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My name is Mathias, and I just got finished having the best fuck of my entire life with my best friend, Gavin. He loves my new, female body just as much as I do. I have never been happier, except for one little problem. I need to steal a jewel that's impossible to steal.

Sorry, that might be a little confusing. Let me tell you what's been going on.

To start, Prince Gavin is my best friend, and I've been in love with him for a long time. We're both young men (I was, anyway) and we got into our fair share of mischief, but while we were amazingly close friends, Gavin was not attracted to me—to men—in that way. A crying shame, because I wanted him badly, but so it was. I thought I would never get what my heart desired.

And then I met a witch.

Well, I already knew her, but I didn't know she was a witch. Bella, handmaiden in Prince Gavin's castle, found me in the woods and offered me a deal. She knew how I felt about Gavin, and she wanted to help. She would make me into a woman if I would steal her a certain ruby from the castle vault, one that she claimed no one would miss. Of course, I agreed! How could I pass up this opportunity?

Long story short, the magic was real. Bella made me into a beautiful woman, gave me a lesson in pleasing a man, and then I was off to have Gavin fall in love with me. It didn't go exactly as planned. I ended up having to reveal my identity to Gavin and tell him what really happened, about Bella, me, and the planned theft of the ruby. Gavin was just happy to have his friend Mathias back, whom he thought he had lost forever. 

And the two of us had a very intimate reunion. 

Now, I'm living the dream I'd fantasized about for so long. Gavin is mine; I am his. I love my womanly body, and I want to stay in it forever. But to do that, I have to keep up on my end of the deal with Bella. The ruby.

I don't think I was supposed to tell Gavin that Bella is a witch. The whole plan was for me to be a princess from some faraway land who would be a perfect match for Gavin. But that plan fell through, and I told the truth. She wouldn't be too mad.

I hoped. 

"Gavin, Bella might be upset with me," I said to him. We were just stepping out of the hedge maze that we had gotten ourselves lost in so we could have a little privacy. The castle was just after the exit of the garden wrapped around its side, and Bella was inside, going about her handmaiden duties.

We were on our way to tell her everything. That I had revealed her secret, and my own. And that the ruby she wanted so badly might be beyond our reach.

It wasn't going to be fun.

"Bella? I can't imagine her being upset with anyone," Gavin said. "Although she was stern with me when I was younger..."

Gavin is adorable, or at least adorable as an absolute hunk of a man can be. He has blonde hair that he wears long, which I love, because it gets messy in funny ways, especially when he has to wear some royal hat or something. He's an amazing archer and he takes wonderful care of himself—I had my hands all over his body just minutes ago, and his firm abs, strong arms, broad shoulders and muscled chest were images I could not get out of my mind, even though right now they were covered by a sleek, royal blue tunic and dark, well-tailored pants. 

My new body is something to marvel at, too. Before, I was just a sooty, short-haired blacksmith's apprentice. Now, I'm a gorgeous black-haired woman with tantalizing lips, smooth skin, a beautiful face and a lovely pair of breasts with pink nipples I just love to have played with. Gavin stands over me by at least a foot, just like he did when I was a man, but now I like it even more. 

We are a very attractive couple, if I do say so myself. I hoped that Bella, who loves the idea of us together, would be more understanding of my screw-up once she saw that we were together. After all, that was the goal of all of this. For me, at least. 

"This might go beyond stern," I said, holding his hand while we walked. "I mean...what if she changes me back?"

"If she changes you back, then you're still my friend, and that's enough for me," Gavin said, which made me feel a little better. Then he added, "Although, if you can still use your mouth the way you did before..."

My face went red. "Gavin!"

He laughed.

"Well, I'm sure I could," I muttered. "But it doesn't matter. I'll make sure that Bella understands. She won't want to undo all of this when it's worked out so well already."

As we approached the castle, we released each other's hands. Better to keep secrets when we could, since so much of this had gotten out of control already. 

"It's the peak of midday," Gavin said, glancing around the vast entryway of the castle as we walked inside. "So Bella should be..."

"The kitchens." I nodded in that direction.

"Right you are. Let's go."

Into the foyer; around the right side of the wide, stone stairway leading to the second floor; through an arched doorway and down a curving hall where a torch hadn't yet been lit; and lastly, through the thick wooden double doors of the castle kitchens and into the relative chaos that always reigned supreme there. 

The air was hot, filled with steam and a bit of smoke, all trapped in the expansive kitchens by the sturdy doors that closed them off. People hurried about with single-minded determination, carrying pans, pots, plates, saucers, carafes and in one case even a big iron cauldron that was twice the size of the man hefting it.

I let the cauldron-carrying man make his way past me before moving inward, searching for Bella. She didn't do a lot of kitchen work, if I remembered right. Usually she was here to get some clean serving dishes or fresh water. But around this time, she did like to stop in for a quick something to eat, which was an easy task because she had a lot of friends here. 

I wondered if anyone else knew that she was a witch. Could she really have kept it hidden from everyone all this time? Well, if anyone could, I guess a witch would be able to manage. 

I saw her in the back by the basin, just filling a water bucket to bring back with her. I took a breath and approached her. 

"Can I take that for you?" I asked her sweetly.

"Hm? Oh!" Bella glanced up at me. "Please, Mary. You're a darling." She held out the heavy, water-filled bucket with one hand, and I took it from her. I almost dropped it to the ground and had to steady it with two hands because of how heavy it was.

"Any time," I grunted, hefting the bucket. We both knew the kitchen wasn't a great place for chatting—too loud, for one, and more importantly, it was very easy to be overheard. I let her lead the way back to the door, where Gavin saw us and hurried over.

"Afternoon, Prince Gavin," Bella said. "Princess Mary here has offered to help me with the water. Isn't she lovely? Have you two met?"

I gave a pained little grin to Gavin, my arms burning with the weight of the bucket. Gavin smiled, then took the load from me. 

"We indeed have, Bella," Gavin said. "And I think we need to talk. You, me, and Mathias."

Bella's pleasant grin went flat in an instant, and she looked from Gavin to me. I tried my best to look at least a little apologetic.

"Let's go," Bella spat. She jerked her head away from the kitchen and took off at a quick pace, letting Gavin continue to carry the bucket. We hurried along behind her as she led us away from the kitchen, back through the foyer, and upstairs towards her quarters. She didn't say a word.

Once we were through her door and it was shut behind us, Bella turned toward us, most definitely looking stern. She looked to Gavin.

"Tell me what you know," she said. 

Gavin set the water bucket on the floor, glancing at me, then back to Bella. "Well," he said. "Everything, as I understand it. That you're a witch."

Bella blinked.

"That Mary is actually Mathias, and that the pair of you have made a deal together. A deal involving Ary's ruby."

A sigh escaped Bella's mouth. "This is just great. Decades of secrecy destroyed. I'll have to start a new life. And it was so nice here."

"We're in love!" I blurted. Bella looked at me, and I swallowed. "I mean, Gavin and I, that is...he's okay with it!"

"More than okay with it," Gavin said, stepping a little closer to me and wrapping me in his arm. "Really. Bella, you've done an amazing thing."

It looked like Bella didn't expect that—obviously, she was prepared for the worst. And now she was starting to look a little less worried and a bit more curious.

"So the two of you have...come together?" 

I nodded, resting my hand on Gavin's where it was wrapped around my waist. "We have. See...Gavin got that letter from you, and...and rather than explain everything away, it just made him sad that he was never going to see me again. So I just had to tell him."

"You had to?" Bella questioned. 

"Yes! You see, if I hadn't, then we might have gotten in over our heads," I added quickly. "Ary's ruby. It's not some forgotten trinket, and getting our hands on it won't be easy."

"It won't be possible," Gavin amended. "The ruby has a special place in the vault. It would be noticed."

"Give me a moment," Bella said, turning around to look away from us, like she needed a bit of
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