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Chapter 1
The Festival Glow


Ididn’t want to come.

The whole thing felt like a setup—one of those half-baked, feel-good outings my friends always pushed when they thought I was spiraling. Spring equinox, street festival, live music, whatever. “Get out of your head,” they said. “It’ll do you good,” they said. As if breathing fresh air and eating overpriced falafel was a cure for existential dread.

So I walked, hands stuffed in my pockets, sneakers grinding against loose gravel, the fading sun casting golden shadows over the booths. Everyone looked too happy. Too free. Children ran barefoot through clouds of soap bubbles. Women in flowing skirts danced with strangers. Men painted with glitter and flowers passed around little paper cups of something herbal and smoking. The whole place smelled like incense, citrus, and new beginnings.

It made my skin itch.

They’d scattered pretty thoroughly once we arrived—Tasha chasing food, Miles on the hunt for some psych-rock band playing in a hidden garden—and somehow I was left alone, wandering through thick knots of strangers, trying not to be noticed. Which was ironic, since everyone here seemed to live for being noticed.

I passed booths of crystals, tarot, body oils. One woman stood on a small stage reading erotic poetry into a microphone shaped like a blooming lily. A man covered in paint lay stretched on a silk sheet, inviting passersby to add a stroke to his body with a shared brush. A pair of women with painted wings posed for pictures inside a ring of feathers. It was like stepping into a dream someone else was having—beautiful and bizarre, but not mine.

I turned a corner to get away from the crowd and found a quiet lane strung with paper lanterns. The noise faded like someone turned the volume down. My shoulders relaxed for the first time all evening. This path felt older somehow—less curated, more… enchanted. Every booth was more muted here, draped in gauze or trailing ivy, lit from within by soft candles instead of neon or floodlights. I slowed my steps. Let my breath even out. Let myself forget I hated this place.

And that’s when I saw it.

A little tent tucked between two overgrown hedges. Its fabric was a pale lavender that shimmered with the breeze, trimmed in gold thread and hung with garlands of dried rose petals. A hand-painted sign hung above the entrance in loopy script:

Reveal your true beauty.

I stopped.

Not because I believed it. Not because I expected anything. But because something in my chest fluttered—like a bird shifting its wings inside a cage. I hadn’t felt that in a long time. And the stall… it felt different. Not commercial. Not loud. Just… waiting.

I stepped closer.

Inside, everything was soft and hazy, like sunlight through thin curtains. The air smelled like lilac and sandalwood. A mirror sat on one side, tall and curved like a crescent moon. On the other was a small padded stool, flanked by shelves holding glass jars of powders, oils, and brushes. And behind it all, seated on a cushion as if she’d been expecting me, was the artist.

She looked ageless. Long, silver-black hair fell in waves past her shoulders, and her eyes were a dark gray, almost violet in the flickering light. She wore flowing robes that caught hints of color as she moved—greens, golds, dusky pinks.

Her presence was calm, like water held still in a deep bowl. I didn’t even realize I’d stepped fully inside until she looked up and smiled. “You came,” she said softly.

I blinked. “I… just wandered in.”

She tilted her head, considering me, like she already knew that was only half-true. “Sit, if you’d like.”

I hesitated. “Reveal your true beauty,” I said, nodding toward the sign. “Sounds like a tall order.”

Her smile widened, but she didn’t laugh. “Not as tall as you think.”

I don’t know why I sat. Maybe it was the quiet. The warmth. The way she didn’t look through me, but at me. Maybe it was how tired I was of pretending I didn’t care. I lowered myself onto the stool and shrugged. “Do whatever you see. Surprise me.”

She nodded once, as if that was exactly what she’d hoped I’d say. Then she leaned in.

Her hands were warm. Not clinical like a makeup artist or flirty like a girl on a date—just steady, intentional, reverent. She didn’t ask questions. Didn’t chatter. She touched my temples, my jaw, my brow with fingertips that felt like they carried memory.

I closed my eyes as she began to work, not with thick cream foundations or sparkly shadows, but with something lighter—soft brushes, feathered powder, cool dabs of balm.

My breath slowed. Something moved in my chest—some knot I didn’t know I’d tied starting to unravel. I felt heat rise along my spine. A strange hum under my skin. Her fingers moved slowly, blending and shaping, tracing paths I hadn’t realized longed to be traced.

It wasn’t arousal. Not exactly. It was… presence. Being seen. Not as a mask. Not as a version. But something raw. Something real.

I felt my body grow warm. My limbs heavy. My thoughts softened, stretching long and lazy like cats in the sun. The world narrowed to her touch and the strange music playing just outside the tent—soft flutes, distant drums, the chime of laughter from far away.

And then—just when I thought I might slip into sleep—she stepped back.

“It’s time,” she said. “See your true self.”

I opened my eyes.

She smiled at me as she held out the mirror, and when I saw what looked back at me, my breath caught.

It wasn’t me.

And yet… it was.

The face in the mirror was beautiful. Radiant. Feminine.

My eyes were wider, my lashes dark and long. My cheekbones looked sculpted, delicate, my lips full and dewy, parted slightly as if caught mid-moan. My hair had changed—longer, shimmery, brushing my shoulders in soft waves. But it wasn’t just makeup. It wasn’t just illusion.

My skin was different. Softer and smoother. My shoulders narrower. My neck more slender.

I looked down.

My hoodie hung loose where it used to cling. My jeans were baggier. My chest—God, my chest—rose beneath the fabric in soft, unmistakable curves. My hands trembled.

I looked up.

The artist was gone.

The cushions. The mirror. The table. All gone.

I stood abruptly, stumbling backward out of the now-empty space. My feet tripped over the edge of the grass, and I caught myself against a lamppost as dizziness swarmed me. The street bustled again, the noises too loud, the lights too bright.

Nobody noticed me. Nobody stared. But I felt bare. As if everyone could see the truth I had only just glimpsed.

I ran.

Not far. Just around a bend, past the food tents, behind a row of flowering hedges. I collapsed onto a wooden bench in a small, hidden garden, my breath heaving, my body foreign and aching with something I didn’t have words for.

The sun dipped lower and I sat there—alone, trembling, trying to hold myself together—as the world shifted around me.


Chapter 2
Reflected in Her


Idon’t know how long I sat there.

The garden was quiet, but not silent. Bees moved between blooms. Lanterns swayed in the breeze. Somewhere in the distance, a violin played—a slow, aching melody that felt like it was pulling me apart from the inside. The wooden bench beneath me was warm, the air fragrant with lavender and something darker, something earthy, like turned soil or wet moss.

But nothing grounded me.

I couldn’t stop looking at my hands. They were still mine, technically. I could trace the faint scar on my knuckle from where I’d cracked it fixing my bike in college. My fingers moved when I told them to. I pressed my palm against the wood of the bench just to prove I still existed. But the skin was so soft. The nails were longer, glossier, the bones more slender. I flexed my wrist, and the angle was wrong—more elegant, more delicate. Like someone had traced me in finer ink.

And my chest…

I couldn’t look directly at it. The swell beneath my hoodie was too real. Too intimate. It shifted when I breathed. Tugged the fabric in ways my body had never done before. I could feel it—not just the weight, but the sensitivity. A low thrum that pulsed beneath every inhale, like my nerves had been rewired.

My thighs were pressed together tightly, but even that didn’t feel the same. There was a heat there. An ache. Not quite arousal—something deeper. Something missing. Like I’d been turned inside out and hadn’t yet mapped the new terrain.

I pulled my knees up and hugged them, burying my face in the space between. My hair brushed my cheeks, longer than it had any right to be, silky and fine. I could smell whatever the artist had used—lavender, maybe, or rose—but it clung to me now, as if it belonged.

And god, I wanted to cry. But I didn’t know how. Not like this.

I didn’t know who I was crying for.

I’d never wanted to be a woman. Had I? Not out loud. Not in words. But I’d envied softness. Envied the way some girls were allowed to shine, to be beautiful, to be held.

I’d told myself I liked women because they were desirable—but what if I’d just wanted to be closer to what I could never claim?

My chest ached. My throat burned. And I still couldn’t stop touching my hair.

The sun had nearly set when I heard footsteps behind me—soft, unhurried, padding through grass.

I stiffened.

I didn’t want to be seen. Not like this. Not when I didn’t understand what I was. I tried to shrink into the bench, but it was too late.

“Hey,” a voice said gently. Feminine. Curious. Warm.

I turned slowly, heart racing.

She stood in a patch of fading sunlight, framed by a curtain of blooming wisteria. Her dress was loose and pale green, cinched at the waist with a belt of braided ribbon and wildflowers. Her hair tumbled down in a halo of honey-brown curls, and her eyes were the color of early spring—clear, sharp, and kind.

“I’m sorry,” she said quickly, holding up her hands. “Didn’t mean to startle you.”

I tried to speak, but my voice caught. It didn’t sound like me. Not the one I remembered.

She tilted her head, studying me—not with suspicion, but something softer. Something like empathy. “Are you okay?”

I swallowed. “I… don’t know.”

She came closer, slow and careful, like approaching a wounded bird. When she sat beside me, the bench dipped slightly. We were close enough that I could smell her—something sweet and citrusy, like oranges and honey.

“I’m Lena,” she said.

“Jake,” I replied automatically—except the name felt wrong. Like putting on a shirt that didn’t fit anymore.

Lena nodded slowly, as if she understood even that.

We sat in silence. She didn’t press. Didn’t fill the space with chatter. Just… waited. Let the air settle between us like mist. After a while, she said softly, “Whatever you’re going through… you look like yourself.”

I turned to her, startled. “What?”

She smiled. “You look beautiful.”

The word hit me like a stone in the chest. Not because it was untrue. But because I didn’t know how to carry it. Beautiful. Me.

I shook my head, suddenly overwhelmed. “I didn’t ask for this. I didn’t do anything.”

“Sometimes,” Lena said, “we don’t have to.”

I blinked hard, and the tears finally came. Hot, silent, and shameful. But she didn’t look away. She reached up and gently brushed my hair back from my face. Her fingers were soft and steady, and her touch made something in me unclench.

“I don’t know who I am anymore,” I whispered.

Lena didn’t answer right away. She just looked at me—really looked. And then she asked, “Do you have a name?”

The question hit different.

Because she wasn’t asking for my old name. She wasn’t asking for what was on my license or what my friends called me in group chats. She was asking for this version. The one breathing beside her. The one trembling in a borrowed body, lost in the smell of lilac and wisteria and her soft, steady gaze.

I closed my eyes and the name came not from thought, but from feeling. “I think it’s… Jessa.”

Lena smiled.

And just like that, something clicked into place.

“It suits you,” she said.

I nodded slowly, lips parted, my throat thick with something between grief and wonder.

Jessa. My name was Jessa.

And for the first time all day, I didn’t feel like running.


Chapter 3
Her Voice, Her Name


The sky had slipped into twilight, that soft, aching hour when the sun doesn’t quite set so much as yield—when the gold stretches long and violet spills into every shadow, and the world begins to blur at the edges.

I sat still beside Lena, barely breathing, afraid that if I moved, this moment might dissolve. Afraid, too, that if I didn’t move, I might never figure out how to live inside this body.

She hadn’t looked at me like I was broken. Or strange. Or even new. That unsettled me most of all. There was no hesitation in her gaze, no flicker of confusion, just this serene kind of knowing. Like she’d already seen everything I was and decided it was enough.

“I like your name,” she said eventually, her voice gentle as a hush. She reached up and brushed a lock of hair from my cheek with the back of her fingers, as if the gesture required reverence. “Jessa. It’s got softness to it. But strength too. Like the kind of girl who lets people think she’s fragile until she decides to shatter expectations.”

I let out a breathless laugh, half caught between a sob and a scoff. “I don’t feel strong.”

She tilted her head, eyes glittering in the dim light. “You’re sitting here, in a body that feels foreign, in a moment that makes no sense, and you haven’t run. That’s strength.”

“I did run,” I whispered. “You just found me after.”

Lena smiled like that proved her point. “Then you only ran far enough to find what you needed.”

I didn’t know what to say to that. I looked down at my lap, at the way my hoodie lay soft and shapeless over breasts that still didn’t feel like mine—only, they were. I could feel the weight of them, the way the fabric brushed against my skin with every breath. I shifted slightly, and the unfamiliar jiggle, the tingling fullness, sent a jolt up my spine. My body was foreign—but it was also alive. Thrumming with sensation. With awareness.

“It doesn’t feel real,” I admitted, my voice small, hushed.

“It is,” she said. “And it’s okay if it takes time to believe it.”

I hesitated, then whispered, “I don’t know how to be her.”

“Maybe you don’t have to know yet,” she said. “Maybe you just need to listen to her.”

I closed my eyes and let that sink in.

Listen to her.

That voice… I’d heard it earlier when I spoke. Soft, lilting. Feminine in a way I hadn’t anticipated. It made me ache, not from shame, but from the jarring sweetness of it. Like overhearing someone singing a song I didn’t know I’d forgotten. Even breathing felt different.

My chest rose differently, my throat vibrated on a new frequency. I hadn’t lost myself. I’d just… shifted. Refracted. And in that reflection, I was seeing a version of myself that had always been whispering underneath the noise.

I glanced at Lena. “Why aren’t you scared?”

She didn’t flinch. “Because you’re not dangerous.”

“I mean scared for me.” I paused, wrapping my arms around myself. “This isn’t normal.”

“No,” she said softly. “It’s extraordinary. And you’re not the first person to wake up one day and realize they’ve been wearing the wrong skin.”

The words hit me like a slow wave.

I turned to her, my heart knocking against my ribs. “Do you think this… transformation… is permanent?”

She considered that, eyes scanning mine like she could read my heartbeat. “Does it matter?”

I swallowed hard. “I think I want it to be.”

Lena reached down and took my hand—not in a gesture of comfort, but of connection. Of acceptance. Our fingers fit together with that quiet sort of intimacy you only find when neither person is pretending anymore.

She didn’t say anything for a long time. She just held my hand, stroking her thumb slowly across the back of it. The warmth between us bloomed, and the silence felt like a blanket we shared rather than an absence. A pause, not a gap.

Eventually, she asked the question I didn’t know I’d been waiting for. She shifted closer and brushed her thumb against my cheek. “Do you want to go back out there?”

The thought made my pulse spike. “Looking like this?”

“Looking like you.”

I hesitated. “What if someone stares?”

She arched a brow. “Then they’ll know what wonder looks like when it’s brave.”

I stared at her, my chest tight with something like awe. “Will you stay with me?”

Lena smiled. Not a small one. Not a reassuring one. A full, radiant, yes kind of smile.

“Of course I will,” she said. And then she stood and reached for me.

I rose slowly, my balance slightly off in this new body, my limbs humming with awareness. Her hand steadied me, fingers threading between mine again, and I felt anchored. Chosen. Seen.

We stepped out of the garden together.

The festival had changed in the hour we’d been away. Or maybe I had, and the world finally looked like it always was—vivid, strange, wild with beauty. Paper lanterns glowed overhead like floating blossoms. The music had softened into something low and throaty, a pulsing hum that filled the air with promise. People danced barefoot on rugs and grass, spinning in slow circles, laughing beneath streamers and stars.

And for the first time in my life, I didn’t feel like I was watching from the outside.

I felt like I was stepping into the rhythm I’d been waiting my whole life to hear.


Chapter 4
The Festival Touch


We stepped back into the world like it hadn’t changed, like I hadn’t changed—but everything felt different now. My skin was alive in a way I’d never known. Every breath pulled the scent of blossoms and bonfires into my lungs like perfume, and every step made my hips sway just slightly, brushing against the folds of my hoodie, reminding me with every movement that I no longer belonged to the body I used to know.

Lena walked beside me as though we’d done this a hundred times before. Like she’d always been the kind of girl who strolled hand-in-hand with the newly transformed, who knew exactly how to move through magic without disturbing it. She didn’t lead me or push me. She simply matched my pace, close enough to feel but never crowding, and somehow that gave me the courage to keep going.

The lanterns above us glowed warmer now, their light soft gold and peach, swaying with the breeze like petals caught in slow motion. Music drifted in waves—guitars and flutes and hand drums, all layered and echoing, like the pulse of some old, joyful creature waking up after a long sleep. The whole festival had taken on a new rhythm. Or maybe I had. The people didn’t stare at me. Not really. Some smiled. Some nodded, lost in their own glittering worlds. Most didn’t see me at all.

But I felt seen.

The path curved and opened into a small glade where dancers swirled barefoot on a worn velvet rug. Their skirts and shirts billowed, their hair wild with movement, their faces lit by candles arranged in soft arcs around the clearing. No one was trying to perform. There was no stage, no audience. Just bodies in motion, hips swaying, arms lifted, laughter rising between drumbeats.

Lena squeezed my hand and gave me a look—a spark of something teasing, something inviting.

“Oh, no,” I said, heart pounding. “I can’t dance.”

“You can,” she said softly. “You just haven’t danced as her yet.”

I hesitated. My body still didn’t feel like it fully belonged to me. It moved differently. Walked differently. Even my balance had shifted. But something about the way the music called out—low and pulsing, playful and warm—made it impossible to say no.

She tugged me gently, and I let her.

We stepped into the ring of movement. For a moment I stood frozen, surrounded by flowing bodies and flickering light. And then Lena spun—arms above her head, her skirt flaring—and came back to me with a grin that made my chest flutter.

“Just follow the rhythm,” she whispered.

I didn’t know how. But I let my body try.

I started slowly—just a sway of my hips, a bend of my knees, letting my arms move with the beat. My hoodie shifted with every motion, brushing against the new shape of me, the soft press of my chest against the fabric sending waves of sensation I wasn’t ready for. But I didn’t stop.

Because Lena danced closer. Our fingers brushed. Then again. Then hooked.

The music built around us, curling like smoke, and suddenly I was in it. Moving. Laughing. Letting go. My hair fell into my eyes, and I laughed again as Lena pushed it back with both hands, her smile so full of wonder I felt my knees weaken.

“You’re glowing,” she whispered.

The words hit me like a kiss. And then—she did.

Her lips brushed mine—soft, sweet, certain. There was no hesitation. No awkwardness. Just a warmth so deep I almost gasped from it. Her hands cupped my cheeks as her mouth moved against mine, and I melted into her like I’d been waiting my whole life for this moment.

I’d been kissed before. Plenty of times. But never like this. Never when I felt this vulnerable, this open, this real.

Her mouth was warm and slow, and when our tongues touched—just a flick, a tease—I whimpered, high and soft, the sound slipping out of me without thought. My hands gripped her waist, fingers sinking into the folds of her dress. The taste of her lingered on my lips—orange peel and clove, something sweet and spiced—and when she pulled back, I chased her mouth without meaning to.

She laughed breathlessly. “Oh, Jessa…”

I pressed my forehead to hers. “Don’t stop.”

“I don’t want to.”

And then we kissed again, deeper this time. Not public, not performative. Just us, at the center of a spinning, candlelit world. Her hands drifted lower, tracing my back, my waist. Mine roamed too, learning the way her body curved and moved, and with every second I felt more like myself.

No one around us seemed to mind. If they noticed, they smiled and kept dancing. The music grew darker, slower, and our kiss matched it—tongues lazy, lips parting and pressing and drinking each other in like wine.

When we finally broke apart, I was dizzy.

“I need…” I started, but didn’t know how to finish.

She kissed my cheek. “Come with me.”

We slipped out of the clearing, her hand still wrapped tightly in mine, and wove between the trees. I didn’t know where we were going. I didn’t care. My whole body throbbed with want and wonder. I felt raw—tender and new, like skin exposed to sunlight for the first time.

At the edge of the festival grounds stood a low tent, its entrance draped in velvet, surrounded by cushions and lanterns that glowed a soft amber. It wasn’t crowded—more of a quiet escape than a popular spot—and Lena led me inside without a word.

It smelled of rose petals and warm spice. The space was soft and dark, lined with floor pillows and silk throws, designed for intimacy without expectation.

She pulled me down onto the cushions, tucking me close. We didn’t kiss again right away. She just held me. Let me breathe.

Let me feel.

Her fingers traced light patterns on my arm, then down to my waist. She nuzzled into my neck and sighed, as though I were something precious she had just unwrapped. I closed my eyes and let myself sink into her warmth, her steadiness, her presence.

After a while, she spoke. “Is this what you want?”

I opened my eyes. Her face was lit only by candlelight, and she looked so kind—not eager, not hungry. Just… there. Patient. Ready.

I swallowed. My lips still tingled from her kiss.

“I don’t understand it,” I whispered. “But I want everything. I want to feel it all.”

Her eyes darkened. Her hand slid lower on my hip.

“Then let me show you.”


Chapter 5
Arousal and Confession


Ididn’t know where my body ended and Lena’s began.

We lay together in a nest of cushions and silk, the low candlelight licking over our skin in waves of amber. I’d unzipped my hoodie—tentatively, slowly—and now sat in the strange hush between fear and desire, my breath shallow, my hands clenched in the folds of the blanket beneath me.

Beneath the hoodie, I still wore the same tank top I’d thrown on that morning, but it clung differently now. The fabric traced the curve of my breasts, catching on the swell of them with every movement, reminding me that I wasn’t dreaming. This was me. This was real.

Lena lay curled beside me, half on her side, one hand gently stroking my bare arm, the other resting at my waist, her fingers curled just shy of my hip. She hadn’t rushed. Hadn’t demanded. She simply waited, the way a tide waits to pull a boat from the shore—inevitable, but never forceful.

And I wanted her to pull me.

My skin felt tight with need. My lips still tingled from her kiss. My chest ached—not just from the sensitivity of these new breasts, but from the deep, hollow ache of wanting to be touched. To be cherished. To be known in this body, not despite it.

She leaned in slowly, her nose brushing mine, her breath warm with citrus and clove. “Can I kiss you again?”

I nodded.

Her lips touched mine with unbearable tenderness—like she was afraid to break me, or maybe afraid not to.

I melted into her, sighing against her mouth, my hands rising instinctively to hold her shoulders. She kissed like someone who understood silence, who didn’t need noise to make herself heard.

Her mouth moved against mine with slow, coaxing pressure, and when her tongue slipped past my lips, I whimpered.

Not from shock. From need. From the sharp, overwhelming realization that I didn’t want to hold back anymore.

Her hand moved, gliding up my side—soft and reverent—and came to rest just beneath my breast. She didn’t grope. She waited. Letting me feel the possibility of touch, letting my body ask for it.

I arched slightly and she took the invitation.

Her palm pressed gently to my breast, and I nearly cried out. The heat of her hand, the weight of it—it was too much and not enough. The sensation bloomed from my nipple outward, making my whole chest feel electric. My breath hitched. My thighs clenched involuntarily.

“Sensitive?” she murmured.

I nodded, too overwhelmed to speak.

She kissed my jaw, my cheek, the corner of my mouth, and then trailed downward, her lips brushing the hollow of my throat. Every nerve in my body was awake, hungry, throbbing. I’d never known touch could feel like this. Not like a thing done to me, but something I was inviting, shaping, becoming through.

Her hand slid lower, skimming the line of my ribs, tracing the curve of my waist, until it rested on my hip, fingers spreading wide, possessive and patient.

I moaned softly—high, breathy, shocked by the sound of my own arousal. It didn’t sound like Jake. It didn’t sound like pretending. It sounded like her. Like Jessa. Like the woman I was becoming every time Lena looked at me like this.

Lena pulled back just enough to see my face. “Tell me what you’re feeling.”

I tried to laugh, but it caught in my throat. “Everything. All at once. I don’t know where to put it.”

“Then don’t. Just feel.”

Her hand moved again—sliding over my belly, pressing low, low, until her fingertips brushed between my thighs.

I gasped.

Because God—I was wet.

Not damp. Soaked. My panties clung to me like silk, and the heat there was unbearable, a pulsing ache that felt like it had been building for hours. For years.

Lena’s touch was featherlight, and even that made me cry out softly, hips jerking.

“You’re so ready,” she whispered, kissing the corner of my mouth again. “You’re beautiful like this.”

“I’ve never…” My voice trembled. “I’ve never felt this way. Never like this.”

She didn’t tease. Didn’t question. Just pressed her forehead to mine. “I know. You’re doing perfect.”

Her fingers found a rhythm—slow, delicate strokes through the soaked fabric, teasing the shape of me, not rushing. Every pass made me shudder.

My legs fell open without thinking. I couldn’t stop panting. Couldn’t stop whispering her name.

I didn’t recognize this version of myself, undone and open and trembling beneath a woman’s touch.

But I loved her.

I wanted her.

And when Lena slid her hand beneath the waistband of my panties and touched me directly—skin on skin—I gasped so loud I startled myself. Her fingers were slick with me immediately, and she groaned softly at the feeling.

“Oh, Jessa,” she whispered. “You’re perfect.”

I choked on a sob. No one had ever said that before.

She kissed me as she touched me—fingers circling, exploring, learning the shape of me. My body moved with hers instinctively, hips rocking, thighs trembling, breath catching in little whimpers I couldn’t control. I clung to her, one hand tangled in her hair, the other fisting the silk beneath me, my mouth open against her cheek, trying to survive the sensation of being wanted like this. Not as a role or a body or a means to pleasure. But me. Jessa.

Her touch was reverent. Not rushed. Not greedy.

She mapped my heat like it was a secret only she had the right to uncover. Her fingers rubbed softly, slowly, drawing lazy circles over the hood of my clit through my soaked panties until I thought I might shatter from the friction alone. The fabric clung to me, thin and soaked through, every stroke of her fingers sending sparks across my belly and up my spine.

“Oh God,” I whispered, barely breathing.

“You feel that?” she murmured into my ear, her lips brushing my skin. “That’s all you. That ache, that need… it’s yours. Let me feel it with you.”

She tugged the waistband down, slow and steady, not to tease but to honor—every inch peeled away like unveiling something sacred. The air kissed my skin, and I gasped again, thighs trembling with the intensity of being bare. Open. My lips were wet, flushed, swollen with want. My clit throbbed, needy and proud, aching to be touched again.

Her hand returned, skin to skin now, and when her fingers brushed over the bare nub of me, I moaned—a high, desperate sound that shocked even me. My hips lifted without thought, chasing the contact. I needed her. Needed this.

“That’s it,” she whispered. “You’re so sensitive. So alive.”

She began to rub me again—small, deliberate strokes, just above, then across, then on my clit—pressing in slow circles that made my breath stutter and my thighs clamp around her wrist. I felt everything. I felt too much. Every pass of her fingers lit me up, and I couldn’t tell where the pleasure ended and the ache began.

“Lena,” I gasped, voice cracking. “I—I can’t⁠—”

“Yes, you can,” she said, kissing my cheek, my jaw, my mouth. “You were meant to.”

I writhed beneath her. I had no rhythm, no control. I was all sensation. Every flick of her finger sent my muscles fluttering. She flattened her hand slightly and pressed in deeper, rubbing firm and slow, and I cried out—my body arching, desperate.

She kept going.

Every motion coaxed something out of me, something raw and buried. A girl who’d never been allowed to exist. A woman who had never been touched with devotion. I could feel her breathing against my neck, could hear her whispering praise as her fingers quickened—flicking, circling, pressing harder, deeper, until I was clenching around nothing and begging for something more.

“Please—please—inside⁠—”

She shifted without pause, kissed my mouth once more, and then slid her fingers lower. I was so wet she didn’t need to force anything. Her first finger entered me with ease—slow and gentle—and I gasped, legs spreading wider in welcome, in relief. The fullness sent a ripple of heat through my hips. Then she curled it.

My back arched. My whole body sang.

She added a second, even slower, and my breath hitched, the stretch just enough to make me squirm. Her fingers pressed upward, hooking ever so slightly, and when they found that spot—deep and aching—I sobbed. Loud and unrestrained.

“There,” she said, voice low. “Right there, sweet girl.”

She kept one hand pressed firmly on my clit, the other sliding in and out, curling every time like she was coaxing something sacred out of me. I couldn’t speak. Could barely breathe. My body moved with hers, hips rocking helplessly, thighs quivering. I was so close it hurt.

“I—Lena—I’m—” I choked, my head thrown back.

Her mouth was at my ear again. “Don’t hold back.”

She pressed harder—her palm grinding against my clit now, her fingers filling me—and I shattered.

My whole body convulsed, pleasure ripping through me like lightning through silk. My cry broke high and wild from my throat, too raw to be pretty. My muscles clenched around her fingers, my back arched off the cushions, and for a long, endless moment I wasn’t human—I was sensation. A flame. A prayer. Everything I’d ever denied myself, felt.

I collapsed into her arms, sobbing from the aftershocks, trembling with something that felt like grief and joy and relief all braided together.

She held me. Rocked me. Kissed my temple.

“You’re safe,” she whispered. “You’re okay.”

I clung to her like I might fall apart again if I let go.

But I didn’t fall.

I just… became.


Chapter 6
First Touches


Ididn’t know how long we lay there. Time had softened around us, the festival sounds fading to a lullaby of low music and distant laughter.

The tent was still and warm, our breaths the only rhythm. I curled against Lena’s chest, my face buried in the crook of her neck, her hand still splayed gently on my waist as if to remind me I was real—that this had happened, and that she hadn’t changed her mind.

Something inside me had cracked open. Not broken—unfolded. Like a blossom kept too long in the dark finally finding light. My body still trembled, not from fear now, but from the aftershocks of release, of acceptance, of touch. My skin felt hypersensitive, as though it had been rewired to feel more. My thighs were sticky, my cheeks flushed, and yet I had never felt so clean. So new.

“Are you okay?” Lena asked softly, lips brushing my temple.

I nodded against her. “More than okay.”

“Good.” Her voice was warm, slightly teasing, but reverent underneath. “You were… beautiful.”

I let out a breath that felt like it came from someplace deep. “I didn’t know I could feel like that. Like… that.”

Her hand moved again, slowly stroking up my back. “You can. You deserve to.”

The words made my throat tight. I didn’t answer—couldn’t. Instead, I lifted my head and kissed her. Slowly, sweetly. Her lips parted for me, and I drank her in again—different now. Not chasing pleasure. Just honoring what we were building between us.

When we broke apart, Lena smiled. “Can I undress you?”

I froze, suddenly feeling a bone-deep vulnerability.

I nodded, but I needed to say it. Needed the words to feel like consent. “Yes,” I whispered. “I want you to.”

She moved gently, her hands unhurried as she pushed my hoodie from my shoulders and peeled it away. I sat upright, arms trembling slightly, and let her lift my tank top too, inch by inch, baring my skin to the golden candlelight.

I wasn’t wearing a bra. There hadn’t been time, or reason, earlier. But now there was no hiding.

My breasts spilled into the air, full and soft and heavy, the nipples flushed dark and stiff from arousal. I gasped softly at the sensation of cool air kissing them. It wasn’t shame. Not quite. It was… awe. I looked down at myself—at the curve of my chest, the slope of my waist, the trembling swell of hips beneath my panties—and I barely recognized the girl I saw.

But I wanted to.

Lena didn’t stare, she gazed. Her fingers came up to cup one breast, slowly, reverently, and her thumb brushed over the nipple so gently I moaned aloud. She leaned in and kissed it—open-mouthed, soft, wet—and I arched with a gasp. Her mouth closed around me, suckling gently, teasing with her tongue.

My hands flew to her shoulders. I could barely breathe. The sensation lit up every nerve in my chest, sending a deep, raw ache between my thighs again.

She moved to the other breast, lavishing the same attention, whispering little praises between kisses. “So soft… so beautiful… you taste like moonlight…”

I cried out again. My body was singing.

Her hands slid down my ribs, her kisses following. I lay back slowly on the pillows, legs curled to the side, and she positioned herself between them—hands on my thighs now, stroking upward.

“May I?” she whispered.

I nodded, but I needed her to hear it again. “Yes,” I said. “Please.”

Her fingers traced the waistband of my underwear, hooked gently beneath them, and pulled them down inch by inch.

I covered my face for a moment, overwhelmed. Not because I was ashamed of what she’d find—but because I didn’t know what she would see. My body had changed and even though I had just felt her touch me, I didn’t know exactly what Lena would find between my legs. What it would mean to her. To me.

She pressed a kiss to the inside of my knee.

Then another, higher. Then she gently parted my thighs. Her breath caught. And then⁠—

“Oh, Jessa…”

My hands fell from my face.

Her eyes were shining. “You’re perfect.”

I started to cry again. Quiet, open tears that didn’t sting. They just… flowed.

She lowered her head and kissed me.

There.

I nearly screamed.

Her mouth was warm, her tongue slow, and the pleasure—God—it was unlike anything I’d ever felt. There was no resistance in my body. No armor. No hesitation. Just heat, wetness, need.

She licked, teased, sucked, and I writhed.

Every nerve was aflame. My thighs trembled, my belly tightened, and my moans turned to sobs. Her hands held me in place, thumbs stroking my hips, her mouth unrelenting.

“Lena—” I gasped.

She hummed against me.

And then I shattered.

Again.

But this time it wasn’t a burst. It was a wave. Long, rolling, all-consuming. My back arched. My toes curled. My fingers clawed at the pillows. I screamed her name like it was the only word I’d ever known.

When it was over, I collapsed into her arms, panting and dazed, my body flushed and sticky and boneless.

She held me. Pressed kisses to my shoulder, my brow, my lips.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered. “Aren’t you?”

I nodded, still gasping. “Yes… yours…”

And I meant it.

With every fiber of who I was—of who I’d become—I meant it.


Chapter 7
Becoming Her


Iwoke to golden light and the sound of birdsong. It poured through the cracks of the velvet tent like melted sunlight, warm and weightless, stretching across my bare skin as if the morning wanted to kiss every inch of me.

My body felt heavy with satisfaction, limbs boneless and humming, my thighs still sore in the sweetest way. A lazy ache lingered between my legs—a reminder, not just of pleasure, but of presence. I hadn’t just been touched.

I had been seen.

Lena was still beside me, her hand resting gently at my waist, her chest rising and falling in slow, even breaths. She slept like she lived—open, soft, unafraid. Her curls were mussed, her lips parted slightly, and I watched her for a long time without moving, my cheek against the pillow, my body curled inward like something still blooming.

And I was blooming. In a hundred small, irreversible ways.

There was no Jake left in the way my fingers stretched, no Jake in the softness of my belly or the curve of my hip against the cushion. My breasts rose and fell with each breath, heavy and sensitive, my nipples still tingling. My skin no longer felt borrowed—it felt mine. Even the way I smelled was different. Sweet and warm, with a faint musk that clung to me like evidence of being worshipped.

I reached down between my thighs, tentatively, and touched the folds of skin there—the tender, swollen heat where Lena had kissed me to pieces. I gasped softly. I was still slick, still open, still utterly changed. I had come apart under her hands and mouth. And yet nothing felt broken.

Everything felt new.

She stirred beside me, murmuring something unintelligible as her arm pulled me closer. I tucked myself into her side and kissed her shoulder, letting my lips linger there.

She smiled without opening her eyes. “Still here?”

“Very much.”

“Mmm.” She rolled onto her side and faced me, eyes heavy-lidded with sleep. “I had a dream that you were glowing.”

I laughed softly. “Maybe I am.”

She reached up and tucked a piece of hair behind my ear. “You certainly look like you are.”

For a moment, we just looked at each other. Then she leaned in and kissed me—slow and deep, not to start something new, but to seal what had already been shared. A kiss that said I see you, and I want you, and you are mine.

When we finally left the tent, the world had shifted again. The sun had fully risen, bathing the festival in amber light. The crowds were thinner now, the air quieter, as if the land itself were catching its breath after a night of revelry. Everything felt gentle, golden, like walking through the echo of a dream that hadn’t fully ended.

Lena handed me a bundle of clothes—borrowed from somewhere, I didn’t ask—and I dressed slowly, marveling at how fabric felt on this skin. The soft cotton clung to curves that had once never existed, that now felt like they’d always been there. A flowing skirt, loose and swishy. A short-sleeved blouse that showed off the swell of my breasts. Sandals that laced delicately around my ankles. No mirror was needed.

I knew I was beautiful.

And not because I looked like some magazine version of a woman. I didn’t. My hair was tangled. My skin was flushed. I had no makeup on. But I glowed.

I felt it in my chest, in my hips, in the swing of my arms. I felt it in the way Lena looked at me, the way passersby smiled with easy warmth. I wasn’t performing femininity.

I was inhabiting it.

We wandered the festival grounds like lovers in a waking dream. The booths were quieter now, many being packed up. The drums had quieted, replaced by strings and flutes. Children chased bubbles, couples dozed in the grass, and the scent of baking bread drifted from the food tents.

“Do you remember the artist’s stall?” I asked as we walked hand in hand past a row of hedges.

Lena turned to me. “The one where you changed?”

I nodded. “It was there. Draped in lavender gauze. Candles. A mirror. She painted my face and when I looked…” I trailed off, the memory still too vivid to put into words. “But when I turned around, it was gone.”

“Maybe it was never meant to stay,” she said gently. “Maybe she already did what she came to do.”

I smiled faintly, my fingers tightening around hers. “Maybe she gave me you.”

Lena stopped walking. Turned to me. “I don’t think you found me because of her.”

I blinked. “No?”

She leaned in and touched her forehead to mine. “I think you were always meant to become you. And I was just lucky enough to be there when you did.”

The words made my chest ache.

We continued walking, the path bending beneath our feet. We passed dancers from the night before, now stretched out in the grass, laughing and resting. We passed a chalkboard sign that still read Reveal Your True Beauty—but the booth behind it was empty. Just air. Just space. As if it had never been real at all.

We reached the edge of the garden—the very bench where I had first collapsed in fear.

There, nestled on the seat, was a single flower. Not wild. Not fallen. Placed. A white bloom with a pink center, trembling in the breeze.

I stepped forward and picked it up.

Lena watched as I tucked it behind my ear, just like she had done the night before.

Then I turned toward a vendor’s cart, its surface lined with hand mirrors and blown glass. I caught my reflection—and I saw her.

Jessa.

Not pretending. Not wishing. Being. And for the first time in my life, I smiled at my own face.

Lena came to stand beside me, brushing her fingers along the small of my back.

“What now?” I asked, my voice steady.

She looked toward the winding path ahead, the sun spilling across the trail.

“Now,” she said, “we find out who you are when you’re not afraid.”

I slipped my hand into hers. And together, we walked forward—into morning, into mystery, into the life that was always waiting.
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He came crawling back. She welcomed him in—with conditions.

When Jake moves back in with his ex-girlfriend Riley and her seductive new roommate, he expects awkward silence and a couch to crash on. What he doesn’t expect is to be slowly unraveled—teased, tempted, and transformed.

It starts with soft clothes and playful mockery. A painted nail here. A silky robe there. But under Riley’s knowing smile and Lexi’s wandering hands, Jake begins to shed more than just his pride. They don’t want the man who used to live here.

They want Jade.

And once she emerges, there’s no going back.
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Josh only wanted a drink and a night to forget the girl who broke his heart. But when he shows up at his best friend Sadie’s apartment wearing baggy sweats and heartbreak, she has a different idea.

What starts as playful teasing—a braid here, a little blush there—quickly spirals into something neither of them expected. Lingerie, lingering touches, a kiss that goes too far… or maybe just far enough.

Sadie doesn’t just want to make Josh feel better—she wants to make him feel beautiful. And when the mirror reflects a girl who shouldn’t exist but somehow feels right, Josh can’t stop himself from falling deeper.
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