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The Magic Fountain



The square stretched open in front of me, warm and golden under a web of lantern light. My buddies and I were traveling abroad, moving so fast and drinking so much, I couldn’t even remember what town we were in, but it was old and welcoming just the same.

The cobblestones under my boots were slick from the evening’s mist, but I didn’t slow down. There was music flowing from a street band near the fountain, and laughter spilled out from the café terraces.

I’d already had enough drinks to feel that pleasant buzz in my head, the one that softened the edges of everything and made every sound richer, every color deeper. And maybe it made me notice the way people’s eyes lingered when I passed. That was a look I knew well. It always sent a little pulse of satisfaction through me, like a secret I carried in my pocket.

Jamie came up beside me with a grin that told me he was about to start trouble. “You’re really going to stick to what you said back at the bar?”

I tilted my head toward him, letting my smirk answer before I spoke. “What, that I could seduce anyone?” I let the words drip slow, confident, like I’d been waiting for the chance to say them again. “Damn right. Doesn’t matter who they are. Give me ten minutes, I’ll have them ready to melt.”

On my other side, Mason barked a laugh. “You’re full of shit.”

“Full of talent,” I corrected, savoring the warmth of the wine on my tongue even now. We passed a group of women gathered near a café table, their glasses catching the lamplight. I caught one’s gaze and gave her a slow, deliberate smile. She had dark hair and a sexy pout.

Her lips parted. She looked away too quickly.

I didn’t need to look at my friends to know they’d seen it. “See?” I murmured, already feeling the small victory coil inside me.

Jamie groaned. “You’re drunk enough to believe your own hype.”

“Drunk enough to prove it,” I said, my voice low and smooth. The truth was, the drinks had loosened me, but my confidence wasn’t a side effect. It was something I wore like a favorite jacket. It was broken in, perfectly fitted, and impossible to take off.

The square was busy but easy to move through. I liked the way people made space for me without quite realizing it even though I was an obnoxious foreigner. My shoulders carried their own gravity, my grin a kind of permission. I’d learned long ago that half the game was looking like you belonged wherever you were. Tonight, in this little foreign square, I belonged like I’d been carved into the place.

That’s when I saw the fountain.

It rose at the center of the square, stone worn smooth with age, lit from beneath so the water glowed pale silver against the dark. The statue at its heart was of some long-forgotten figure, arm outstretched toward the sky as though begging for something only the stars could give. The water caught the lantern light and broke it into shifting ribbons that slid over the statue’s form.

Something about it pulled at me. Not in a mystical way, just in the way that certain places make you want to claim them, mark them in some small, wicked way. Maybe it was the wine. Maybe it was the way my friends kept needling me, their voices hot on my heels. Or maybe it was just that I’d never been the type to let a challenge pass me by.

I slowed, letting my gaze linger on the statue, imagining my friends’ faces if I did something stupid. No, when I did something stupid. Because the square was warm, the music was sweet, and my blood was humming for more than just another drink.

I could already hear Jamie laughing when I turned toward the fountain.

And I could already feel the words leaving my mouth, sealing the dare I hadn’t even been given yet.

Jamie didn’t even try to hide the smirk in his voice. “Go on, Casanova. Prove it. Kiss her.”

I followed his gaze to the fountain’s statue—the stone woman with her arm outstretched to the stars. Her features were worn smooth in places, but there was still a certain elegance to her: long hair carved to spill over one shoulder, lips slightly parted as if she were about to speak. The lantern light caught on the wet sheen over her body, making her look almost alive.

I laughed, low and unbothered. “That’s your big dare? A kiss?”

“A kiss in the wishing fountain,” Mason said, stepping closer with a grin. “You want to prove you can seduce anyone? Start with her. I hear she’s a tough one to crack.”

That earned a few laughs from the people milling nearby. I noticed them watching us now, locals and tourists alike, drawn in by the prospect of entertainment. A couple at a café table leaned toward each other, whispering. The man’s eyes flicked toward the fountain, and I caught the glint of amusement there.

Jamie raised his brows. “Unless you’re scared.”

“Please,” I said, rolling my shoulders back, letting the wine-warm confidence spread through me. “I’ve had colder kisses.”

More people had gathered around than I’d expected. A girl with bright red lipstick said something in the local language, and a ripple of laughter moved through the crowd. I caught the word legend and filed it away with the rest of the tourist folklore I’d heard tonight.

“What legend?” I asked, glancing her way.

She smiled slyly. “If you kiss her, you should be ready for her to kiss back.”

A few of the townsfolk chuckled, a sound full of something I couldn’t quite place, like they knew a joke I didn’t. I smirked anyway. “Sounds like my kind of woman.”

Jamie’s hand clapped my back. “Do it.”

The fountain was taller than it looked from a distance. I stepped up onto the rim, the stone damp under my palms as I steadied myself. The water splashed gently below, cool mist brushing my face. From here, the statue’s carved gaze was level with mine, her marble eyes catching the faint shimmer of the lights.

I leaned in slowly, playing it up because I knew the crowd was watching. It was the same rhythm I’d use leaning in for a real kiss: letting my body close the space inch by inch, tilting my head just enough, holding the moment taut so everyone leaned forward with me. My friends were right behind me, I could feel their energy. They were half expecting me to chicken out, half daring me to go further.

The stone was colder than I expected, a shock against the heat in my cheeks. My lips met hers with a gentle amount of pressure, my mouth molding over the unyielding curve. The texture was slick from the fountain’s spray, tasting faintly of mineral and something metallic.

Someone in the crowd let out a mock whistle. A few others laughed. I closed my eyes for effect, holding the kiss just long enough to make it ridiculous, then started to pull away.

That’s when it happened.

The water, which had been a soft trickle, surged up in a sudden arc. It slapped against my face, cold enough to steal my breath, and for a split second I thought some drunk idiot had splashed me from the other side. But then the air itself seemed to hum around me, and the spray didn’t fall the way it should have. Instead, it curled and clung, sliding down my skin in thin, silvery rivulets.

The first rush of cold slid under my skin like it had teeth, but then heat bloomed, spreading in waves that tightened and loosened me all at once. My chest constricted, ribs shifting, bones grinding with a sick, liquid sound that made my stomach lurch. I tried to suck in a breath and it came out higher, thinner, like the air itself had changed inside me.

My hands went to my torso instinctively, clutching at myself as the fabric strained and pulled. My shirt pressed harder against me until the seams groaned. The pressure swelled under my palms and then, God, the push outward rounded me in a way that had my pulse hammering. My nipples brushed the damp fabric and I almost cried out from the shock of it.

Behind me, my friends gasped. “Holy shit,” Jamie blurted, his voice cracking. Mason’s laugh came next, sharp and startled, like he didn’t know whether to be scared or entertained.

The crowd was louder, voices overlapping, a ripple of cheers and whoops like I was the evening’s show. Someone shouted something I couldn’t catch over the roar in my ears, but the tone was gleeful, hungry for spectacle.

I staggered back from the statue, slipping slightly on the wet stone rim. My hips knocked against it, only, Christ, my hips weren’t where they were supposed to be. They flared, wider, fuller, my balance thrown off as if my center of gravity had been yanked lower. My jeans bit into me, squeezing flesh that hadn’t been there seconds ago.

And then I felt my hair spill heavy across my shoulders, dragging damp against my neck, tangling in my lashes when I tried to look down. I grabbed a fistful, the strands silky and long, dark as ink under the lanterns.

My breath came faster, chest rising and falling, every inhale pulling across curves that hadn’t belonged to me. My thighs brushed together differently. Even the weight between my legs was gone, replaced with an aching emptiness that made panic claw up my throat.

The noise from the crowd swelled. I heard clapping, laughter, the sharp edge of whistles. They weren’t horrified. They were delighted.

I couldn’t even bring myself to look at my friends. I couldn’t stand the idea of what they were seeing, what I’d become in front of them. Instead, I stumbled toward the edge of the fountain, water still lapping in lazy ripples.

The reflection caught me.

For a second I thought it was some stranger standing in my place. Her lips were parted in shock, cheekbones sharp, skin glowing with mist. She was stunning in a way that took the breath from me. Wide eyes rimmed with thick lashes, mouth wet from the kiss I’d just given the stone. Hair spilling down over her shoulders in wild sheets. Breasts pressed against the soaked fabric of her shirt, nipples peaked and visible.

But when she moved, so did I.

The world tilted.

I pressed trembling hands over my new body, feeling flesh that shouldn’t have been there respond to my touch with shivers. The crowd’s laughter was a distant roar now, the heat of their eyes crawling all over me. Every inch of me was alive, nerves screaming, overwhelmed.

“Luca?” Jamie’s voice cracked like he didn’t believe it.

I couldn’t answer. Not with the reflection staring back at me, not with her—me—looking like the kind of woman I’d boasted I could seduce.

Only now I was the one being looked at.

I couldn’t stop touching myself. My hands clutched at the soaked fabric clinging to my chest, trying to hold it down, hide the impossible curves that had sprouted there. The press of my palms only made it worse. The soft flesh under my grip, nipples stiff and aching against the thin cotton. Every brush of fabric sent shivers racing up my spine, and the sound that tore from my throat was too high, too breathless. It wasn’t my voice.

The crowd loved it. They laughed and whistled, not cruel, but in that way people laugh when they’re telling a joke and you’re the punchline.

An older man shuffled forward through the throng. He had the look of someone who’d been here all his life. Deep lines were carved into his face, his cap was pulled low, and his eyes glittered like he’d seen this before. He raised his hand, and the laughter dimmed into a murmur.

“You know the legend is,” he said, his voice carrying easily. He gestured toward me, toward the fountain that still glimmered behind. “The statue grants a change to those foolish enough to kiss her lips. But it does not end quickly. Not until…” His eyes flicked down my new body with a smirk that made my skin crawl and heat all at once. “Not until a wish of the heart is fulfilled.”

“What the fuck does that mean?” My voice cracked, the sound sharp and feminine, and the crowd roared with laughter again. I clutched myself tighter, cheeks blazing.

“Could be anything,” the old man said with a shrug. “True desire, true release, true needs met.”

A younger local woman, bold and pretty in a red skirt, leaned against the fountain’s edge. “Maybe someone has to have their way with you,” she said, biting her lip. She winked and I felt horrified at the thought.

More laughter.

Another voice called out from the crowd. “Or maybe she has to want it herself!”

The suggestions came quick after that, shouted over each other. Marriage, love, sex. Secrets whispered in the dark. Each one dirtier than the last. Heat licked up my neck until I thought I might combust.

I turned to my friends, desperate for someone to take this seriously, but they were caught somewhere between horror and amusement. Jamie had his hand pressed to his mouth, muffling a laugh he clearly didn’t want to let out. Mason shook his head, muttering no way under his breath like maybe if he said it enough times, I’d snap back to normal.

And then there was Tate.

He hadn’t said a word, just stood rooted to the spot, staring at me. Not like the others. His gaze wasn’t mocking, wasn’t horrified. It was hungry, the way I’d seen him look at women in bars when he thought no one noticed. His throat worked as he swallowed, eyes dragging down over the wet cling of my shirt, the swell of my hips, the water-darkened strands of hair sticking to my neck.

Our eyes met. He flinched, looking away too fast, color rising to his cheeks.

That was worse than the laughter.

“Don’t you get it?” I snapped, my voice catching high again, betraying me. “This is insane. I can’t stay like this.”

But even as I said it, even as the crowd kept teasing about what kind of wish might break me free, I couldn’t shake the look on Tate’s face. The shock, the heat, the way it made my stomach twist in a way I didn’t understand.

I wanted out. Out of the fountain, out of the square, out of this whole mess. My skin was buzzing, nerves stretched too tight, and the crowd’s laughter felt like it was grinding me down. I pushed forward, clutching my arms across my chest as if I could fold myself back into the shape I knew.

Except walking wasn’t easy anymore.

I was in heels. I looked down in disbelief. The sneakers I’d been wearing minutes ago had reshaped with me, tapering into a pair of narrow black heels that pinched my toes and forced me forward on unfamiliar angles. Each step was a wobble, a sway. My new hips rolled without permission, dragging my balance with them. The motion felt obscene, exaggerated, like I was strutting even though I was just trying not to fall.

And the crowd noticed.

A low whistle cut through the night. “Look at her go,” a man called, his voice thick with amusement.

“Damn, she’s got legs for days,” another added, and a wave of laughter followed.

It wasn’t just men. A group of women sitting at a café table tilted their heads, eyes gliding over me with appreciation. One licked her lips, slow and teasing, and raised her glass in a toast.

My face burned hot enough to rival the lanterns overhead. Every look stuck to me and crawled down my body like invisible hands. I hugged myself tighter, but it only pushed my breasts up higher, the swell more obvious. The air felt thick, the night suffocating.

“Back off,” Tate said, his voice cutting sharp as he stepped in close beside me. His hand brushed my elbow as though he meant to steady me, guide me, but then he pulled back, curling his fingers into fists. He put himself between me and the loudest voices, but it didn’t matter. They could still see me.

I caught the way Tate glanced over his shoulder when he thought I wasn’t looking. His eyes dipped, hungry, then snapped forward again as if ashamed. The heat that flared in my stomach had nothing to do with embarrassment this time.

I hated it.

I hated the sway in my step, the cling of wet fabric, the way every curve seemed designed to draw everyone’s eyes. But I couldn’t deny the current rushing through me either. It was like my skin had been rewired to feel a strange, electric awareness of my body. Every stare prickled. Every brush of air against my damp shirt made my nipples ache harder. They’d never ached like this before.

I stumbled again, my ankles wobbling. Tate’s hand shot out, gripping my waist to steady me. His palm pressed into the flare of my new hips, fingers digging in just enough to make me feel how narrow I’d become. The contact stole my breath.

“You okay?” he asked, his voice low, meant just for me.

No. Yes. I didn’t know. The warmth of his touch lingered even after he let go, and I hated how much my body wanted it back. Was this what it felt like to be a woman?

The crowd hadn’t let up. More whistles, more stares. I felt like a performance, like every step was a private show I hadn’t agreed to give. My discomfort grew heavy, but under it all, a pulse throbbed low in my belly, insistent and confusing.

I wasn’t supposed to like this. I wasn’t supposed to feel the rush of being wanted.

And yet every hungry glance set that pulse deeper, stronger, until it was all I could do to keep moving.
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The tavern we found smelled of wine and woodsmoke. It was loud with chatter and the scrape of chairs across stone. I’d thought ducking inside would get me away from the crowd in the square, but half of them had followed, too curious or too eager to see what would happen next. My clothes clung damp against me, my hair dripping in loose sheets, and every time I moved, the shift of my body felt wrong. Too heavy here, too soft there.

That’s when he came up to me. A broad-shouldered local with olive skin and a crooked smile that told me he’d kissed more than his share of strangers. He leaned against the table I’d tried to hide behind, his eyes sweeping over me like he owned the right to me.

“Maybe it’s me,” he said in accented English, voice smooth as poured honey. “Maybe I’m the wish your heart’s been waiting for.”

Laughter rippled nearby. My stomach twisted, but there was something in his challenging, amused gaze that pinned me in place. If there was even a chance he was right, that touching someone, kissing someone, would break this curse, I had to try.

“Fine,” I muttered, my voice thin and strange in my own ears. “Just make it quick.”

He didn’t hesitate. His hand came to my jaw, thumb grazing my cheek, warm against my chilled skin. Then his mouth was on mine.

The shock nearly undid me.

His lips were hot, insistent, pressing with a rhythm I knew, but the sensations tore through me in ways I hadn’t expected. My own mouth felt plumper, softer. When he sucked at my lower lip, I gasped, and the sound that escaped was high, needy, foreign. His tongue swept against mine, and my body jolted, nerves sparking like live wires.

I should have pulled away, but I didn’t. I let him kiss me, let him taste me, waiting for the rush of magic to snap me back into myself.

It didn’t come.

Instead, his hand slid lower, fingers brushing over my damp shirt, skimming the curve of my new breast. The heat of his touch burned through fabric and flesh alike, and my nipple stiffened instantly, a hard ache that had me biting down on his lip before I could stop myself. The low sound he made sent my pulse skittering.

I tore back, breath ragged, lips tingling, chest heaving.

Mason cursed under his breath. “Jesus, Luca, what the fuck are you doing?”

“Trying to fix this!” I snapped, but my voice came out breathless, high, too much like the girl I looked like.

Jamie dragged a hand through his hair, pale and wide-eyed. “This is insane. This isn’t going to work.”

They stayed rooted at the edge of the tavern table while the crowd laughed, too spooked to get closer. I saw it in their faces—their discomfort, the way they didn’t know whether to shield me or just pretend they weren’t seeing me kissed like that. Mason swore again when the local’s hand brushed my breast, but he didn’t step in. He looked like he couldn’t even look at me.

And then my eyes found Tate’s. His fists clenched, jaw tight, his expression the only one that wasn’t retreating. The only one that burned hotter, darker.

His eyes were locked on us, and the storm there was impossible to read. Anger, maybe. Disgust. But there was something else underneath, something darker. Something that definitely shouldn’t be there. The second our gazes met, he looked away too fast, color rising to his face.

The tavern rang with laughter, louder than before.

“Not enough,” someone called out. “It has to be deeper than that!”

“More than a kiss,” another added, and I could feel their eyes crawling all over me, weighing every inch of my trembling body.

The man who’d kissed me grinned, licking his lips like he’d gotten away with something. “You taste so good, baby. Let me show you how much better you can feel. I’d love to test drive that new body of yours,” he said, voice thick with lust.

I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, my face burning, my heart pounding so hard I thought it might bruise me from the inside. There had been no spark of reversal, no shudder of magic. Only the raw, shocking truth of how different it felt to be kissed like that, touched like that, in this new body.

And the worst part? Some small, traitorous part of me hadn’t hated it.

The tavern had only gotten louder, hotter, since the kiss. Every look pinned me like I was the only game in town, every murmur filled with suggestion. I wanted to disappear, but the locals weren’t going to let me. Not while I looked like this.

The next one slid into the chair beside me. He was younger than the man who’d kissed me before. Dark eyes, hair falling carelessly across his forehead, the kind of cocky grin that said he’d been watching me squirm all night. He leaned too close, the smell of wine heavy on his breath.

“You look thirsty,” he said, gesturing for the barmaid. A fresh glass of red was set in front of me in moments.

I shook my head, pushing it back across the table. “I’ve had enough.”

“Shame.” His smile curved sly, his knee brushing mine under the table. “Maybe you need something stronger than wine.”

I stiffened, shifting back, but there was nowhere to go. The tavern was packed, the bench beneath me narrow, and his leg pressed insistently against mine. My skin tingled, a hot line of awareness racing up my thigh that I couldn’t seem to shut off.

“I’m not—” I started, but he reached under the table, his hand finding my knee.

My breath caught.

The weight of his palm, the slow slide of his fingers higher, set my nerves ablaze. It shouldn’t have felt like that. It shouldn’t have felt good. But it did. It felt too good. My body jolted. My hips shifted away, but the motion only drew attention.

A couple nearby laughed knowingly, raising their cups in my direction. This was just a game to them. To the men and the women. I guessed the locals liked seeing the legend in action. It was almost surreal how much they didn’t seem surprised by any of it.

The local leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Feels different, doesn’t it?”

A shudder ran through me, sharp enough that I had to bite my lip to stop the sound that wanted out. My shirt clung damp against my breasts, every rise of my chest exaggerating the curve. I pressed my arms tighter across myself, but his hand under the table crept higher, thumb stroking the inside of my thigh.

“Stop,” I whispered, but the word came out thin, trembling. Feminine.

He chuckled, low and rough. “You don’t sound like you want me to.”

The laughter around us swelled, and I knew they were watching. They all were. My humiliation burned, but underneath it, the rush—the sharp, electric pulse of being touched in a way I didn’t understand—had me clenching my teeth against a whimper.

He stood, tugging me with him. “Come on. Let’s see if I’m your wish.”

My body moved before my mind could catch up, legs wobbling in the damned heels as I let him guide me through the tavern. The crowd parted, murmurs following us like smoke. I kept my arms crossed over my chest, my hair falling in damp sheets to hide my face, but I could feel every stare dragging across my curves.

Mason barked a disbelieving laugh. “This is out of control. I’m not watching this.”

But he didn’t leave. Neither of them did. They lingered, caught in the same horrified fascination as everyone else. When the local tugged me to my feet, Jamie grabbed Mason’s sleeve like he might try to stop me, but Mason shook his head. “He won’t listen.”

Then a hand caught mine.

I stopped short. Tate.

He stood just off to the side, his grip firm, possessive, his eyes burning into me. The look on his face twisted me up. Anger, confusion, and something hotter beneath, something that made my stomach twist with guilt. But why? Tate and I had always been friends. That’s it. But for a heartbeat, it was just us. His thumb brushed over my knuckles, and I swore I felt it all the way down my spine.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

He didn’t answer. His jaw worked, his chest rising and falling, and then he dropped my hand like it burned him.

The local tugged again, and I let myself be pulled, though my thoughts stayed tangled in the heat of Tate’s eyes. Mason muttered something I couldn’t hear, and Jamie groaned like he wanted to vanish.

The back room was dim, the door closing with a heavy thud that cut off the tavern’s laughter. The air smelled of old wood and smoke, shadows flickering from a single lantern.

Before I could think, the local’s hands were on me.

He pressed me against the wall, mouth crashing onto mine. His kiss was rough, demanding, his tongue pushing past my lips. I whimpered, startled at how different it felt now. At how his stubble scraped my softer skin, his body crowding mine until I was drowning in the heat of him. My lips parted, yielding without meaning to, and he groaned into my mouth.

His hands slid down, cupping my breasts through the thin, damp fabric. The contact stole my breath. My nipples hardened instantly, sharp peaks straining against his palms. I gasped, my hips jerking forward, a traitorous moan spilling from my throat.

God, it was too much. Every nerve screamed, every brush of his fingers sparking like fire. I’d never felt anything like it. My body arched, craving more even as my mind shouted stop.

He shoved my shirt up, fingers finding bare skin. The roughness of his touch dragged over the sensitive peaks, and my knees nearly buckled. His mouth trailed down my neck, hot and wet, teeth grazing the tender spot just below my ear.

“Beautiful,” he whispered against my skin. “So fucking beautiful.”

I wanted to deny it, to shove him away, but my body betrayed me. My back hit the wall harder as his hand skimmed lower, over my stomach, toward the waistband of my jeans.

Panic cut through the haze like ice water.

“No—” The word ripped from me, high and sharp. I shoved at his chest, twisting out from under him. My breath came in ragged gulps, my heart pounding so hard it hurt.

He froze, eyes dark with want, then stepped back with a scoff. “Guess it’s not me you want after all.”

The laughter that had followed us into the tavern was gone now, but I swore I could still hear it echoing in my ears. I dragged my shirt down, arms crossing protectively over my chest, every inch of me trembling.

No rush of magic. No release. No return to myself.

Just me, still trapped in this body, with the taste of another man’s mouth on my lips and the memory of Tate’s hand still ghosting over mine.

And worse than anything was the ache low in my belly that hadn’t gone away.

When I stumbled back out of that room, shirt disheveled, lips swollen, Mason’s face was tight with anger. Jamie looked sick. But neither of them said a word.

The tavern hadn’t cooled off even after I shoved the last guy away. If anything, the energy had shifted. Their curiosity was sharper now, their gazes more brazen. It felt like they could smell the confusion on me, taste it in the way I was still trembling, still flushed.

So when another man swaggered over, with his broad chest and predatory grin, I knew exactly what he wanted. His gaze dragged down the front of my shirt, lingered shamelessly on the curve of my breasts.

“Maybe you need someone with more experience,” he said, reaching out like he had the right to touch me. His fingers grazed my arm, sliding lower.

When the second man reached for me, Jamie’s voice cracked. “Luca—don’t.”

The man ignored him. Mason looked away entirely, shoulders tense, muttering, “This is fucked.”

I jerked back, but before I could get the words out, another hand clamped around his wrist.

Tate.

He was between us in a heartbeat, his shoulders squared, jaw set. His voice was rough, almost a growl. “She said no.” His voice carried, sharp enough that even Mason’s head snapped back toward us.

The man scoffed, tugging against Tate’s grip. “She didn’t say anything.”

“She doesn’t need to,” Tate snapped, shoving his hand away. The motion was sharp, controlled, but there was no mistaking the warning in it. “Back off.”

The stranger sneered, muttered something in the local language, then slunk away with a glare that promised he’d be back. The eyes of the room followed him for a moment before drifting back to me.

The push, the warning, the way the other man slunk off—it left silence in its wake. Jamie finally exhaled, shaky, like he’d been holding his breath through the whole thing.

I rounded on Tate, anger prickling hot. “What the hell was that? I don’t need you babysitting me.” My voice cracked higher than I wanted, betraying nerves I couldn’t hide.

Mason snorted, ugly and uneasy. “Could’ve fooled me.” He started for the door, shaking his head. “I’m done. I can’t watch this.”

Jamie hesitated, glancing between me and Tate, eyes full of pity. “We’ll be at the hotel,” he said finally. “Just… don’t do anything stupid.”

Then it was only Tate and me, standing too close, the tension coiled between us like a live wire.

His eyes burned into mine. “You’re not yourself, you’re shaking, and you let a guy drag you into a back room to maul you. Tell me again how you don’t need anyone to help you.”

Heat rose up my throat, equal parts shame and fury. “I was trying to fix this, Tate. If kissing or…or more was going to change me back, I had to try.”

“You don’t even know what you’re agreeing to,” he said, stepping closer. His chest brushed mine, just barely, but enough that I felt the solid heat of him, the scent of him. Clean sweat, salt, and the faint bite of his cologne. “You’re reckless. And you’re going to get hurt.”

The words should have stung. They did. But standing that close, with his voice low and sharp, his breath fanning my damp hair, it did something else to me too.

A flutter. Deep in my stomach.

I looked up at him, meaning to glare, to push him back, but the moment stretched too long. His eyes softened, just a fraction, and I noticed the way they darted down, just for a second. Not toward my breasts, but toward my mouth. My lips still tingled from the last kiss, swollen, parted, waiting.

I froze.

He froze.

The space between us felt charged, tighter than it had any right to be. My skin buzzed, every nerve aware of him, of how easy it would be to close the distance. The thought sent another traitorous shiver through me, and I hated myself for it.

I dropped my gaze, stepping back, arms folding across my chest again. “Don’t look at me like that,” I whispered, though I didn’t even know what I meant by it.

His jaw tightened. “Then stop fighting me and let me help you.”

And just like that, the moment snapped.

But the flutter remained, low and insistent, a reminder I couldn’t shake no matter how much I wanted to.

The streets outside were quieter than the square, but I still felt the stares following me as Tate walked beside me. My hair clung damp to my back, my body humming with leftover adrenaline. Mason and Jamie had peeled off before we got this far, muttering something about heading up first. I didn’t blame them. They’d had enough, and honestly, so had I.

By the time we reached the hotel, I was trembling from exhaustion. When we’d arrived to this town, Tate and I had shared a room. But the thought of doing that now was terrifying. Not with the way he kept looking at me.

The lobby smelled faintly of lemon polish and old rugs. Tate went straight to the desk, his voice low but urgent as he leaned on the counter.

“We need another room,” he said.

The clerk tapped through the computer with bored efficiency before shaking her head. “Complete. Full.” Her accent wrapped around the words, final and immovable.

Tate’s jaw flexed. He glanced at me, then back to the clerk. “Nothing? Not even a single?”

She only repeated herself, and that was that.

He swore under his breath, then turned to me. “Looks like we’re stuck.”

I wanted to argue, to tell him I couldn’t possibly face sharing a space like this, not with the way his handprint still burned into mine from earlier, not with the memory of his body pressed too close in the tavern. But I was too wrung out, too raw, to fight it.

“Fine,” I muttered. “Two beds. That’s all I need.”

The room was small, tucked at the end of a narrow hallway. Two twin beds sat side by side, pressed up against the same wall with barely enough space between for a single nightstand. The air was cool, carrying the faint scent of detergent.

I stepped inside and froze. The last time I’d been here, I’d been myself. Now every reflection in the window and mirror, every brush of fabric against my breasts, screamed that I wasn’t.

I sank down on the nearest mattress, burying my face in my hands. “I don’t know what the hell to do,” I said, the words muffled and high. “I feel… trapped. Like this isn’t me, but it’s all anyone sees. It’s like I’m stuck in someone else’s skin and I can’t get out.”

The mattress across from me creaked as Tate sat down. “Luca—” He stopped, rubbed his jaw. His voice came rougher when he tried again. “I don’t know how to deal with this either. Watching you like that in the tavern. Every man looking at you. Touching you. I wanted to drag you out of there, and I hate that I felt that way.”

I lifted my head slowly. “You hate me now?”

“No.” His gaze locked on mine, steady and unflinching. “I hate myself. Because I can’t stop thinking about how much I want you. Since it happened. Since I saw you. And it’s messed up, because you’re my friend, and two days ago you were—” He cut himself off, shaking his head. “But now I can’t stop seeing you like this. Wanting you like this.”

The words hit me like a blow. I should have felt disgust. I should have told him to shut up, to take it back. But instead my stomach tightened, heat curling low, the flutter from before swelling into something undeniable.

I swallowed hard. “Don’t look at me like that.”

He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, face caught somewhere between defiance and regret. “I can’t help it.”

The air between us thickened, heavy with everything we weren’t saying. My heart pounded, too loud in my ears, and I hated that some part of me wanted him to keep looking, wanted to see the hunger in his eyes again.

We sat there in silence, twin beds between us, the space too small to hold everything pressing at the edges. Neither of us moved. Neither of us admitted what was burning in the room with us.

But we both felt it.

The silence stretched, thick enough to smother. My clothes still clung to me from the fountain, damp and sticky against my skin, reminding me with every shift that this body wasn’t mine. The wet cotton pressed uncomfortably to my chest, my nipples stiff and aching, the denim of my jeans digging into curves that hadn’t existed before tonight.

I tugged at the hem of my shirt, grimacing. “I should change. These are… uncomfortable.”

Tate rose from his bed, crossing the narrow space between us. His hand brushed mine, stopping the fumble of my fingers. “Let me,” he said quietly.

I froze. His eyes were steady, but his voice betrayed him. It was low, rough, and tinged with something dangerous. My breath hitched, and before I could argue, his fingers found the hem of my shirt. He peeled it upward, slow enough that I could have stopped him, slow enough that I should have. But I didn’t.

The fabric dragged over my breasts, catching on my hardened nipples, and the sound that slipped out of me was humiliating—high and breathless, too much like a moan. Tate’s jaw tightened, but he didn’t stop. He tugged the shirt free and let it fall to the floor, his gaze catching on the bare skin revealed beneath.

“God, Luca,” he whispered, like he was swearing and praying all at once.

I crossed my arms over myself instinctively, but he caught my wrists, gently tugging them away. The look in his eyes wasn’t mocking. It was desperate and hungry, like he was seeing something he couldn’t bear to look away from. The air between us crackled.

“Don’t,” I murmured, meaning to push him back, but the word faltered as his hand brushed my waist. His palm slid up, over the curve of my breast, thumb grazing my nipple. Fire streaked through me, so sharp I gasped and nearly buckled. My body betrayed me, arching into his touch even as my mind screamed to stop.

“Tell me to stop,” Tate said, his voice low and strained.

I opened my mouth, but the only sound that came out was another helpless gasp as he pinched lightly, sending another jolt down my spine. My knees gave, and I clutched at his shoulders for balance.

He kissed me then, hard and urgent. It wasn’t like the locals’ kisses. This wasn’t for show. It wasn’t careless or greedy. His mouth claimed mine, his tongue stroking deep until I was moaning against him, clinging tighter. I could taste wine, salt, the heat of his desire bleeding into me.

His hand slid lower, over my stomach, pausing at the waistband of my jeans. I stiffened, but then his fingers popped the button, eased the zipper down. “Luca,” he rasped, as if saying my name was the only thing keeping him tethered.

I should have stopped him. I didn’t.

His hand slipped inside, finding the bare, slick pussy where nothing I knew should have been. My body jolted, a cry breaking from my throat, and my head fell back. Every nerve lit up, so raw and overwhelming I thought I might shatter. I had no idea having a pussy could feel this good.

“Fuck,” he breathed, his forehead pressed to mine, his fingers sliding slow, testing, stroking.

I clutched at him, nails digging into his shoulders, hips rocking without my permission. The wet sounds between us made my cheeks burn, but I couldn’t stop. I was melting, unraveling, every stroke sending shockwaves through me.

When his thumb circled the tight, aching nub, pleasure slammed into me so hard I cried out, my voice unrecognizable, high and broken. My body arched, clinging to him, riding the sensation with wild desperation.

I’d never felt anything like it. Never. It was too much, too intense, and yet I couldn’t let go of him. I pressed closer, gasping against his neck, my world reduced to the relentless stroke of his fingers and the way he held me together while I fell apart.

And in the back of my mind, beneath the haze of pleasure, one truth sank in like a stone:

I didn’t want him to stop.

Tate’s fingers were still buried inside me when something shifted. I wasn’t just reacting anymore. I was moving with him, pressing down, chasing the sparks he lit in me. My hips rolled, slow at first, then sharper, testing what this body could do. The wet heat between my thighs pulsed around him, hungry and insistent.

His breath stuttered. “Luca…” My name sounded like a plea.

I slid my hands down, cupping my own breasts, lifting them, squeezing the soft weight until my nipples peaked harder against my palms. The sight of it, the feel of it, made me moan into his mouth as I kissed him back with a hunger I hadn’t known I could feel. His tongue tangled with mine, desperate, claiming, and I devoured him right back.

The bulge straining his jeans pressed against my thigh, thick and undeniable. Every shift made me aware of it, the heat of it. I broke the kiss, panting, and looked down.

I couldn’t stop myself.

I dropped to my knees. The carpet was rough under my skin, but all I could focus on was the outline of him, thick and hard, straining against the denim. My hands trembled as I reached up, unbuttoning his jeans with fingers that barely obeyed me.

He caught his breath, eyes locked on mine. “You don’t—”

“I want to.” My voice was unsteady, higher than I meant, but true.

His answer was to peel his shirt off in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. My eyes dragged over him. His chest was broad, his stomach taut, and his muscles flexed under the lamplight. I’d seen him shirtless before, but never like this. Never with my body aching, dripping, desperate for him.

The zipper gave, and I slid his jeans down just enough to free him from the confines of his boxers. My breath caught.

He was thick, hard, the head already slick, pulsing with want. My mouth watered, an ache low in my belly answering the sight. I’d never thought I could want this, crave this. But my lips parted without thinking, and I leaned in.

The first taste shocked me—salty, warm, heavy on my tongue. My new lips stretched around him, softer, fuller, sealing tight as I took him deeper. His groan rumbled above me, hand tangling in my hair, and the sound went straight to the wet ache between my thighs.

I sucked harder, swirling my tongue around the head, then slid lower, taking more of him into my mouth. My jaw ached, but the way he bucked into me, the way he gasped my name, made me hungry for more.

“Fuck, Luca—” His voice broke, raw and wrecked.

My hand wrapped around the base, stroking in time with my mouth. I worked him, hollowing my cheeks, tasting every drop of him until his hips thrust helplessly against me. My body clenched in sympathy, dripping, needy, every nerve screaming.

The thought flickered, sharp and startling: maybe this was it. Maybe the “wish of the heart” wasn’t mine—it was his. To give in completely. To let me have him this way.

I moaned around him at the thought, the vibration making him curse. His grip in my hair tightened, his hips jerking. And then he shattered.

His cum flooded my mouth, hot and salty, and I swallowed without thinking, greedy for it, hungry in a way that terrified and thrilled me. He groaned my name again, broken and breathless, his whole body shaking above me.

When he finally slumped back on the bed, panting, I wiped my lips with the back of my hand, staring up at him. My chest heaved, my thighs slick, my body trembling with need.

And that was when I realized how good it felt. Not just the act, not just the new body writhing with sensation, but being with him. With Tate.

All this time I’d thought being with women was the greatest high. But I’d never felt this. Never shared something that seared straight through me.

With him, I wasn’t just taking what I wanted. I was wanted in return.

Tate reached down, his hand curling under my arm, and pulled me up from the floor. His touch was steady, grounding, though the look in his eyes was anything but calm. Hunger, heat, restraint barely clinging on.

His hands skimmed over me as if he couldn’t help himself, tracing the curve of my waist, the swell of my breasts, sliding lower. He paused at the open fly of my jeans, fingers brushing the bare skin revealed there. I trembled, caught between wanting to shove him back and wanting to beg him closer.

“You’re soaked,” he murmured, more to himself than to me.

Before I could answer, he hooked his fingers into my waistband and tugged. My jeans slid down my legs, heavy with water and clinging fabric, then dropped to the floor in a wet heap, my boxers tangled inside them. I stepped out, my balance shaky, and when I looked down at myself, my breath caught.

The reflection in the fountain hadn’t been a lie. My body was sleek, soft, curved in ways I hadn’t known I could be. My mound was smooth, bare, shaved clean as though I’d always been this way. A woman’s body, flushed and wet, trembling under the weight of his stare. And I was sexy.

Tate’s hand hovered, then brushed lightly over the soft lips between my thighs. I gasped, hips jerking. The gentleness of it undid me more than anything else tonight.

“I want to return the favor,” he said, voice rough, final.

I nodded, unable to speak.

He guided me back to the bed, lowering me onto the cool sheets. My hair spilled across the pillow, my chest rising and falling too fast. He spread me open with careful hands, crawling between my thighs until his broad shoulders pressed them apart.

I’d never felt more vulnerable. Every part of me was bare, exposed, waiting. My pulse pounded in my ears, panic and desire tangled together. But then his mouth lowered, and the moment his tongue touched me, all of it vanished.

The first lick tore a cry from my throat. It was wet, hot, soft and firm at the same time, and the sensation blazed through me so sharp I arched off the bed. His hands clamped to my hips, holding me down, and then he licked again, slower this time, swirling over the aching nub that had been driving me wild since the change.

“Fuck—” My voice was broken, high.

He groaned against me, the vibration making my thighs shake. My fingers tangled in his hair, clutching tight as I rocked helplessly against his mouth. He flicked his tongue over me, again and again, relentless, until I was grinding into him, sobbing out half-formed pleas I couldn’t even understand myself.

The pressure built, hot and unbearable, coiling tight inside me. Every nerve screamed, every muscle clenched. And when he sucked hard, dragging his tongue across me, I shattered.

The climax ripped through me, violent and consuming. My back bowed, my cries echoing in the small room, thighs clamped tight around his head. Pleasure poured through me in waves, and I clung to his hair like I’d drown if I let go.

When it ebbed, I collapsed back, shaking, drenched in sweat. My chest heaved, my lips swollen, my whole body buzzing like I’d been remade again.

Tate rose above me, his mouth wet with me, his eyes dark and wild.

“I want you inside me,” I whispered, the words slipping free before I could think. They sounded foreign in my voice, but true all the same.

His breath caught. Then he nodded, slowly, like he’d been waiting to hear it all along.

Tate hovered above me, the weight of his body braced on his arms, his chest heaving. My thighs were still trembling from his mouth, but the need between them only burned hotter. The words had already slipped out—I wanted him inside me—and there was no taking them back.

He kissed me hard, his tongue pushing deep, and I clung to him, wrapping my arms around his back. His cock pressed against my slick entrance, hot and heavy, and I gasped at the sheer size of it, at how my body seemed to open in invitation.

“Tell me to stop,” he rasped against my mouth.

I shook my head, nails raking down his shoulders. “Don’t you dare.”

He pushed forward, slow, steady. The head of him stretched me, and I cried out, clutching at his arms. It was strange and shocking. My body clenched around him, yielding in ways I’d never known. The sensation was too much, too intimate, filling me deeper and deeper until I thought I’d split apart. And yet… I wanted more.

When he sank all the way in, I gasped his name. The fullness was overwhelming, almost unbearable, and at the same time, it was perfect. My body tightened around him, slick and wet, and the look on his face—his eyes squeezed shut, jaw tight—told me he was barely holding on.

“Jesus, Luca,” he groaned, pulling back only to thrust again, harder this time.

The shock made me moan, my hips bucking up to meet his. Each thrust jolted through me, my breasts bouncing against his chest, the friction sharp and electric. My body was alive in a way I’d never known, every nerve tuned to him, every movement grinding me closer to something wild.

He lost control fast. His thrusts grew rougher, sharper, the bed creaking under us. His hands grabbed my hips, holding me in place as he drove into me again and again. And I loved it. Loved the way he took me, the way my body welcomed him, the wet sounds between us obscene and thrilling.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. “Harder,” I begged, shocked at the desperate need in my own voice. “Please.”

He gave me everything. His rhythm turned frantic, slamming into me until I was crying out with every thrust, nails digging into his back. My body shook, sweat slicking our skin, the ache between my thighs building into something unbearable.

And then it hit.

My climax ripped through me, raw and violent, my back arching, mouth open in a scream I couldn’t control. My pussy clenched around him, squeezing, milking, and the magic surged. The air shimmered, a faint glow sparking along my skin, the echo of the fountain’s curse loosening.

For a heartbeat, I felt the possibility of changing back, of shedding this body.

But I didn’t want to. Not now. Not when I was full of him, not when this body was writhing with the most incredible pleasure I’d ever felt.

Tate groaned my name, thrusting harder, lost in me. His release hit as mine still shook through me, hot and pulsing deep inside, and the way he collapsed against me, trembling, made me hold him tighter.

The magic flickered once more, then faded, leaving me as I was—breathless, sweating, still quaking around him.

And all I could think was that I wasn’t ready to give this body up. Not yet.

Tate collapsed against me, his weight solid and comforting, his skin slick with sweat. I felt him still pulsing inside me, the last shudders of release fading as our breaths tangled in the quiet. My thighs quivered around his hips, my body still clenching, unwilling to let him go.

After a long moment, he eased out of me, and I whimpered at the loss, my body already missing the fullness. The sheets beneath us were damp, tangled, and I sank back into them with a sigh, my chest rising and falling too fast.

Tate rolled onto his back, one arm brushing mine, his gaze fixed on the ceiling. The silence stretched, heavy with something neither of us wanted to say.

Finally, his voice broke it. “Luca.”

I turned my head toward him, startled by the weight in his tone.

“I saw it,” he said quietly. “The glow. The shimmer in the air. It was the same light from the fountain.” He swallowed, his throat working. “You could have changed back.”

My stomach twisted. He was right. I’d felt it too—that pull, that loosening, the choice hanging there like a door I could have walked through. I licked my lips, tasting him still, and bit down on the lower one.

“I didn’t want to,” I admitted. My voice was soft, but steady.

Tate turned his head to look at me, eyes dark and searching. “What do you mean?”

I sat up on one elbow, the sheet sliding down to expose my breasts, still flushed and tender. His eyes flickered lower, then back to my face. I held his gaze anyway.

“The wish,” I whispered. “I thought it was supposed to be about one tiny little act to fulfill the wish. But it wasn’t tiny, it was big. Something that will last longer than a night.”

His brows furrowed.

“I wanted this,” I said, pressing a hand to my chest, feeling the wild beat of my heart under the new curves. “Not at first. God, not at first. But when you touched me… when you looked at me like that…” My cheeks burned, but I didn’t stop. “I realized I didn’t want it to end. I wanted this body. I wanted to feel everything it could do. With you.”

He exhaled, slow and sharp, dragging his hand down his face. “You’re saying your wish was granted? That you wanted to keep this body?”

I nodded, my lip caught between my teeth.

Tate sat up then, turning fully toward me. His voice was tight. “But what if you can’t get your old one back? What if this is permanent?”

I shrugged, though my chest ached. “Then maybe I was never supposed to go back.”

The silence that followed was heavier than anything the fountain had put on me. His eyes searched mine, like he wanted to argue, like he wanted to pull the words back out of me and make me take them back. But then his hand came up, brushing a damp strand of hair from my cheek, and he sighed.

“Whatever you need,” he said finally, his voice raw. “I’m here for you.”

Something inside me broke open. I smiled—small, trembling, but real. “I already know that.”

He tugged me against him then, my cheek pressed to his bare chest, his arm curling around me protectively. His fingers stroked through my hair, slow and soothing, even though his breathing was still uneven. I listened to the steady thrum of his heart under my ear, and for the first time since this whole nightmare began, I felt safe.

“You know,” he said after a long pause, his voice lighter now, “Mason and Jamie are going to lose their shit.”

I laughed, the sound bubbling out of me unexpectedly. “They’ll just have to get used to it.”

He chuckled, pressing a kiss to the top of my head.

For a while we stayed like that, tangled in the sheets, my body humming with the echoes of what we’d done. The window was cracked open, letting in the faint sounds of the town. The laughter, the music, and the footsteps on cobblestone. Life going on, waiting for us to step back into it.

I lifted my head to look at him. His hair was damp, sticking to his forehead, his lips swollen from kissing me. My best friend. My anchor. And now, the first man to ever make me feel like this.

“What?” he asked, catching me staring.

I shook my head, grinning. “Just wondering how many more wishes we could test before leaving.”

His brows rose. “You mean—”

“Not just us,” I said, heat sparking low in my belly at the thought of the tavern, of the locals’ hungry stares. “Tomorrow. We’ll see what else this body can do.”

Tate’s eyes darkened, and his hand slid down my back, settling on my hip. “Careful, Luca. You might find out more than you’re ready for.”

I leaned in, kissed him, slow and lingering. “Maybe that’s exactly what I want.”

And deep down, I knew it was.
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When she isn’t writing, she is (clumsily) attempting yoga and chatting with friends in her home, Vermont.

To read more of Jane’s stories, click below.
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