashamed to say anything.”

		“I wouldn’t count on it, but it’s worth hoping for.”

		“You know, I’m just wondering if he’s done this before. All of his other clients are women. If he’s pulled something similar with them, some of them may be willing to speak out against him.”

		Alice nodded. “That makes sense. We can try contacting them, but a lot of them are famous now in their own rights. I’m not sure if our messages will get through—they must get loads of messages from fans and other artists.”

		Stella hadn’t thought of that, but Alice had a good point. “It’s worth a shot. My story will be all over the news. That will get an email from me in front of them.”

		“It sounds like we have a plan.” Alice gave Stella a rather evil grin. “Jamison will soon see that he’s messed with the wrong woman.”

		“I hope so,” Stella murmured.

		The train ride seemed to last forever. Stella’s phone was blowing up with notifications. Apparently, Jamison hadn’t checked her Twitter yet, because there was nothing from him. Nevertheless, her fans were already up in arms on her behalf.

		Three lawyers were offering to take Jamison to court for Stella pro bono. Other fans were offering contacts for potential new agents. Some others raised money for her to buy her own tour bus and continue her tour as planned.

		Stella had to blink back tears again as she read the tweets. She wasn’t even that well known yet, but her fans were willing to defend her. Maybe, just maybe, everything would be okay.

		That hopeful feeling lasted exactly one hour. That was when Jamison checked his Twitter.

		Suddenly, Stella’s phone was blowing up with tweets that had her closing her eyes in horror. Jamison claimed that she threw herself at him and got angry when he politely turned her down. He told fans that she had only ever been interested in the money, that singing meant nothing to her. He said that she wasn’t even that talented, that most of her success was due only to her looks.

		Alice saw her expression and tugged the phone out of Stella’s hand. She glanced down at the tweets in disgust. “Ignore him. You’ll be telling your side of the story soon enough.”

		They took an Uber straight from the train station to the news station, where the reporter Alice had spoken to was waiting for them. “Hi, I’m Joanne. You must be Stella?”

		“That’s right.” Stella was nervous. She had never been on the news before, and in all of her fantasies of being interviewed, it had been because of her successful music, not because her agent turned out to be a creep who was trying to ruin her career.

		“Come this way, please. And you are?”

		“Alice. I’d like to stay for the interview if that’s alright.”

		Joanne clearly hadn’t been expecting this, but she nodded. “You can hang back with the camera crew. Just make sure not to move or make any noise.”

		Alice nodded, heading back to the cameras. The lights were too bright for Stella to see her, but it helped to know that Alice was there.

		“Well, Stella, you’ve been gaining quite a following in recent weeks. How does it feel?”

		“Pretty wonderful, to be honest. I thought everything was going perfectly, but…”

		“But?” Joanne prompted.

		“My agent demanded that I have sex with him. He said that he’d ruin my career if I turned him down. He’s already started spreading false rumors about me on Twitter.”

		“I see that you’ve also had your say on Twitter. What would you say to those people who think it’s you who is lying and believe Jamison’s side of the story?”

		“I’d tell them to start paying close attention to the other singers Jamison represents. If he’s done this with me, then it seems likely he’s done it with others. So I’m hoping my story will encourage some of the other singers he’s done this to to speak out.”

		“That’s a pretty serious accusation. Do you have any proof?”

		Stella wished she’d thought to go through Jamison’s belongings and try to find some form of evidence before she left. “Just my word. I’m confident, however, that more people will come forward and help me make sure he never does this to another woman.”

		That was a lie. She wasn’t confident at all, but she was hopeful. Joanne was right; it was her word against Jamison’s. How many people would believe her, and how many would believe him?

		Joanne kept questioning her for nearly half an hour, getting Stella’s whole life story. Stella answered honestly, but she didn’t tell Joanne about her deal with Arela. Instead, she simply told Joanne that she had been struggling to make a name for herself for years, and things had finally started to come together recently.

		Toward the end, Joanne brought the subject around to Jamison again. “Are you going to file against Jamison?”

		Stella hesitated. She had originally shied away from the idea of going to the police, but she didn’t see what Jamison could do that was worse than what he was doing now, and if she didn’t report this, it would lend credence to the people who said she was lying. “I am,” she said firmly. “That’s where I’m going right after we’re done here.”

		“Well, it seems like your life has gotten interesting recently.”

		“A little too interesting,” Stella admitted. “I’d like to go back to just being a singer without all this extra drama.”

		“Well, I wish you all the best. Thank you for speaking with me. Cut!”

		The cameras shut off, and the lights were turned down so that Stella could see Alice, who was giving her a thumbs up.

		They went straight from the interview to the police station, just as Stella had said they would. Giving their statement took a while, but it was worth it.

		Stella was given a case number and told that the police would be in touch. There would likely be a trial at which she would need to testify against Jamison.

		By the time they returned to Stella’s apartment, she was feeling exhausted and dejected. Alice looked just as exhausted and readily agreed when Stella suggested she sleep over. So they fell into bed still in their clothes, barely stopping to take their shoes off.

		Stella turned off her phone, which was still blowing up. She would deal with all that tomorrow. For now, she needed some peace.

		

	
		

		Chapter 6

		

		When Stella turned on her phone the next day, it was to find literally thousands of tweets to or about her. She handed the phone over to Alice, unable to face what Jamison might be saying about her. Whatever it was, she was sure it couldn’t be good.

		Alice’s face darkened as she read the tweets. “That bastard. We could sue him for this. It’s slander!”

		“Do I even want to know?”

		“Probably not. Don’t worry; we’ll figure this out. We’ll hire a lawyer and get a court order.”

		Stella nodded. She couldn’t believe things had gone so wrong so fast. Yesterday, everything had been on track. Now, her reputation was in shambles, and she was scrambling to stop things from getting even worse.

		At least she had earned enough money so far to hire a good lawyer. She spent the morning on the phone with different law firms until she found someone she was happy with. Jennifer specialized in slander cases and had experience in the music industry.

		Alice and Stella went down to Jennifer’s offices that afternoon.

		“Stella, welcome. Please, sit down.”

		Stella perched nervously on the edge of her seat. She’d never been to see a lawyer before. “Now tell me, how can I help you?”

		Stella described the situation in as much detail as she knew and handed over her phone with all the tweets on it. Jennifer read them with a frown.

		“I see why you are concerned. There will have to be a hearing. Unfortunately, it’s your word against Jamison’s, so it’ll be up to the judge to decide who to believe.”

		“What if they decide wrong? Jamison is obviously good at deceiving people—he did it with me and with all of his other clients. No one seems to know what a creep he really is.”

		“If the judge rules against us, we can appeal. Don’t worry; judges are usually pretty good at telling who is lying and who isn’t.”

		Stella hoped that Jennifer was right about that. “When can we get a hearing?”

		“If we’re lucky, I’ll be able to get us a date in about a week.”

		“A week? Do you realize how much damage Jamison can do in a week?” Alice asked indignantly.

		“I know, but these things take time, and it’s not like it’s a life-threatening situation that warrants an emergency hearing.”

		Stella grimaced. She knew Jennifer was right, but that didn’t make her feel any better about the situation. “A week, then. What do I do in the meantime?”

		“I suggest you don’t look at your Twitter. You’ve got your story out there, now. There’s no point in torturing yourself over the details.”

		“Okay. Stay away from Twitter. I can do that.”

		As it turned out, Stella couldn’t do that. The lure of knowing what people were saying about her was too great. She lasted a day before finally breaking and reading the most recent posts about her.

		Half an hour later, she called Alice in tears.

		“Stella, what’s wrong?”

		“I—I read the Twitter posts,” Stella admitted.

		“Oh, honey. Don’t listen to them; they don’t know what they’re talking about.”

		“They called me a whore! They said I’m only successful because I sleep with fans and producers.”

		“We’ll have all of those statements retracted soon enough,” Alice soothed.

		“In five days, and that’s if we even win the hearing. Do you know how many people this message can reach in five days?”

		“You just stay where you are and keep off Twitter. I’m on my way.”

		“Thanks, Alice.”

		Stella had managed to stop her tears by the time Alice arrived, but only just. She stepped into her friend’s arms the moment she walked through the door. Alice embraced her tightly, murmuring soothing words in her ear.

		When she pulled back, Stella kissed her.

		Alice made a small noise of surprise but kissed her back for several seconds before pulling away. “Stella?”

		“Make me forget, Alice?”

		“That I can do.”

		Alice led her by the hand through to the bedroom and slowly undressed her. Stella made no move to undress, except small movements to allow Alice to get her clothes off. Once Stella was naked, Alice undressed and gently pushed Stella down onto the bed.

		Stella didn’t know what Alice was going to do, but she welcomed it, whatever it was. There was nothing like the rush of desire to take her mind off things.

		Alice kissed her again, slow and deep. Stella lay back and enjoyed it, letting Alice set the pace, even when her body started to vibrate with need. She moaned into the kiss, wrapping her arms around Alice’s neck and pulling her closer.

		The kiss heated up as their bodies started demanding more, but neither of them gave in. They kissed until Stella was so breathless that she had to break away for air. She and Alice stared at each other for a few moments, breathing hard.

		Then Alice moved in to kiss her again. This time, Alice didn’t kiss her for long before breaking away again. She started kissing Stella’s neck, sending a shiver of desire down Stella’s spine. Stella tilted her head to give Alice better access.

		Alice lavished her neck with attention before moving down to her chest. She teased the outside of Stella’s breasts before finally coming inward toward her nipples. Alice took one nipple in her mouth while she rolled the other between her finger and thumb.

		Stella was so turned on at this point that her pussy was already leaking copiously onto the bed, and she was practically squirming under Alice’s touch. Stella reached between them, her fingers finding Alice’s clit. Alice moaned as Stella’s fingers brushed across her clit. The sound sent vibrations through Stella’s nipple. Stella started rubbing her finger in circles over Alice’s clit. The angle wasn’t perfect, but judging by the noises Alice was making, Stella was doing alright. She quickly worked Alice up into a frenzy, ignoring her own needs and letting the sounds Alice was making ignite her.

		Alice’s mouth and hand on Stella’s nipples became hard and desperate as she sucked and rubbed in time with Stella’s rhythm on her clit.

		“Stella, stop.”

		Stella withdrew her hand, grinning at Alice. “Too close?”

		“Yeah. I don’t want this to end yet.”

		“What did you have in mind?”

		Alice leaned over and opened the drawer where Stella now kept her toys. She rooted through it for a few moments before coming up with one that they hadn’t tried before—a strap-on dildo.

		“Are you going to use that on me?” Stella was already anticipating how it would feel inside her pussy.

		“Only if you want me to.”

		“Oh, I want you to,” Stella assured her.

		Alice deftly put it on. It was clear she was no novice when it came to strap-ons.

		Stella scrambled around onto her hands and knees. “Do it like this.” She spread her legs and stuck her ass up in the air.

		“My pleasure.” Alice pressed a finger into Stella’s pussy, feeling for the angle before replacing it with the dildo. The dildo felt a lot bigger inside her than Stella had guessed from looking at it. It ached for a moment as her pussy stretched around the intrusion, but that discomfort soon faded.

		Stella thrust back against the dildo, gasping at the feeling of being so perfectly full. They picked up a quick rhythm, their bodies slapping loudly against each other.

		Stella felt herself being pushed right to the edge, even though she’d had no pressure on her clit. She jerked desperately on the dildo as her thighs tightened and heat spread through her body. She screamed as she came hard, pushing herself back onto the dildo again and again. It seemed to last forever, leaving Stella wrung out with pleasure.

		She flopped forward, just managing to use her shaky arms to catch herself before she faceplanted on the bed. Alice unstrapped the dildo and lay down beside Stella, her hand already frantic on her clit.

		“Here, let me.” Stella replaced Alice’s hand with her own, rubbing Alice’s clit, loving the little noises Alice was making that told Stella that she was close.

		Alice lost control entirely, thrusting her hips upward, chasing more contact. Stella increased the pressure as Alice cried out her release, her pussy gushing onto the bed as she came hard.

		Stella kept rubbing until she was sure Alice was done, finally removing her hand and falling down next to Alice. They managed to avoid the wet spots on the bed and eagerly settled into each other’s arms.

		“Well, are you distracted enough?”

		“I am thoroughly distracted.”

		“Glad to hear it.”

		“Though I might need some more distraction later.”

		Alice grinned. “Always happy to help.”

		“I’m sure it’s a huge burden to you.”

		“It is a burden, but you’re my friend. I’ll take one for the team.”

		They burst out laughing. They laughed for a long time, and by the time they stopped, the bed was mostly dry, and Stella’s sides were aching.

		They spoke about Alice’s work for a while before Stella brought the subject back to her singing. “I’ve still got fans requesting concerts. I’m not sure the best way to go about organizing one, though. I feel like I should, as I don’t want to lose this momentum, but I don’t know how to do this.”

		“You need an agent.”

		Stella did her best not to flinch. “After what happened with the last one? I think I’d be better off going it alone.”

		“No, you wouldn’t. You just need to find the right agent.”

		“I’m not sure I’m ready to risk putting myself out there again just yet after how badly it went the last time.”

		“I understand. I don’t know what else there is for you to do but take the leap, though. As you said, you don’t want to lose this momentum.”

		“Couldn’t you be my agent? You know what it’s like to be an agent, after all, even if it’s in a different field.”

		“Don’t think I haven’t thought of it, but it wouldn’t work. The literary scene is very different from the music field. I’ve looked into it, but I’d have to know a bunch of stuff that’s completely new to me. I wish I could, but I simply don’t have the knowledge.”

		Stella sighed. She had expected as much, but it was still a disappointment. “I guess I’ll call Diane, then.”

		She didn’t call Diane, though. She told herself that it was because she was waiting for the judge to clear her name before she approached another agent, but in truth, it was a lot simpler than that. She was scared to trust again, worried that she would be burned once more.

		The day of the hearing finally arrived. Alice wasn’t allowed in, but she told Stella she’d wait outside the door for her. Stella and Jennifer entered the courtroom to find Jamison and his lawyer already in attendance.

		Stella glared at Jamison but didn’t say anything, as Jennifer had instructed her.

		The judge looked at them. “Are you all ready to start?”

		“We are, Your Honor.” Jamison’s lawyer inclined his head toward the judge.

		“We are as well, Your Honor.” Jennifer gave Stella an encouraging look.

		“Well, then, let’s hear your stories.”

		Since he was the accused, Jamison got to tell his story first. Stella clenched her hands into fists, reminding herself of what Jennifer had told her. No matter what accusations Jamison made, she wasn’t to interrupt him. It would only make her look bad.

		So she waited while Jamison spun his web of lies. Fortunately, the judge didn’t seem to be viewing Jamison favorably. He was frowning, at least.

		When Jamison was finished, the judge nodded. “Very well. Stella, would you tell us your side?”

		Stella stood and told the whole story from start to finish. “If you don’t believe me, Your Honor, then I urge you to look at the other women Jamison represents. None of them have come forward publicly with similar stories, but I believe those stories must exist.”

		“I will have the police look into it.” The judge spent a moment reviewing his notes. “Jamison, you are a good liar, but not good enough, I’m afraid. I’m ruling in Stella’s favor. You are to delete all of your Twitter posts about her and not make any more. If you do, I’ll hold you in contempt of court, and you will be liable for jail time.”

		“Your Honor, this is ridiculous—”

		“No, what’s ridiculous is you trying to ruin this young woman’s career for no other reason than sheer spite at the fact that she wouldn’t have sex with you.”

		“I am doing no such—”

		“Enough! Leave now, before I have the bailiff remove you.”

		Jamison shot Stella a venomous glare before stalking out, his lawyer trailing along behind him.

		The judge turned back to Stella. “I will file a report with the police, asking them to follow up on Jamison’s other clients. It does seem suspicious that all of them are women, given what you have told me. If there is more wrongdoing to be found, the police will uncover it.”

		“Thank you, Your Honor.” Stella couldn’t keep back a wide grin. Jamison was going to get exactly what was coming to him.

		Stella broke into a run as she exited the building, flying straight into Alice’s arms. “We won! Jamison will be taking down his posts about me. Of course, that doesn’t mean other people can’t tweet, but once they see that the original accusations are deleted and the media gets a hold of the outcome, I think I should be able to win people back over to my side.”

		“That’s brilliant, Stella! We should start posting as soon as we get home. That should be enough evidence in your favor, at least for most people.”

		Stella spent the rest of the day on Twitter, sending and responding to tweets. While some people refused to give up the narrative Jamison had fed them, most came around to her side when they checked Jamison’s profile and found his tweets about her gone.

		It was a harrowing day, but by the end of it, Stella was satisfied. Jamison’s efforts to sabotage her career would no longer be a problem.

		Of course, she still needed to find an agent. That was going to be a problem. Stella was still feeling too fragile after her confrontation with Jamison to trust anyone else just yet, but she knew that if she wanted to further her career, she was going to have to find a way past that. She just didn’t know how.

		

	
		

		Chapter 7

		

		Stella was pondering the problem of what she was going to do about an agent in the shower when the idea came to her. She stumbled out of the shower, hastily wrapping a towel around herself, and dove for her phone.

		Alice picked up on the third ring. “Hey, Stella.”

		“Alice!”

		“What’s wrong?”

		“Nothing is wrong. I just had an idea. You could be my agent!”

		Alice sighed. “It wouldn’t work, Stella. We’ve discussed this already, remember? I don’t know how to be a music agent.”

		“But you could learn. I’ve still got plenty of money from the songs I’ve released so far. I’ll find a way to get you an internship or an education—whatever it takes! If… that is, if you want to. I know you already have a job.”

		“Are you kidding? I’d love to be your agent! But learning would take time. Are you willing to wait for me? Even then, I’ll still be inexperienced. Your career could suffer.”

		“I’ll take that risk. I’d rather have someone I trust be my agent.”

		“Then I guess I’ll give my notice at work.”

		Stella practically squealed in excitement. “We should celebrate! Tonight, after work. My treat.”

		They went to dinner, during which they both got pleasantly drunk and had to take a taxi home. The alcohol didn’t prevent them from having amazing sex, even if they did get confused about which hole the dildo was supposed to go in. They figured it out eventually.

		Stella woke up the next morning with Alice in her arms and a pounding headache. She could get used to this—waking up with Alice, not the hangover.

		She checked her phone, grimacing at Twitter. There were still a few people who were convinced she was using sex to further her career, but at least their numbers seemed to be diminishing.

		She opened her email and scrolled through the dozens of new messages she had received. One in particular caught her eye.

		It was labeled as from Amy Barlon.

		The Amy Barlon? She was one of the singers Jamison represented. Well, had represented. Stella wasn’t sure if he was representing anyone anymore.

		She opened the email.

		

		Dear Stella,

		

		Thank you for your message. I’m sorry it took me so long to get back to you—wading through fan emails takes more time than I would like.

		I’m sorry for what happened to you, but I have to admit, I was so relieved to see your story because it means someone is finally standing up to him.

		For years, Jamison has demanded sex from me. At first, it was meant to be a one-time thing, but he just kept asking for more and more, and I was too afraid to say no. I put my career ahead of my body’s integrity, and after seeing your bravery, I regret it.

		If I’d done what you had from the start, a lot of other women could have been spared Jamison’s perversion. As you say, if he did this to us, he probably did it to others.

		I know how hard it is to get your career off the ground, especially with this kind of scandal. I was wondering if you would like to do a collaboration with me? I love your singing style, and I think we would sing well together. It would help with launching your career above this whole Jamison drama. It’s the least I can do.

		If you are amiable to the idea, I look forward to working with you!

		

		Amy

		

		Stella stared at the email in disbelief for several seconds. Then she leaped into the air and let out a whoop. It was better than she could have hoped for.

		She could work on her album with Amy while Alice got her foot in the door. Her career wouldn’t lose any momentum at all—quite the opposite.

		She called Alice again, who announced that they should have another celebration. Without alcohol this time, as her head would probably never forgive her.

		They went to a local café during Alice’s lunch break. Stella had spent the few hours before lunch researching different internships and programs she thought looked promising and had replied to Amy’s email.

		Stella fiddled with her napkin, wondering how to say what she wanted to say.

		“Something on your mind, Stella?”

		Stella nodded, swallowing past the lump of anxiety in her throat. “I was thinking… well, you know how we said I don’t have time for a relationship right now?”

		“Yeah…”

		“Well, I’m not sure when a good time is going to be. If my career goes the way I’m hoping, I’ll be doing tours and all sorts of things. As my agent, you’ll be coming with me. It’s not like it was before when you had a job that would keep you here.”

		“I’m not following you.”

		“What I’m trying to say is that I’d like to be in a relationship with you. Now and in the future. I don’t want to wait. There will never be a good time, but as long as we’re together, we can make it work.”

		I love you.

		Stella clamped her mouth shut. It wasn’t time for those words yet. They had to at least agree that their partnership should be more than professional before she blurted that one out. Still… she didn’t know how long she’d been falling in love with Alice for. Maybe her whole life.

		They had been friends since kindergarten. How long would it have taken them to fall in love if Stella had been a woman—or known she was a woman—from the start? They probably would have been together since high school.

		Stella wished she could see Arela again to thank her. She was beyond grateful to have her dream career within reach, but she was even more thankful that this change had allowed her to be with Alice in the way she suspected she was always meant to be.

		Alice’s voice brought her out of her thoughts. “I’d love that, Stella. How about we make this our first official date?”

		“That sounds good to me.”

		Stella reached over the table and took Alice’s hand in hers. Alice squeezed her hand back, smiling. Stella felt like everything was perfect in the world.

		

		Stella paced nervously backstage. Alice shoved a glass of water into her hand. “It’ll be fine.”

		“I don’t want it to be fine! I want it to be spectacular.”

		“It will be, don’t worry.”

		“Amy will be spectacular. Me—I’m still so new at this. What if I mess up?”

		“Remember, most of this audience aren’t music experts. They probably won’t even notice if you mix up a chord or mistime something. You can recover.”

		Stella nodded. She and Amy had been practicing together for four weeks now. Amy had encouraged Stella to keep going even when she made a mistake so she would be able to sing without pause, even if the show didn’t end up perfect.

		Their album had taken off like a rocket. It quickly soared to the top hits list, bringing both Stella and Amy a lot of positive publicity. Amy had spoken out about what Jamison had done to her and had gotten a fair amount of backlash.

		Most people were understanding, but some accused her of whoring herself out for success. She was just as grateful as Stella for some positive, scandal-free press about what they both really wanted to talk about. They had written the songs together, most of which were about breaking free from the chains of other people’s expectations. Some of them were among the best songs Stella had ever written. She loved working with Amy and was already eager to collaborate again once Stella had a few more opportunities to stand on her own merits—the last thing they wanted was for social media to accuse Stella of riding Amy’s coattails after the last scandal.

		They would perform the most popular songs on their album and some of Stella’s singles to reestablish her individual talent in front of thousands of people. To say Stella was nervous would be an understatement.

		“Just breathe. You’ve performed before. This is no different, remember? The numbers might change, but the music doesn’t.”

		Stella nodded, forcing herself to take a deeper breath. “You’re right. Of course you are.”

		Amy came up beside Stella. “You ready?”

		Stella fiddled with the neckline of her dress. “Yeah. Let’s do this!”

		She and Amy walked out onto the stage side by side as they were announced. Stella felt naked without her guitar. Amy had her own band that they had used for musical backup when recording the album. Stella might look into hiring her own band someday for extra backup, but she didn’t want to give up her guitar. There was something soothing about working her fingers over the strings as she sang.

		Stella and Amy stepped up to the microphones. Stella let Amy welcome the guests, simply waving when her name was called. Amy was already experienced at this, having done several tours. This was her first concert with her new manager, though. It was also Stella’s first performance with Alice as her manager.

		Alice finished her basic internship training last week and had been throwing herself into the work ever since. Stella barely had to do anything—just show up and sing when Alice told her to. Alice took care of all the fan mail and other practical issues.

		It was incredible. Stella could just do what she loved; singing and playing music, nothing more.

		The band started up the tune for their first song, the second most popular one on the album. They were saving the most popular for last. The audience screamed their approval at the song choice.

		Stella found herself grinning as her nerves faded. She and Amy were surrounded by fans who would probably still love their performance even if it was riddled with mistakes.

		Stella opened her mouth and began to sing.

		The concert seemed to fly by. Whenever she got nervous, she glanced to her left, where Alice was waiting for her backstage. Alice gave her a thumbs up and a smile, which never failed to boost Stella’s courage.

		By the time the concert was done, Stella was exhausted but satisfied. She and Amy went backstage, giving each other a high five.

		“Great show! You’re a natural.” Amy grinned widely at her.

		“Really? I was worried I wasn’t doing you justice.”

		“Nonsense, you were incredible. I’m totally coming to your first solo concert when that happens.”

		If there was anything that could have made their night more perfect, it was this. Stella couldn’t believe that a singer as good as Amy would be so interested in her.

		Alice wrapped her arms around Stella from behind, speaking quietly in her ear. “Well done. You were amazing.”

		Stella turned her head to the side as her lips searched for a kiss. Alice obliged, and then took another. They were just going in for a third when Amy cleared her throat.

		“Let’s wrap it up, love birds. We’ve got fans to meet.”

		There were about twenty fans who had gotten VIP backstage passes. Alice faded into the background as the fans surrounded them.

		Stella’s enthusiasm faded a little as the inevitable propositions started coming. She politely declined, wondering how many people knew that she was attracted to women.

		She supposed she was gay now. She had identified as straight when she lived as a man, but now that she was a woman and still attracted to women, she couldn’t exactly call herself straight anymore. Stella and Alice weren’t hiding their relationship, but maybe Stella should make her sexuality more public. Have Alice do an announcement or something. That might reduce the number of guys wanting to sleep with her, but unfortunately, it would also open up the option of women wanting to sleep with her.

		Still, women were generally less creepy than men, so she still thought she’d end up with less of this nonsense if she made her inclinations known to the fans.

		Once they were done talking to the fans, Amy disappeared with an attractive man on each arm. Stella grinned as she wished Amy a good night. Amy winked at her. Judging by the look of the men she had with her, Amy was in for a fun night. Stella wasn’t super good at judging attractiveness in men, but even she could tell that Amy had chosen well.

		Stella extracted herself from the fans who were hinting more and more heavily that they would love to accompany her back to her room. What better time than now to start putting this out there? She caught Alice’s eye and beckoned her over. Alice came to her side, and Stella immediately pulled her into a deep kiss. A couple of the fans cheered, while others looked disappointed.

		“Sorry, everyone, but I’m beat. Thanks for coming.”

		After a chorus of goodnight from everyone, Stella wrapped an arm around Alice’s waist and started leading her away.

		“Are you sure that was wise?”

		“Coming out? Absolutely. We can make an official statement later, but this will start to get the word out there. I’m really sick of men trying to sleep with me just because they like my music.”

		“I can understand that. As long as they know you’re a kept woman,” Alice teased. “Shall we go to bed?”

		“I thought you’d never ask.”

		“So much for being tired, huh?”

		Stella grinned. “Yeah, I may still be a little buzzed. What do you think of helping me blow off some steam?”

		“Gladly.”

		

	
		

		Chapter 8

		

		Stella and Alice stayed up for two hours before finally falling asleep in each other’s arms. Stella had picked up the habit of carrying around baby wipes and laying a towel on the bed before they started so that neither of them had to get up to clean up afterward. They simply needed to wipe down and toss the towel on the floor before they were free to cuddle up. Alice had laughed at her at first but changed her tune when she no longer had to decide between sleeping on a damp mattress and dragging herself up to the bathroom after a mind-blowing orgasm.

		Alice was up early the next morning, dealing with emails and coordinating meetings and dates.

		Stella slept in, waking at around noon to find Alice still hunched over her computer. “You work too hard, you know that?”

		“I can’t help it. My boss is a hardass.”

		“Really? Well, maybe you should ask her to reduce your hours. You could always threaten to strike if she doesn’t agree. It’s not like she could survive a day without you.”

		“I’ll take that under advisement.” Alice’s eyes sparkled. “Not even a day? Really?”

		“Not even close to a day. I’m lucky to have you.” Stella pulled Alice in for a kiss.

		“Are we still talking about my management skills?”

		“And… other skills.”

		Alice smiled into Stella’s mouth and deepened the kiss.

		They broke apart at the shrill ringing of the phone. Alice took a deep, shaky breath before answering it. “Hello?” Her voice was remarkably steady for someone who had just had a tongue down her throat. Amy wandered away, speaking about cleanup crews and meetings with the venue manager. It sounded like she was talking to Amy’s new agent.

		Once they had sorted everything with the building manager, Stella took Alice to lunch at a small café around the corner that Amy had recommended.

		They were halfway through a good meal when someone plopped down next to Alice, opposite Stella. “Excuse me?”

		“It’s okay, Alice, I know her. Meet Arela.” Stella beamed at Arela. “You have no idea how grateful I am for what you’ve done for me. If there’s anything you ever want in return, you just have to ask.”

		Arela smiled thinly at her. “I’m glad you feel that way, Stella, because there is something I need from you—the price we spoke of. I need a very rare ingredient for one of my potions.”

		“Sure, what is it? I bet I can get it on eBay, even if I have to pay an arm and a leg for it. eBay has everything.”

		“Love.”

		“Excuse me?”

		“I need the essence of love, given freely.”

		“Um… sure. How do I give you that?”

		“You give me permission to take your love from you.” Arela pulled out a glass bottle and uncorked it. “I will do the rest.”

		“Now, just hang on. What do you mean by take my love from me?”

		Arela sighed. “The love you two have is of my making. I offered you your career, Stella, and I have given that. I never offered you love as well.”

		“Well, that’s what happened.” Alice edged ever so slightly away from Arela, looking at her with undisguised mistrust. “We’re not going to apologize for it.”

		“Nor would I ask you to. In fact, you have an ingredient that I need more than anything else in the world.”

		“What will happen to me if I agree?” Stella asked again.

		“Your love for Alice will be taken from you. You will feel no more for her than you do for any stranger.”

		“No WAY!”

		“Stella, calm down.”

		“Don’t you tell her to calm down! You get the hell out of here!”

		“You should listen to what I have to say.” Arela’s eyes narrowed. “You agreed to a price of my choosing, Stella. If you do not pay up, I will take back what I gave you. You will be in your old body—a man with no talent to speak of.”

		Just like that, Stella’s perfect world shattered around her.

		“Arela—wait. We’re both reasonable adults. There has to be some way we can work this out without doing anything drastic. Isn’t there anything else you want?”

		“Drastic? I’ll give you drastic. My daughter is dying of a rare magical illness that can only be cured with this potion. The potion is useless without its final ingredient. View me as a villain if you must, but I will not settle for anything less than the ingredient that will save her life.”

		“But if I say no, you won’t have it, regardless. That doesn’t mean you have to change me back.”

		“You expect to get your dreams for free? You cannot begin to understand the type of power it took to transform you and to maintain that transformation; my magic is a part of you. If I reverse the change, I will gain that power back and have a chance to grant someone else’s wish before my daughter dies.”

		Stella didn’t know what to do. How in the world was she supposed to convince Arela to do anything other than work tirelessly to save her daughter? If she were in Arela’s position, she wouldn’t stop until her daughter was saved. “There has to be another way. I want to help you, Arela, but I can’t give up my love for Alice. I won’t.”

		Alice reached across the table, squeezing Stella’s hands. “I feel the same way.”

		They hadn’t said I love you yet. Stella had hoped for it to come out under less trying circumstances.

		“I am not here to argue with you. I will give you one day to decide. If you decide to give the fair payment I ask for, meet me at the Yarraway pub across the street tomorrow night and be prepared for me to take what I need. If you are not there, and if you do not freely give what I ask, you will be transformed back to your old self by midnight.”

		Everything was happening too fast. Stella wanted to freeze time, to find some way to make this right. There had to be some solution out of this nightmare; she just needed time to find it.

		“Wait—please, let’s talk about this—”

		“There is nothing more to talk about. Goodbye, Stella. I hope to see you tomorrow night.” Arela got up and left.

		Had she not already been sitting, Stella’s knees would have given out. She clutched Alice’s hands, trying her best not to panic. Not panicking was getting harder and harder by the moment. “Alice—what are we going to do?”

		“I don’t know. Fuck! We should have seen this coming. We knew there would be a price. We just…”

		“Got so caught up it slipped our minds,” Stella finished. “There has to be some way around this. We can call a lawyer, get a court order forbidding Arela from changing me back. There has to be some legality around changing a person’s body without their consent.”

		“Even if we had time to get a court order, I don’t think that would work. The courts protect witches and their deals. They will most likely rule that you agreed to the price when you took Arela’s deal. If it was her changing you into something else entirely, we might have a case, but the fact that she would be putting you back the way you were…” Alice trailed off helplessly.

		“Well, I’m not giving up on my career that easily!”

		“Arela wasn’t threatening to take your career.”

		Stella stared at Alice. “Are you mad? Do you think I’d give up our love? I’d spend the rest of my life bagging groceries before I let someone take my love for you. At least then I’d respect myself for doing an honest job, instead of choosing my career over the best thing that’s ever happened to me.”

		“Don’t say that. You’ve wanted this for your entire life. We fell in love; we can fall in love again. You can’t get this body back.”

		“Are you actually suggesting I let her take my love for you?”

		“I’m just saying we shouldn’t rule anything out yet. I’d never forgive myself if you lost your career on my account.”

		“I’d never forgive myself if I lost you because I was blinded by ambition.”

		Alice shook her head. “Look—let’s get out of here. We can discuss this back at the hotel.”

		They paid quickly and headed back to their shared room. Stella flopped down on the bed, groaning. “I still don’t know what to do. If this really is the only way for Arela to save her daughter, then there’s no way she’s going to back down.”

		“What if we got the help of another witch? One who could bring back your love after Arela took her sample?”

		Stella stared at Alice in disbelief. “You’ve got to be joking. Another witch? One who will no doubt have her own price? We’d be compounding our current problem, not solving it.”

		“So you think another witch could come up with a price worse than this? What could possibly be worse than having to make a decision like this?”

		“I told you, there’s no decision to make. I’m not giving you up. I’m sorry about Arela’s daughter, but Arela is a witch; she’ll have to find another way to heal her. I. Will. Not. Give. You. Up. Do you understand? I love you too much to let you go.”

		Tears spilled from Alice’s eyes. “I love you too. So much. I just wish you didn’t have to choose—I mean, give up your career because of me.”

		“It’s not because of you—never you. It’s because of Arela. She is the one demanding this. Even if I had known the price from the start, I’d still have taken the deal; I gained much more than just a taste of my dream. I gained you. And hey, some people never even get to try that much of their dream.”

		As much as Stella wanted to hate Arela for the choice she was forcing on her, she couldn’t. Arela had no reason to lie about her daughter’s life hanging in the balance. What parent wouldn’t go to the ends of the earth to save their child?

		She bit back tears. “There’s something I want to do before I change back. I want to sing you one last song.”

		“You know I always love to hear you sing.”

		“This one isn’t written yet. Can you give me a few hours?”

		“Of course. I have some work to do, anyway.”

		Stella suspected that Alice didn’t have anything to attend to and simply wanted a bit of time alone to compose herself. That worked for Stella.

		For the next three hours, she poured herself into writing her song—a love song for Alice. The last song she would ever sing, at least as Stella.

		Once she had transformed back into Ryan, Stella would probably still sing simply because she loved it, but she held no illusions. She would not be a career singer. It would never happen. Maybe it just wasn’t meant to be. Stella spent the next hour practicing, stopping only when Alice returned to the hotel room. Her face was red and blotchy, but her gaze was steady when she met Stella’s eyes.

		“It’ll be okay. We’ll figure out where to go from here.”

		“There’s nowhere to go from here,” Stella said dully. “My career will be over tomorrow night.”

		“As a singer, maybe, but you’ve always been a brilliant songwriter. I have some contacts in the music world now. I can get your songs in front of all the top artists. Your songs can still be sung on the world stage.”

		“Just not by me.”

		“I’m sorry.”

		“Don’t be. It’s a good idea. I just can’t think about it right now. The idea of anyone other than me singing my songs…” Stella trailed off, but she didn’t need to finish. Her songs had always been hers and hers alone. She didn’t like the idea of sharing them, but Alice was right. If she wanted to be involved in the industry at all, she needed to get her head around her new reality. She would need time to grieve, but there would be a time to move on. Especially with Alice at her side to support her.

		Stella couldn’t think about that now, though. Right now, she could only think of the life that had been so close and was now slipping through her fingers. She didn’t regret it, though. She had meant every word she said to Alice. Stella had never really thought much about a relationship; she’d been too busy fighting for her career. It was only now that it was all threatened that she realized that there were more important things. Maybe she should have been fighting for love all along. She resolved that she would spend the rest of her life doing just that—fighting for her and Alice.

		“You know that if you don’t do what she wants, she’ll change you back.”

		Stella frowned. “I know that. That’s what we’ve been talking about this whole time.”

		“What I mean is… Stella, I love you, but I’m not attracted to men. If… if you get back your old body and you don’t identify as a woman anymore, we couldn’t be together. I love you, but there’s a reason I only loved you as a friend before you started identifying this way.”

		Stella hadn’t thought of that. She closed her eyes as pain lanced through her. “I’m… I’m not sure. It feels right and easy to identify as a woman in this body, but in my old one? I have to admit, it was much easier to transition socially than I thought it would be. I took to the new body and new pronouns much quicker than I thought. I don’t know if I’m afraid of committing to it or if it was just going with the flow, but…”

		“Maybe if I still love you as a man… maybe it means I’m bisexual?” Alice touched Stella’s face and smiled weakly. “We’ll figure it out. Maybe I’ll feel the same about you if you realize you are a man and I’ll adjust to knowing my sexuality better. And maybe you’ll realize you still identify as a woman and we’ll work together on figuring out how you want to transition. And if—if it turns out I’m not attracted to you as a man? Then we’ll figure that out, too. We’ll still love each other. Even if it’s as very close friends who had some amazing sex for a while.”

		Stella couldn’t stand the idea of going back to their old friendship, but it also felt like nothing was the same. Even if they weren’t romantically or sexually involved, their friendship was deeper than anything Stella had ever experienced. Losing what she had now, the comfort of easy labels and easy understanding, choked her up, but she thought she could handle even that outcome as long as Alice was by her side in whatever capacity she could have her in.

		Whatever was about to come, she couldn’t change it, though. She knew that. Stella resolved to enjoy what little time they had left.

		

	
		

		Chapter 9

		

		Stella woke the next morning reluctantly, her limbs still entangled in Alice’s. She gently disengaged herself and slipped into the shower. She got back in bed, watching Alice sleep. She was adorable like this, all relaxed and open. She was usually so driven when she was awake; it was nice to see her this at ease.

		Stella would miss waking up like this. She was sure that she and Alice would still sleep in each other’s arms, but there might not be anymore midnight groping, no wandering hands, no small kisses shared in those twilight moments between waking and sleeping.

		She told herself she wouldn’t cry. She had already been given more than most people ever got. She had found her true love, the person she wanted to spend the rest of her life with. So the sex might be different. There were worse things.

		Stella sighed as she looked down at herself. She truly was more comfortable in this body than she ever had been in her male body. She still had money left from her brief time as a successful singer. Maybe she could use it to transition. It wouldn’t be the same as this. Arela had given her a cis woman’s body. Her body as a trans woman would be very different.

		Still, it was better than nothing. Stella wondered if she might even be able to sing after she’d been on HRT for a while. Did HRT change someone’s voice? She’d have to check that. There must be ways to make her voice more feminine—vocal training of a different kind, if nothing else.

		Maybe the reason she’d never made it as a male singer was that her voice was always meant to be a feminine one. If she could get her voice sounding more feminine, maybe all would not be lost. Maybe this was the way to the truest success.

		Of course, her voice would never be as good as the magically enhanced gift, but her songwriting skills could make up for a lot. As long as her voice was alright, she might be able to get away with it. Stella smiled, feeling just a little more hopeful. It was good to have some hope, even if it was very slim.

		Alice stirred, mumbling something under her breath.

		Stella climbed back into bed, pressing a kiss to Alice’s temple. “Good morning.”

		“Good morning.” Alice snuggled closer into Stella’s chest, burying her head in Stella’s breasts. “I’m going to miss these.”

		“Me too. Maybe not for long, though. I was thinking… maybe once Arela changes my body, I could transition back. It won’t be as good as magic, but I would still be a woman.”

		That woke Alice up. She propped herself up on an elbow, looking seriously into Stella’s eyes. “Is that something you’d want? You decided?”

		“It is. I feel more comfortable in this body, and I don’t want to give it up. I don’t have a choice about that much, but I may be able to get it back.”

		“That would be amazing,” Alice breathed. “We could really be together.”

		“I may even be able to sing. Who knows how the transition will affect my voice?”

		Alice bit her lip. “I’m not sure it works like that. Not just with hormones, anyway. I wouldn’t get your hopes up.”

		“I know it’s a long shot, but it’s something to hope for, and some hope is better than none.”

		“I just don’t want you to be crushed if it doesn’t work out. You can still make a good career for yourself writing songs.”

		It wasn’t the same, but of course Alice knew that. They were both desperately clutching at any potential comfort in a horrible situation. Stella knew that this would hit her hard later, but she tried to remain positive for now. There was no point in letting sadness ruin the time they had together before everything changed irrevocably.

		“We’ve still got the day. I can think of better ways than talking to spend it.”

		Alice raised an eyebrow. “Oh yeah? Well, if you don’t want to talk, perhaps you can show me.”

		“Well, my ideas don’t involve clothes…”

		Alice took the hint and wriggled out of her pajamas. Stella had gotten dressed after her shower, but she was quick to shed her clothes now. She pulled the blankets back, admiring Alice’s body. She truly was beautiful. She wasn’t sure how Alice would respond to her original body yet; it might be a woman’s because it was hers, but it was unfamiliar. As much as she would want Alice to enjoy her, she wouldn’t pressure Alice to get to know it before she was ready. She hoped it would turn into a fun exploration like when Alice introduced her to sex as a woman before.

		Stella started from the bottom, kissing the tops of Alice’s feet, then her ankles, then her calves. She worked her way up, kissing Alice’s outer thighs, passing over her pussy completely. Alice moaned in frustration as Stella started kissing her belly. She let her tongue trail teasingly around Alice’s breasts, never touching the nipples, which were hard and begging for attention.

		Finally, she reached Alice’s mouth. Alice’s kiss was fierce and needy. Stella lost herself in that kiss, letting her body take over as they devoured each other. She brought a hand to Alice’s breasts, letting her fingers trail lightly over the nipples. Alice moaned into her mouth, wrapping an arm around Stella’s neck, pulling her closer and deepening the kiss.

		Stella moved so that she was straddling Alice, pressing her clit down against Alice’s thigh. The pressure offered her a little relief, but she needed more. For now, she ignored her needs, focusing on worshipping Alice’s body. She finally broke away from the kiss and moved her mouth down to Alice’s breasts. Stella pulled one nipple into her mouth, relishing in the noise that Alice made. She started sucking, determined to draw more noises like that from Alice. Stella soon had Alice reduced to a moaning wreck.

		Alice reached down between them, rubbing her clit feverishly as Stella sucked on her nipples. Stella chuckled and moved down, letting her mouth replace Alice’s finger. Alice cried out as Stella started licking her clit, slow and soft at first, but then with increasing pressure. She could feel Alice’s pussy leaking onto the bed and gave brief thought to get a towel, but she couldn’t leave Alice in this state. Stella licked until she could tell Alice was right on the edge, then pulled back. Alice moaned a protest but quickly quieted when she saw what Stella was doing.

		Stella reached into the drawer, pulling out three toys. A rabbit vibrator strap-on, an egg, and a butterfly vibrator. “Bear with me for a moment.” Stella turned on the egg, pushed it into her pussy, and strapped the butterfly over her clit. It immediately started sending delicious vibrations through her, and it was all she could to focus enough to strap on the rabbit as Alice spread her legs in anticipation. Stella turned on the rabbit and slowly pressed into Alice’s welcoming pussy. She took a moment to position things so that the ears of the rabbit vibrator were brushing against Alice’s clit before starting to move.

		The vibrations of the butterfly and egg were driving Stella wild. She knew that she needed to hurry if she was going to bring Alice to release before her own orgasm overtook her. She and Alice quickly got into a rhythm, snapping their hips together, their breath being pulled out of them on each thrust. Alice’s head whipped from side to side as she moaned wantonly, growing ever closer to her release.

		Stella was right there with her. Alice brought her hands to Stella’s breasts, squeezing her nipples between finger and thumb.

		That was it for Stella—and apparently for Alice as well. Their cries intermingled as they came at the same time, clutching tightly to each other as pleasure overwhelmed them.

		Stella realized that her pussy had pushed out the egg. She grabbed it and turned it off, getting her hand thoroughly wet in the process. Alice helped her unstrap from the dildo and turned it off while Stella attended to the butterfly.

		Once everything had stopped vibrating, they tossed the toys aside, pulled a blanket over the wet spots on the bed, and lay together in each other’s arms. But Stella was far from done with Alice. They had hours yet ahead of them, and she intended to make the most of that time.

		But for now, they lay recovering, content not to speak, completely comfortable in the silence. Stella would have to be content that after tonight, she would have to start from scratch when it came to learning to have sex with Alice.

		It would be enough. She told herself that it had to be enough.

		

		Stella was more nervous than she wanted to let on, but she suspected that Alice could read her like a book. She had hoped that Arela wouldn’t be there yet, but the moment they stepped into the bar, Arela was there in front of them.

		“Well? What is your decision?”

		“We’ve got until midnight. Before I give you my answer, there’s something I need to do. There’s a song I want to sing.”

		Arela sighed impatiently. “Very well. Go sing your song. I will be waiting.” She was holding the glass vial that she no doubt intended to put Stella’s love for Alice in.

		Stella spoke briefly with the bar owner, asking if she could sing for the patrons. He agreed easily enough once he heard her name. Stella brought her guitar and quickly found an open area, where she had a direct line of sight to Alice. She sat down on a chair, adjusting the microphone and making sure her guitar was in tune.

		She looked directly into Alice’s eyes and started singing.

		I never knew what I needed until I found you.

		But you stole my heart and made my soul new.

		Alice never broke Stella’s gaze as Stella bared her soul to her love, putting her heart into the song. She knew that it was the last song she would ever sing in this body, with this voice—the one that had gotten her so far in her career but also brought her and Alice together. She wanted to make the most of it.

		One by one, the other people in the bar stopped what they were doing and turned to watch Stella. Alice’s eyes filled with tears as Stella spoke of love and eternal devotion, no matter what obstacles were placed in their way.

		Stella put all of her love for Alice into the song, letting it flow out of her, hoping to show Alice just how much she meant to her. Too soon, the song was done. Stella put down her guitar and went over to Alice, pulling her into a fierce embrace. “I love you.”

		“I love you, Stella. Nothing will change that.”

		Stella braced herself, took Alice’s hand, and turned to Arela. “I’m ready, Arela. I will not let you take my love from me. You’re going to have to change my body back.”

		To Stella’s annoyance, Arela wasn’t even looking at her. “Impossible,” Arela whispered her eyes on the vial in her hand.

		Stella followed her gaze. The vial was no longer empty. Something pink was swirling in it, like liquid smoke.

		“Arela? What’s going on?”

		Arela finally brought her eyes up to Stella’s. “You filled it. Your love—it’s here.”

		“But—but I still love Alice. I didn’t give you permission to take that, and you haven’t.” Stella reached for Alice’s hand. This wasn’t what she had been expecting, and it made her nervous. Was Arela going to take her love after all? What if she had been lying about needing Stella to give her permission. “What is going on?” Stella demanded.

		Arela tore her gaze away from the vial. “I’m not entirely sure. When you were singing to Alice, your love for her overflowed. There was too much of it to be contained in your body. This vial was primed to receive love. It collected the excess. There was so much excess it filled it completely.”

		“So, does that mean you have what you need?”

		Arela nodded. “I never thought this was possible, but yes. Thank you, Stella. I’m sorry for everything I put you through. I’m glad it ended happily, at least. I need to go. My daughter is waiting for her cure.”

		Arela vanished in a puff of smoke.

		Stella stared at the spot where Arela had vanished, trying to process. She turned to Alice. “Is it… is it over? Did that really just happen?”

		Alice’s eyes were wide, but so was her smile. “I think it did. We’re—we’re safe. She said she had what she needed.”

		Stella found herself grinning as the information slowly filtered into her brain. “We’re safe. I can’t believe it.”

		“I guess you love me too much for it to be taken away.”

		“I guess so.” Stella pulled Alice into a kiss, joy filling her chest.

		She could have it all—Alice and her career. They broke the kiss but remained in each other’s arms. Stella didn’t think she ever wanted to let go. “Marry me,” she blurted out.

		“What?”

		Stella felt her face going red. “I don’t have a ring, but—marry me?”

		The next thing she knew, Alice’s lips were on hers, kissing her fiercely. When Alice broke away, her face was slightly flushed, and her eyes were bright. “Yes. Of course I’ll marry you.”

		People around them broke into cheers as they kissed again. The whole world melted away as Stella lost herself in Alice’s kiss. When they broke apart again, Stella glanced around at the smoky bar.

		“Let’s go somewhere else to celebrate. I think there are a few fancy restaurants along the block that fit the bill.”

		“First, I want to go back to the hotel and get changed. Let’s make this a celebration to remember.”

		An hour later, Stella and Alice were in long evening dresses with sparkling jewelry and makeup in soft, natural tones with a hint of shimmer to make their skin look as radiant as they felt inside. Stella could barely take her eyes off Alice as they sat down at their table. She couldn’t believe that Alice was really hers, forever. She worried that if she closed her eyes, she’d open them and find that all of this was nothing more than a wonderful dream.

		“Stop looking at me like that.”

		“Like what?”

		“Like I might disappear at any moment. I’m here to stay. I’m not leaving you.”

		“I know.” Stella reached across the table and took Alice’s hands. “It’s just so unbelievable. How can one person get so much happiness all to herself? Everything worked out perfectly for us, as well as Arela and her daughter.”

		“Don’t question it. Just enjoy the moment. I’m sure there will be hurdles in the future.”

		Stella knew that much to be true, but as long as she and Alice were together, they could face any problems as they came. She squeezed Alice’s hands gently in hers. “I love you.”

		“I know. You proved that much with Arela. I think that it’s my turn to prove how much I love you.”

		“You don’t need to, Alice. I already know.”

		Alice winked at her. “You might be singing a different tune when we get home tonight.”

		Stella chuckled at the thought. They would have many more nights together—an entire lifetime of nights.

		She felt like if a witch came around collecting vials of joy, she would have enough to fill a dozen. As long as Alice was by her side, she didn’t see how that would ever change. No matter what life threw at them, they would face it together, hand in hand.

		Everything was perfect, and Stella suspected that it always would be.
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		An excerpt from Forbidden Flirtations:

		

		As I made my way to the central stage, I could feel the eyes of the crowd on me and see them whisper to each other. There weren’t any other glitter-covered girls around, and it was obvious to everyone what I was here for. I struggled to push myself up the four feet required to get up there, and then felt a strong hand on my ass helping me up. I squeaked as it gave a little squeeze and turned around to see a handsome man with wavy black hair wink at me and smile. I huffed, but I appreciated his help.

		The music faded into another song as the DJ cut over, and I realized that everyone was looking at me expectantly. I swallowed nervously. The bass beat faded in. I wiggled my hips and started to gyrate in time with the music. Heather had been right. This body knew how to move, and still being just the tiniest bit high helped me along. I tried to close my eyes, smile, and just flow with the music.

		They loved it. I felt shockingly self-conscious, but I’d also never felt so free. These strangers were staring at me, staring at my half naked body, at my breasts and my ass as I wiggled along with the music in the silliest costume I’d ever worn. It was humiliating and powerful and exhilarating all at the same time.

		Glitter flew off my limbs with every fluid motion, and I began to touch myself: caressing my breasts and pushing my fingers sensually down my body, teasing at my pussy through my black lace panties, taunting the crowd. Neither the men nor the women could keep their eyes off of me. Even the other girls onstage below me had turned to watch, barely dancing themselves. I was beautiful. I was a goddess, and everyone wanted to watch me take it all off.

		I reached behind my back and unhooked the bra first, enjoying the cheers and the gasps as my naked tits bounced out in front of everyone. I shook them, letting them ripple, as I swung around the brass pole set into the middle of the platform. Running on pure instinct, I lifted my left leg straight up into the air and grabbed my ankle, grinding hard against the pole with a happy moan at the shock of pleasure that ran through my pussy. I was surprised at how flexible this body was!

		Next I dropped onto all fours and crawled forward along the stage, still wagging my ass along with the thumping beat. Men at the edge of the stage hooted and waved at me as I approached.

		Rolling back onto my haunches, I grabbed both ankles and spread my legs wide, snapping them back together and then opening them again. Then, in a single motion I slid my panties down my legs and over my ankles and tossed them into the crowd. People went wild.

		Now I was totally naked, except for the glitter, crawling around on the floor like a horny animal. I could see the men’s cocks straining against their pants as I flashed my pussy at them, and I could see the women shifting in their seats, some of them even touching themselves as I writhed beautifully on the floor.

		I started to finger myself like I’d seen girls do at some of the dirtiest clubs I went to, and the cheering intensified, almost drowning out the music. I slipped fingers in and out of my pussy, arching my back and working myself relentlessly on the stage, and thumbed my clit for the extra little shocks of pleasure. I was losing myself in the moment again, forgetting anything but how amazing I felt. I lost myself to the euphoric feelings of stroking and fingering my sweet cunt, naked in front of a crowd…

		But suddenly one of the men climbed up on stage with me! I scrambled back, startled. I felt so vulnerable lying on the ground naked as he towered over me, erection bulging at the front of his pants. He held a hand out to me. I calmed down. What was he going to do in front of the whole club like this?

		I reached out and took it, and he smoothly pulled me to my feet. Then he picked me up by my waist and tossed me over his shoulder, giving my ass a few quick slaps while I was there.

		“H-hey!” I cried, my cheeks burning. Everyone was cheering him on, and I saw Heather laughing at us from the bar.

		The man hopped off the stage and started carrying me to the back of the club, where I saw that Door #4 had a green light now. Heather rose and headed toward us too.

		“Wait a minute!” I shouted over the music. “What’s behind door #4? What are you going to do to me?”

		I kicked my feet helplessly, breasts bouncing as I struggled against his burly muscles. He held my petite form easily and swatted my rear again as he kicked the door open.

		“Calm down, hot stuff,” he said in a deep, sexy voice that matched his rugged good looks. “You’re about to find out…”

		

		
			Go read the rest right now by subscribing to Alyson Belle’s newsletter to get this and FOUR other free Alyson Belle classics!
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		(If you can’t click the link, you can copy/paste - http://alysonbelle.com/free-books/ - into your web browser.)
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		Alex is bored. He has more money than he knows what to do with and nothing that fulfills him. 

		

		Everything changes when his friend Kevin recommends an app that can give you anything. Alex finds himself in a woman’s body fighting robotic orbs as he and Kevin desperately try to find the app developer to undo a wish gone wrong. 

		

		Amidst all of this, Alex finds that he has growing feelings for his best friend, but what can possibly come of them? Once he gets his male body back, he and Kevin can’t be together anymore. The price of changing back starts to seem too high, but Alex can’t possibly stay in a woman’s body… can he?
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		No matter how hard he tries, Eric simply can’t get excited about dating. He desperately wants to find love, but he’s beginning to think there is something wrong with him. 

		

		Then he meets Ari. Ari transforms him into Erin, opening the door to a passionate affair that Erin comes to love more than she ever loved her time as a man. 

		

		Her time with Ari is soon drawing to a close, though. Erin doesn’t want to go back to life as Eric, but unless she can convince Ari to keep her, she fears that she will have to go back to her old life—a life that seems pale and dim compared to the vibrant colors of living as a woman. 
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		James Stewart is a Chrono-Cop who has trained his whole life for a mission of incredible importance: He needs to travel back through time to the Old West of 1845 and prevent a tragedy which killed hundreds of people and sparked centuries of mistrust between a group of settlers and a local Comanche tribe. To do this, he’ll make a one-way jump into the body of his nearest living relative at that time: frontier Marshall Edwin Stewart, who made the fatal error that originally sparked the conflict.

		

		However, things don’t go at all according to plan. Instead of being transferred into Edwin’s body as expected, James is instead transferred into the body of a local saloon girl named Rose who has no power to affect the events which James was sent back to change. But it doesn’t change the facts of his mission, saloon girl or not. He’ll have to scramble to find some way to influence Edwin’s fateful decisions while also coming to grips with the fact that he is now a woman—and will be for the rest of his life. 

		

		If James can’t complete his objective, hundreds will die, and he might even be among the victims! But as he makes contact with his Edwin and gets to know the rugged and handsome frontier man better, he starts to worry about something more than even that: The strange feelings of love and affection growing in his chest for this dashing western Marshall.

		

		

		

		
			[image: ]
		

		

		John and Melissa just can’t seem to get along. Their marriage has been falling apart for years now, and they’re both miserable. John wishes that Melissa could get just a small taste of what it feels like to be him.

		

		His wish is granted in an unexpected way—he and Melissa switch bodies. John is furious, but Melissa seems oddly okay with the change. He beings to worry that he won’t be able to persuade her to switch back.  

		

		Worst of all, a small part of him wonders if that might not be a good thing.
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		King Hans needs to produce an heir. Though he has searched the lands, he can find no woman who satisfies him. He suspects deep down that the problem is with him but can find no solution to his malady. 

		

		Hans is starting to despair when he hears of the sorceress ice queen, Ilsa, purported to be the most beautiful woman in the land. He travels her to her, and she does something completely unexpected—she turns Hans into a woman. 

		

		At first furious, Hans starts to realize that perhaps this was what he needed all along to feel like himself. If he could, Hans would stay with Ilsa forever, relishing in the delightful things she does to him and basking in their growing affections. However, matters in his kingdom are not well, and Hans has to choose between his kingdom and staying a woman. 

		

		It’s the hardest choice he ever has to make. 
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