

Chapter 1

Jason had never been lucky in love. At twenty-five, his dating history was a mess of awkward first dates, fizzled-out relationships, and a couple of heartbreaks that still stung more than he liked to admit. He wasn't unattractive—at least, he didn't think so. Average height, a decent build, short brown hair that sometimes obeyed a comb, and hazel eyes that were, according to one ex, wasted on someone so oblivious.

His biggest problem, He had no idea what he actually wanted in a relationship.

His best friend, Nate, never let him hear the end of it. Currently perched on their usual barstools at The Rusty Tap, Nate was in full lecture mode.

You have the worst taste in women, Nate declared, gesturing with his beer bottle so enthusiastically that foam sloshed over the rim. Either you go for someone completely toxic, or you date girls so boring they make watching paint dry look exciting.

Says the guy who dated a girl who collected potato chips shaped like celebrities, Jason shot back, signaling the bartender for another round.

Hey, at least Sarah was interesting, Nate defended. Remember that time she swore she found Jesus in a Pringle.

Yeah, and then tried to sell it on eBay for ten grand. Jason couldn't help but laugh. Fine, maybe you have a point.

Of course I have a point. Your last girlfriend thought mayo was too spicy.

Katie wasn't that bad, Jason protested weakly.

Dude, you broke up because, and I quote, 'We had nothing in common except that we both liked pizza.' That's like saying you're compatible because you both need oxygen to live.

At least I'm trying, Jason mumbled into his beer. I've done the apps, the blind dates, even let Margaret from accounting set me up.

Ah yes, Margaret, Nate winced. Wasn't her idea of a perfect match that guy who did competitive bird calling.

Don't remind me. I still have nightmares about his mating call demonstrations in the middle of Olive Garden.

The bartender, Mike, a burly man with arms like tree trunks and a surprisingly delicate touch with cocktails, leaned over. You boys talking about Jason's love life again.

More like lack thereof, Nate grinned.

Hey, I'm right here, Jason protested.

We know, Mike and Nate said in unison.

So when Nate cornered him the following Saturday, practically vibrating with excitement, Jason knew he was in trouble.

I set you up on a blind date, Nate announced, looking far too pleased with himself.

Oh, hell no, Jason said, trying to dodge past him. I'd rather try speed dating at the retirement home again.

That was one time, Nate blocked his escape. And Mrs. Henderson still sends you Christmas cards.

She tried to adopt me, Nate. Literally. She had papers drawn up.

Come on, dude, just trust me, Nate replied, that insufferable grin spreading wider. This time, I promise I got it right.

Jason narrowed his eyes. You promised last time, too. And I ended up on a date with your engaged cousin.

Okay, that was a minor oversight—

She showed up in her wedding dress, Nate. For a coffee date.

In my defense, I didn't know she was going through a pre-wedding crisis, Nate shrugged. But this time, it's different. No baggage, no drama. Just a nice, normal person who I think you'll actually like.

Jason sighed, recognizing the determined glint in his friend's eye. Can I at least get a name.

Nope. Blind date rules. All you need to know is the time and place—7 PM at Bella Vita.

Bella Vita, Jason raised an eyebrow. Fancy. Usually your setups involve buffalo wings and sports bars.

See, I'm evolving as a wingman. Growing. Maturing.

You downloaded a dating guru podcast, didn't you.

...Maybe. But that's not important. What's important is that you show up, looking decent, and actually give this a shot.

Jason hesitated. Bella Vita was nice. The kind of place where the menu didn't have pictures and the wine list was longer than his last relationship.

...Fine, he muttered. But if this turns out to be a disaster, you're paying for my drinks for a month.

Deal, Nate said, smirking. But you won't need it. Just go, be yourself, and try not to mention your collecting of vintage cereal boxes right away.

That was one time, And they're valuable collectibles.


Chapter 2

With a few hours to kill before dinner, Jason wandered the city streets, his mind racing faster than his feet. The late afternoon sun cast long shadows between buildings, and the autumn air carried hints of coffee and exhaust fumes.

What if she's normal, he muttered to himself. I don't even know how to handle normal anymore.

A passing teenager gave him a weird look. Dude, you're talking to yourself.

Thanks for the update, kid, Jason replied dryly. Any other observations.

Yeah, your shirt's buttoned wrong.

Jason looked down. The kid was right. Well, shit.

He ducked into a nearby doorway to fix his buttons, mentally cataloging his recent dating disasters. There was Coffee Shop Girl, who turned out to be writing a thesis on The Mating Habits of Urban Males and had been using him as an unwitting research subject. Then came Gym Girl, who'd spent their entire date explaining her pyramid scheme for organic crystalized air. And who could forget Library Girl, who'd seemed perfect until she revealed her conspiracy theory about squirrels being government drones.

He was so lost in thought that he almost walked right past the tiny Chinese restaurant wedged between Lucky Lou's Laundromat and Vapes R Us. The neon sign flickered weakly: Golden Dragon Restaurant - Since 1962.

The scent of fresh dumplings and sizzling stir-fry hit him like a punch to the nose, making his stomach growl loud enough to startle a passing pigeon.

Okay, stomach, I hear you, he muttered. But we've got fancy Italian later, so behave.

His stomach responded with another growl.

Fine. One small snack won't kill me.

The inside was dimly lit, decorated with paper lanterns and faded paintings of dragons. A dusty cat figurine with a broken paw sat on the counter, its eternal wave somehow both welcoming and slightly creepy.

An elderly woman stood behind the counter, her sharp eyes watching him with the kind of amusement that suggested she knew something he didn't. Her name tag read Mrs. Wu, though the 'u' was barely visible.

Sit, she said simply, gesturing toward a booth.

I was just thinking about getting something to go—

Sit, she repeated, this time with the kind of authority that probably made generals snap to attention.

Jason sat.

He'd barely touched the sticky laminated menu when she disappeared into the back, returning moments later with a plate of steaming dumplings that he definitely hadn't ordered.

Uh... I didn't—

You need these, she interrupted, placing the plate in front of him with a knowing smile. Trust old Mrs. Wu.

But how did you know I—

Young man, I have been feeding lost souls longer than you've been alive. She patted his shoulder. Eat. The dumplings know what you need.

The dumplings... know what I need, Jason repeated slowly. Right. Because that's totally normal.

Mrs. Wu just smiled that mysterious smile again and shuffled away, leaving Jason alone with his apparently psychic dumplings.

Well, he said to the plate, at least you're not trying to sell me essential oils or recruit me into a cult.

The dumplings remained silent, which was probably for the best.

He took a bite and nearly groaned out loud. They were perfect—crispy on the bottom, tender on top, with a filling that somehow managed to be both familiar and completely unique.

Okay, he admitted between bites, maybe the dumplings do know something.

When he finished, Mrs. Wu materialized again, this time placing a fortune cookie beside his empty plate. It looked ancient, the wrapper yellowed and crinkled, with Chinese characters that seemed to shift when he wasn't looking directly at them.

Last fortune cookie of the day, she said. Special cookie. Very old, very wise.

Right, Jason said, picking it up. And let me guess—it's going to tell me my true love's name and social security number.

Mrs. Wu's eyes twinkled. Maybe. Open and see.

With a slight eye roll, he cracked open the cookie and pulled out the slip of paper inside. The words were written in elegant, flowing script that definitely didn't look mass-produced.

A new perspective will bring you closer to love than ever before.

Well, that's helpfully vague, Jason snorted. Like a cookie knows my love life better than I do. He glanced at Mrs. Wu. No offense to your cookie's wisdom.

She just gestured for him to eat it.

Shrugging, he popped the cookie into his mouth. It tasted different—not stale, but... ancient somehow. Like it had been waiting for centuries for this exact moment.

Weird aftertaste, he commented, reaching for his phone to check the time.

That's when it hit him.

The warmth started in his chest, spreading outward like someone had replaced his blood with warm honey. His fingers tingled, his vision swam, and for a moment, he could have sworn the dragon paintings on the wall were moving.

Mrs Wu, he called out, his voice sounding strange to his own ears. I think something's...

But when he looked up, both Mrs. Wu and the counter were gone. In fact, the entire restaurant seemed to be dissolving around him like watercolors in the rain.

Oh, he managed to say. This can't be good.

Something was definitely happening.


Chapter 3

The warmth spread quickly, crawling over Jason's skin like a wave of static electricity. At first, it was pleasant, like stepping into a hot shower after a long day—but then it escalated into something that felt like being microwaved from the inside out.

Mrs Wu, he called out, voice strained. I think your dumplings might have been a bit off— His fingers twitched involuntarily, knocking over the empty water glass. Oh, fantastic.

His legs went numb, feeling like they'd fallen asleep at a dentist's appointment. His stomach performed a gymnastics routine worthy of the Olympics, and suddenly, it felt like someone had grabbed his entire skeleton and decided to rearrange it like a drunk person assembling furniture at 3 AM.

What the— Jason gasped, white-knuckling the edge of the table as a deep shudder ran through him. His voice cracked mid-exclamation like he was thirteen again and asking Jenny Martinez to the school dance. Oh, this is just perfect. Puberty: The Sequel.

The changes hit fast and hard. His clothes, which had fit perfectly fine five minutes ago, started feeling wrong in all the worst ways. His shirt loosened around his shoulders like it was trying to abandon ship, making him look like a kid playing dress-up in his dad's clothes.

Well, would you look at that, he muttered, pinching the excess fabric. The one time I actually lose weight, and it's because of some mystical Chinese food. Weight Watchers is going to be pissed.

But before he could appreciate his sudden weight loss, things got weird. Really weird.

His waist squeezed inward like someone had wrapped an invisible corset around him and yanked the strings. It felt like his internal organs were playing musical chairs, rearranging themselves into some new, horrifying configuration.

Sweet mother of— Jason wheezed, his already higher-pitched voice cracking again. Is this what spanx feels like, Because if so, I owe Karen from accounting an apology.

Then came the hips. Oh god, the hips.

It wasn't gradual. It wasn't gentle. It was like someone had stuck a bike pump into his pelvis and started inflating with vengeful enthusiasm. His jeans, which had been perfectly comfortable during his walk through the city, suddenly felt like they were trying to bisect him.

Oh, come on, Jason yelped, squirming in his seat as his lower half continued its rebellion. I just bought these jeans, They were having a sale.

His thighs followed suit, plumping up like someone was injecting them with memory foam. The straight-cut denim now looked painted on, clinging to curves that definitely hadn't been there during breakfast.

And then—because the universe apparently hadn't humiliated him enough—came the backside situation.

Jesus Christ, he muttered, feeling the seat beneath him become increasingly cushioned. I could probably bounce quarters off this thing now. Is this what Instagram models deal with, No wonder they're always doing squats.

He shifted uncomfortably, trying to adjust to the new weight distribution. Great. Now I'm going to have to learn how to sit without looking like I'm posing for a calendar shoot.

The changes continued their march northward. His arms and shoulders lost their modest gym gains, slimming down until they looked like they belonged on someone who considered opening a tight jar to be weightlifting.

There go three years of protein shakes, he grumbled. I want a refund on all that gym equipment.

Then his scalp started tingling, and before he could even reach up to investigate, whoosh—hair came cascading down his shoulders like a shampoo commercial meets Rapunzel.

Oh, fantastic, he said, blowing a strand out of his face. Because what I really needed was to learn how to french braid at twenty-five. He grabbed a handful of the thick, wavy locks. At least it's got volume. Take that, Karen.

His face began to shift next, and he could feel every excruciating change like someone was playing Mr. Potato Head with his features. His jawline softened, cheekbones lifted, and his nose did that cute little shrinking thing that plastic surgeons charge thousands for.

If this is what Botox feels like, he muttered, touching his newly refined features, I officially apologize to every Real Housewife I've ever judged.

The Adam's apple vanishing was weird enough, but then his lips started tingling, plumping up like he'd just applied one of those lip-stinging glosses his ex used to swear by.

Great, he said, running his tongue over his newly full lips. Now I look like I'm perpetually ready for a selfie.

And then—because clearly the universe wasn't done having its fun—his chest decided to join the party.

The sensation started with what felt like someone holding a warm heating pad against his chest. Then came the weight. The expansion. The undeniable development of what could only be described as an impressive rack.

Oh, you have got to be kidding me, he whispered, staring down at his new additions. They were straining against his now-way-too-loose button-up shirt in a way that would definitely get him kicked out of a PTA meeting.

Without thinking, he reached up to grab them—purely for scientific verification purposes, of course.

Holy shi— he yanked his hands away like they'd been burned. The sensation that shot through him was entirely foreign and definitely not something he was equipped to deal with right now. Nope. That's... that's a whole other crisis we're not unpacking right now.

His legs stretched next, gaining length in a way that would make a supermodel jealous. Because clearly what I needed was to make shoe shopping even more complicated, he griped, feeling his ankles crack and reshape.

And finally, the coup de grâce—the change that made everything else feel like a warm-up act.

The sensation hit his lower abdomen like a rubber band snapping, followed by the strangest pulling sensation he'd ever experienced. It was like someone had reached inside him and just... rearranged the furniture.

Jason's—or rather, Jasmine's—eyes went wide as dinner plates.

Well, she said in her new voice, which somehow managed to sound both sultry and slightly terrified, guess I won't be writing my name in the snow anymore.

She sat there, breathing heavily, trying to process the complete renovation her body had just undergone. Her new curves were stuffed uncomfortably into clothes that now fit all wrong in all the wrong places, and she had hair in her face that kept trying to make out with her new lips.

Then her phone buzzed, because timing is everything in comedy.

Nate: Hope you're not bailing on me. Your date's already at the restaurant. Go knock 'em dead, Jazz.

Jazz, she muttered, staring at the screen. The nickname hit her like a bucket of cold water, triggering a cascade of new memories that slotted themselves into her brain like puzzle pieces falling into place.

She remembered being Jason, remembered twenty-five years of guy stuff and failed relationships. But now there were new memories too—memories of being Jasmine, of growing up as a girl, of dealing with all the things that came with that territory.

Two sets of memories, two different lives, all crammed into one very confused head.

This is what I get, she said to no one in particular, for not reading the fine print on a fortune cookie.

She looked down at her phone again, at Nate's message about her date waiting at Bella Vita.

Oh, this is going to be fun to explain, she muttered, then paused. Wait a minute... who exactly am I supposed to be meeting.

Her new reality settled around her like a weighted blanket of chaos, and Jasmine did the only reasonable thing she could think of.

She put her head down on the table and groaned.

This is so not what I signed up for.

The fortune cookie wrapper sat innocently beside her, its edges now seeming to shimmer with what looked suspiciously like magic.

I don't suppose you've got another cookie that can turn me back, she called out to the empty restaurant.

Silence was her only answer.


Chapter 4

Jasmine took a deep breath, running a hand through her long, wavy hair—her long, wavy hair that felt like it had its own zip code now.

Right, she muttered, twirling a strand around her finger. Because obviously what I needed was enough hair to star in my own shampoo commercial.

Her phone buzzed again, making her jump.

Nate: Seriously, don't flake. This guy is a catch. Investment banker. Great smile. Only slightly unhealthy relationship with CrossFit.

Oh, perfect, Jasmine groaned, typing and deleting several responses. Hey Nate, quick question—what's your policy on your best friend suddenly becoming a woman. Is that a deal-breaker, or more of a quirky conversation starter.

She tried to shove her phone into her pocket, only to discover that whoever designed men's and women's clothing apparently had very different ideas about storage capacity.

Are you kidding me, She struggled with the shallow pocket. What is this, a pocket for ants, Where am I supposed to put... well, anything.

That's when she noticed her jeans weren't just tight anymore—they were actively changing.

The denim rippled like water, softening and tightening simultaneously. The seams shifted with an audible whisper, crawling up her legs like some sort of fashion-conscious vine.

No, no, no— Jasmine watched in horror as her perfectly good jeans transformed into a pencil skirt that looked like it had been painted on. Oh, come on, I just broke these in.

The skirt hugged every new curve like it was trying to document them for posterity, stopping just above her knees in a way that somehow managed to be both professional and provocative.

Great, she muttered, trying to take a step. Because what I really needed was to learn how to walk like I'm auditioning for a secretary role in a '90s rom-com.

But the universe, apparently running on some sort of magical makeover montage logic, wasn't finished.

Her oversized t-shirt—her comfortable, reliable t-shirt—suddenly decided to get fancy. The cotton rippled, transforming into silk that felt expensive enough to require its own insurance policy. The neckline plunged like it was going cliff diving, creating cleavage that would make a Victorian lady faint.

Oh hell no, Jasmine crossed her arms over her chest, which only managed to make things more pronounced. This is not what I meant when I said I wanted to make a good impression.

Then came the bra situation.

The phantom sensation of fabric materializing against her skin made her yelp. The bra that formed was clearly engineered by someone who thought gravity was more of a suggestion than a law.

Sweet mother of— Jasmine looked down at her newly enhanced assets. This isn't support, this is architecture.

And just when she thought things couldn't get more mortifying, her boxers started dissolving.

Don't you dare, she warned her underwear, which paid absolutely no attention to her protests as it reformed into what felt like dental floss with delusions of grandeur.

A thong, she squeaked, feeling the lace settle into place. Really, Was granny panties not in the magical wardrobe budget.

The final insult came in the form of her beloved sneakers transforming into heels that looked like they'd been designed by someone with a vendetta against ankles.

Four inches, she wobbled, grabbing the wall for support. What am I, trying to see over a crowd.

Her first step was pure chaos theory in action. The second was marginally better. By the third, her body had apparently downloaded some sort of How to Walk in Heels Without Breaking Your Neck software update.

Well, that's convenient, she muttered, her hips swaying with newfound confidence. Terrifying, but convenient. Like most things about this situation.

Finally making it back to her apartment—a journey that felt like a reality show challenge—she slammed the door and leaned against it, sliding down to sit on the floor.

Okay, she announced to her empty living room. Let's review. I'm now a woman. My clothes have decided to go full 'Fifty Shades of Business Casual.' And I have a date with some CrossFit enthusiast who's expecting to meet... who exactly.

She glanced down at her new ensemble, which looked like it had been picked out by someone who thought subtle was a type of exotic spice.

Right, she pushed herself up, wobbling slightly on her new heels. First order of business: finding something to wear that doesn't make me look like I'm auditioning for 'How to Succeed in Business Without Really Trying.'

She took one step toward her bedroom, then stopped.

Oh god, she realized. I'm going to have to figure out how to do makeup, aren't I.


Chapter 5

Jasmine let out a long breath and pushed off the door, wobbling toward her bedroom like a baby giraffe learning to walk. Okay, heels, she muttered. We need to have a serious discussion about our relationship.

She should have been having a full-blown existential crisis, possibly while curled up in a corner questioning reality itself. Instead, her brain had apparently decided to file the whole suddenly becoming a woman thing under Problems for Future Me right next to that weird noise the refrigerator makes and why I still have a MySpace account.

Right, she said to her reflection in the hallway mirror. Just roll with it. Because that's totally what normal people do when magic fortune cookies decide to play gender swap roulette.

She stepped into her bedroom and stopped dead.

Oh, you have got to be kidding me.

The room looked like Pinterest had thrown up all over it. Her utilitarian grey bedding had been replaced with what appeared to be enough throw pillows to build a small fort. The walls, once adorned with movie posters and a dartboard, now featured artistic black and white photos and—was that a vision board.

Great, she muttered, picking up a throw pillow shaped like a heart. I've been transformed into someone who probably owns healing crystals.

But it was the photos that really got her. There she was—Jasmine—in countless moments she both did and didn't remember. College graduation, beach trips, that disastrous camping weekend where Nate tried to fight a raccoon...

Well, that's not unsettling at all, she mumbled, studying a photo where she-as-Jasmine was laughing at something off-camera, looking effortlessly beautiful in a way that Jason had never managed to pull off.

Then came the closet of doom.

She slid the doors open with all the enthusiasm of someone checking for monsters under the bed. Please have normal clothes, please have normal clothes, please—

Nope.

Who needs practical clothing when you can dress like you're auditioning for 'The Bachelor' twenty-four seven, she grumbled. rifling through an endless array of cocktail dresses, silk blouses, and skirts that seemed designed specifically to make sitting down a tactical operation.

The underwear drawer was its own special circle of hell.

Oh come on, She held up what appeared to be dental floss masquerading as underwear. This isn't even structurally sound, Where's the... the... everything.

After several minutes of arguing with various pieces of lace that clearly had villainous intentions, she managed to wrangle herself into a matching set of black lingerie that made her feel like she was starring in her own Victoria's Secret commercial.

This is ridiculous, she muttered, adjusting the bra straps for the tenth time. I have more support than the entire IT department at my old job.

Then came dress selection—a process that felt like choosing between different ways to gift-wrap herself.

Too short... too sparkly... too 'I'm trying to marry rich'... she muttered, pushing hangers aside until—

Hello, gorgeous.

The red dress practically purred at her from its hanger. It was the kind of dress that had its own LinkedIn profile and probably paid more in taxes than she did.

Well, she said, slipping it on, if I'm going to have an identity crisis, I might as well look fantastic doing it.

The fabric settled against her skin like a second skin, hugging curves she was still trying to come to terms with. It was the kind of dress that didn't just turn heads—it caused whiplash.

Okay, body, she addressed her reflection, we need to establish some ground rules about looking this good. It's honestly distracting.

Then, like some sort of beauty pageant autopilot had kicked in, she found herself at the vanity, wielding makeup brushes with the precision of a neurosurgeon.

Since when do I know how to— she watched in fascination as her hands created a smoky eye that would make Instagram influencers weep. Right. Because Jasmine knows how. Because Jasmine has always known how. Because that makes total sense.

She finished with a swipe of red lipstick that matched her dress perfectly, because apparently even in the middle of a reality-bending crisis, coordination was key.

Well, she said, standing up and nearly toppling over in her heels again, at least I look good while my entire existence is being rewritten.

Her phone buzzed—the Uber was three minutes away.

Jasmine grabbed a clutch that could barely fit her phone, let alone anything actually useful, and took one final look in the mirror.

The woman staring back at her looked like she ate confidence for breakfast and chaos for dinner.

Alright, universe, she muttered, straightening her shoulders. You want to play games, Game on.

She stepped out the door, her heels clicking against the hardwood like tiny exclamation points.

This was either going to be the best date of her life or the most spectacular disaster in the history of dating.

Probably both.


Chapter 6

Jasmine slid into the Uber with all the coordination of a newborn giraffe trying ice skating. Her dress rode up slightly, and she quickly yanked it back down, mentally cursing whoever decided that women's clothing should require constant adjustment.

The driver glanced at her through the rearview mirror, his expression caught somewhere between bored and mildly concerned. Bella Vita, right.

Yep, she replied, then immediately cringed at her voice—smooth as honey and definitely not the baritone she'd had at breakfast. Thanks.

Date night, he asked, pulling into traffic with the enthusiasm of someone who'd rather be anywhere else.

Something like that, she muttered, resisting the urge to add 'except I used to have a penis this morning.'

Alone with her thoughts, Jasmine's brain decided to host its own personal crisis convention. The city lights blurred past like a metaphor for her rapidly dissolving grip on reality.

Okay, let's recap, she whispered to herself. This morning: Jason, proud owner of functional pockets and the ability to write my name in snow. Now: Jasmine, proud owner of... she glanced down at her chest, ...other assets.

She pulled out her phone, half-expecting to see Congratulations on Your Magical Gender Swap, pop up as a notification. Instead, she found texts from Nate that made her want to crawl into a hole and die.

Nate: Don't embarrass me tonight, Jazz. This guy's actually cool.
Nate: Also, wear something hot. First impressions matter.
Nate: And please don't do that thing where you rate guys based on their pizza opinions.

Oh, fantastic, she muttered. Apparently, I'm still a disaster in any gender.

She kept scrolling, each message feeling like a peek into someone else's life—except that someone else was now her. Her mom asking if she'd tried that new face mask she'd sent (What face mask, Why do I need a face mask). Her coworkers sharing memes about the office coffee maker being possessed (At least that hasn't changed).

And then—

Oh sweet baby Jesus, no.

Derek's message sat there like a land mine in her inbox.

Derek: Hey, I know we haven't talked in a while, but I was thinking maybe we could grab coffee sometime. No pressure, just catching up.

Just catching up, Jasmine repeated incredulously. With my ex. My male ex. Who I dated. Who I kissed. Who I— Her brain slammed on the emergency brakes before that train of thought could leave the station.

Because suddenly, she remembered everything about Derek. The way he smiled. How he always burned toast. That stupid Superman t-shirt he wore until it practically disintegrated. Their first kiss, their first—

Nope, she yelped, startling the driver. Sorry, uh... saw a spider.

She slapped her phone face-down like it had personally offended her, which it kind of had.

This is fine, she whispered to her reflection in the window. This is totally normal. Just a regular Tuesday night where reality decided to play dress-up with my entire existence.

The woman in the window looked back at her with perfect makeup and an expression that suggested she was one minor inconvenience away from a spectacular meltdown.

And the really annoying part, She looked good. Really good. The kind of good that made you wonder if genetics was playing favorites.

Well, she muttered, adjusting her dress for the millionth time, at least when I have my inevitable crisis, I'll look fantastic doing it.

The car slowed to a stop outside Bella Vita, the restaurant's warm lights spilling onto the sidewalk like a spotlight waiting for her grand entrance.

We're here, the driver announced with all the enthusiasm of someone announcing a root canal.

Thanks, Jasmine said, gathering her courage and her tiny excuse for a purse. Any chance you want to circle the block about fifty times.

He just stared at her through the mirror.

Right. Worth a shot.

She stepped out of the car, her heels clicking against the pavement like tiny alarm bells.

The restaurant loomed before her, all mood lighting and romantic ambiance, practically screaming Important Date Location in neon letters.

Okay, universe, she muttered, straightening her spine and channeling every ounce of confidence she didn't feel. You want to play games, Let's play. But just so you know, I am definitely leaving a strongly worded complaint with whatever cosmic customer service department thought this was funny.

With that, she marched toward the entrance, silently praying she wouldn't trip and face-plant before she even made it through the door.

At least that would be less embarrassing than explaining to her date why she used to have a Y chromosome.


Chapter 7

Jasmine took a deep breath, straightened her dress for the thousandth time (because apparently women's clothing required more maintenance than a vintage car), and strode toward Bella Vita's entrance like she wasn't having an existential crisis in four-inch heels.

The restaurant screamed romance like it was getting paid by the candlelight. Soft music played overhead—something Italian and probably about pasta-related heartbreak. The air was thick with the smell of garlic and sexual tension, with just a hint of your credit card is going to hate you tomorrow.

Deep breaths, she muttered to herself. Just act natural. You've been a woman your whole life. Sort of. Recently. Whatever.

The host—who looked like he'd stepped straight out of a cologne commercial—flashed her a smile that probably had its own agent. Good evening, miss. Do you have a reservation.

Miss,
Right,
Because she was a woman now,
Because that was totally normal.

Uh, yeah, she managed, trying not to sound like someone who'd recently undergone a magical gender swap. It should be under Nate.

Ah, yes, he purred, somehow making a dinner reservation sound like a state secret. Right this way.

Jasmine followed him through the restaurant, her mind racing faster than her heart. Who was this mystery man Nate had set her up with, Some corporate type, A gym bro, Another bird caller.

Please don't be another bird caller, she whispered desperately.

She was so busy imagining worst-case scenarios that she almost walked right into the host when he stopped at a table.

And then she saw him.

Oh, you have got to be kidding me.

There, sitting at the table and frantically checking his phone like it held the secrets of the universe, was Nate.

Her Nate.

Best friend Nate.

Looking absolutely terrified Nate.

Well, she thought hysterically, this is certainly a plot twist.

He hadn't noticed her yet, too busy having what appeared to be a silent argument with his phone. His dark hair was doing that messy thing it always did when he ran his hands through it too many times—which, judging by its current state, had been approximately every thirty seconds since he sat down.

His button-up shirt was slightly wrinkled because, as he always said, Iron is just a metal until proven necessary. The sleeves were rolled up to his elbows, showing off forearms that suddenly made Jasmine's mouth go dry.

And then the memories hit.

Not Jason's bros being bros memories.

But Jasmine's memories.

Years of lingering touches that set her skin on fire. Movie nights where they ended up tangled together on the couch, neither brave enough to acknowledge what it meant. The way he always stood just a little too close, his hand finding the small of her back like it belonged there.

The countless times she'd caught him looking at her when he thought she wasn't paying attention.

The way her heart would skip whenever he smiled that specific smile—the one that seemed reserved just for her.

All those moments where they'd teetered on the edge of something more, both too scared to take the leap.

Oh, she thought, her heart doing a complicated gymnastics routine in her chest. Oh, this is... this is...

She couldn't even finish the thought because Nate chose that moment to look up, and suddenly breathing became a very advanced concept she couldn't quite master.

His hazel eyes widened as they landed on her, taking in the red dress, the curves, the way she was probably gaping at him like a fish out of water.

Hey, Jazz, he said, his voice rough with nerves.

And there it was—that smile. Her smile.

Jasmine slid into the chair across from him, feeling like she was moving through a dream.

Hey yourself, she managed, somehow making her voice work despite her brain being thoroughly offline. Funny running into you here.

Yeah, about that... He rubbed the back of his neck—a nervous tick she'd seen a thousand times before but never found quite so endearing, Surprise.

You could say that, she replied, trying not to think about how this was simultaneously the most romantic and most bizarre moment of her life(s). So... you set yourself up as my blind date.

Well, he grinned sheepishly, I figured if I was going to finally do this, I might as well make it memorable.

Mission accomplished, Jasmine muttered, wondering if the universe was laughing at her right now. Though I have to say, this wasn't exactly what I was expecting when I woke up this morning.

Nate had no idea just how true that statement was.


Chapter 8

Jasmine folded her hands on the table, watching Nate with the kind of amusement usually reserved for watching puppies try to catch their own tails. The man was practically vibrating with nervous energy, his knee bouncing like it was trying to morse code an SOS to his feet.

You know, she said, leaning forward just enough to make him glance at her cleavage (which, hey, if she had to deal with these things, she might as well use them), if you keep fidgeting like that, the staff is going to think you're casing the place for a heist. Though, she added with a smirk, you'd make a terrible criminal. You can barely lie about eating my leftover Chinese food.

That was one time, Nate protested, then immediately went red. And I replaced it.

With fortune cookies, Jasmine deadpanned, trying not to think about how one particular fortune cookie had recently rewritten her entire existence. Just fortune cookies.

They were premium fortune cookies, he muttered, adjusting his sleeve for approximately the millionth time.

Jasmine arched an eyebrow, channeling every rom-com heroine she'd ever seen. Nate, honey, we've known each other for years. You've seen me at my absolute worst. Remember the Great Taco Tuesday Incident of 2022.

Oh god, he groaned, finally cracking a genuine smile. You mean when you tried to prove you could eat more hot sauce than that frat boy.

And ended up crying in the bathroom while you stood guard outside.

You looked like you'd been pepper-sprayed.

My point is, she said, deliberately uncrossing and recrossing her legs under the table (because apparently this body came with built-in flirting software), if I didn't want to be here with you, I would've bailed faster than that time you tried to teach me golf.

You hit yourself in the head with your own club.

The club was clearly defective.

Nate's eyes met hers, and for a moment, the nervousness faded into something warmer, something that made her stomach do backflips that had nothing to do with magical gender swaps.

Look, she said, softening her voice, I get it. This is a big deal. Moving from friends to... whatever this is. She gestured between them. Though I have to say, it took you long enough. I was starting to think I'd have to hire a skywriter to spell it out for you.

His face flushed again, and oh, that was delightful. Jason had never noticed how cute Nate looked when he blushed. Jasmine, however, found it absolutely charming.

So, she continued, leaning back in her chair with deliberate grace, I appreciate this. The effort. The romance. Though next time, maybe give a girl some warning. I nearly had a heart attack when I saw you sitting here.

Where's the fun in that, Nate finally relaxed, his trademark grin spreading across his face. Besides, your face when you saw me, Priceless.

Oh, so now you're enjoying my suffering, Jasmine shot back, falling easily into their familiar rhythm. I see how it is. And here I was, about to offer to buy you a drink.

You, Buy drinks, Nate clutched his chest in mock shock. Who are you and what have you done with Jazz.

If only he knew how accurate that question was.

That's different, she smirked. Those were friendship drinks. These would be date drinks. Totally different category.

Ah, of course, he nodded sagely. And what exactly is the exchange rate between friendship drinks and date drinks.

That depends, she said, letting her voice drop into something deliberately flirtatious, on how well this date goes.

Nate's eyes darkened slightly, and suddenly the air between them felt charged with something that definitely wasn't just friendship anymore.

The waiter chose that moment to appear, saving them both from spontaneous combustion.

By the time their food arrived, they had settled into an easy rhythm that felt both familiar and thrillingly new. Nate was back to being himself, minus the nervous fidgeting, and Jasmine was trying very hard not to think about how this was simultaneously the most natural and most surreal date of her life.

Because somehow, despite the fact that she'd been a completely different gender this morning, this felt right.

Even if she was going to have to explain to her therapist someday how she went from being Nate's best bro to his dream girl thanks to some mystical Chinese food.


Chapter 9

The night air carried the typical symphony of city life—car horns, distant sirens, and the unmistakable sound of someone probably making questionable life choices in an alley nearby. But for once, Jasmine barely noticed any of it.

She was too busy being hyper-aware of Nate walking beside her, close enough that his arm occasionally brushed against hers in a way that sent little electric shocks through her system.

Dinner had been... enlightening. She'd always known Nate was charming—hell, she'd watched him talk his way out of a speeding ticket by convincing the cop they shared the same obscure hobby of collecting vintage bottle caps. But tonight, Tonight she'd seen a whole new side of him.

Remember that time with the ghost pepper, Nate asked, breaking into her thoughts.

Oh god, Jasmine groaned. You mean when you convinced me to eat Satan's toe jam for fifty bucks.

Hey, you said—and I quote—'How bad could it be.'

Those were my last words before my soul left my body, she deadpanned. I couldn't taste anything for a week.

The look on your face though... He grinned. Priceless.

I'm glad my suffering amused you.

They fell into comfortable silence again, but Jasmine wasn't oblivious to what was happening. Every few steps, Nate's hand would accidentally brush against hers, like a middle schooler trying to work up the courage to hold hands at the movies.

Oh, for crying out loud, she thought, fighting back a smile. This is the same guy who once convinced an entire bar he was a professional sword swallower.

The irony wasn't lost on her. After years of waiting for him to make a move, here she was, watching him chicken out over hand-holding.

Right, she decided. Time to take matters into my own hands. Literally.

Without warning, she grabbed his hand and pulled his arm against her chest, tucking herself against his side like she belonged there. Which, according to her new set of memories, she kind of did.

Nate went rigid faster than a cat in a cucumber patch.

You can stop overthinking now, she murmured, enjoying the way his pulse jumped under her touch. I like this. So just... relax. Unless you're planning to audition for a statue impersonation.

She felt rather than heard his laugh—a deep rumble that did interesting things to her newly rewired nervous system.

Okay, he said simply, his fingers finally intertwining with hers.

They walked the rest of the way like that, and Jasmine found herself thinking that if this was what being a woman was like, maybe that fortune cookie knew what it was doing after all.

When they reached her building, she turned to face him, still holding his hand because honestly. She wasn't ready to let go just yet.

Thank you for tonight, she said, meaning it more than he could possibly understand. Though I have to say, the whole 'surprise, it's me' thing was a bold move.

Yeah, He rubbed the back of his neck with his free hand—a gesture that was rapidly becoming one of her favorite things. I was worried you'd think it was weird.

Oh, trust me, she laughed, thinking about how her entire existence had been rewritten today, this isn't even in the top ten weirdest things that's happened to me lately.

Then, because apparently this new body came with an extra helping of courage (or possibly just better hormones), she rose onto her tiptoes—even in heels, because apparently the universe thought it was funny to make her significantly shorter than him—and pressed a kiss to his cheek.

The height difference was... notable. And surprisingly hot.

When she pulled back, Nate's expression was priceless—like someone had just reset his entire operating system.

I'm free Friday night, she said, throwing a deliberately seductive glance over her shoulder as she walked away. She put an extra sway in her hips because, hey, if she had to deal with these curves, she might as well use them to their full advantage.

The last thing she saw before the door closed was Nate standing there, looking like he'd just been hit by a very pleasant truck.

Well, she muttered to herself as she headed for the elevator, at least one good thing came out of that cursed fortune cookie.

Though she had to wonder what the fortune would have said if it had been more honest:
A gender swap will bring you closer to love than ever before.

She snorted. Yeah, that probably wouldn't have fit in the cookie.


Chapter 10

Jasmine practically floated up the stairs to her apartment, her heart doing the cha-cha against her ribs, her face sporting the kind of smile usually reserved for people who'd just won the lottery or found out calories don't count on weekends.

Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god, she whispered-chanted with each step, nearly tripping twice because apparently being giddy and wearing heels was a dangerous combination.

She fumbled with her keys, her brain too busy running a highlight reel of the evening to focus on basic motor functions. The way Nate had looked at her when she walked in, like someone had just punched him in the solar plexus with cupid's arrow. His adorably nervous hand-brushing routine. That expression when she'd kissed his cheek—like his entire brain had blue-screened.

The second her door clicked shut behind her, she launched herself onto the couch with all the grace of an excited puppy, buried her face in a throw pillow, and let out a muffled scream that probably had her neighbors questioning their life choices.

OH, MY, GOD.

She rolled onto her back, kicking her legs in the air like a teenager who'd just gotten noticed by their crush, which was... pretty accurate, actually.

That actually happened, she said to her ceiling, which remained stoically unimpressed. I went on a date with Nate. A real date. With Nate. Who apparently likes me. Like, likes me likes me.

She grabbed another pillow and hugged it to her chest, giggling like a maniac. And I kissed him, Well, his cheek, but still, His brain literally stopped working.

Of course, that's when her own brain decided to chime in with a helpful reminder: Oh hey, remember how you were a dude this morning.

Shut up, brain, she muttered, though she couldn't help but laugh at the absurdity of it all. I'm having a moment here.

Because honestly, The whole gender-swap thing seemed like a minor detail compared to the fact that Nate—her Nate—had finally grown a pair and made a move.

In the most Nate way possible, she snorted, remembering his 'surprise, it's me' reveal. Because god forbid he just ask me out like a normal person.

She bounced up from the couch, practically dancing her way to the kitchen to make tea, because she needed something to do with her hands before she spontaneously combusted from pure joy.

And he was so nervous, she sighed dreamily, nearly overfilling her mug because who needs to pay attention when you're replaying every moment of the best date ever. Like, actually worried about impressing me, Me.

Without thinking, she grabbed her phone and started typing:

Jasmine: Hey. Just wanted to say thank you for tonight. It was perfect. I really, really loved it.

She paused, then added with a smirk:

Jasmine: I can't wait for Friday.

There, she nodded, hitting send. Simple. Casual. Totally not revealing that I'm currently having a one-woman party in my kitchen.

She practically skipped to her bedroom, changing into an oversized t-shirt that she'd definitely stolen from Nate after one of their movie marathons. It still smelled like him—a fact she absolutely wasn't going to analyze right now.

Curling up in bed, she grabbed the remote and put on some random romantic comedy, though her attention was firmly fixed on her phone.

When it finally buzzed, she pounced on it like a cat on a laser pointer.

Nate: You have no idea how happy I am to hear that. I was so nervous I'd screw it up.
Nate: Friday can't come fast enough.

Oh my god, he's such a dork, she squealed, hugging her pillow tight enough to threaten its structural integrity. My dork.

She fell back against her pillows, grinning at her ceiling like it had personally arranged this whole evening.

Well, she mused, I guess that fortune cookie knew what it was doing after all. Though a warning about the whole gender-swap thing would've been nice.

She glanced down at herself, then shrugged.

But hey, if this is what it takes to finally get Nate to make a move, Worth it.

Friday really couldn't come fast enough.


Chapter 11

Jasmine took a deep breath, giving herself one final once-over in the mirror, though once-over felt like an inadequate term for what was essentially weapons-grade attractiveness.

Alright body, she muttered, smoothing down her dress for the millionth time, let's see what you can do.

The black dress was a masterpiece of engineering, hugging curves that definitely hadn't existed a week ago in ways that probably violated several local ordinances. The slit up the side wasn't just high—it was the kind of high that made insurance adjusters nervous.

Her makeup was flawless, red lips curved in a permanent I know something you don't know smile that she'd somehow mastered despite having exactly seven days of experience with lipstick. Her hair fell in waves that looked effortless but had actually taken forty-five minutes and several creative curse words to achieve.

And the heels, They weren't just shoes—they were weapons with ankle straps.

So why, she asked her reflection, am I nervous.

The past week had been surreal in the best possible way. Her job had smoothly transformed to accommodate her new reality—same field, different title, significantly better wardrobe. She'd adapted to being Jasmine with suspicious ease, like her body had come with an instruction manual pre-downloaded into her brain.

And then there was Nate.

Oh god, Nate, she groaned, remembering Wednesday's lunch ambush.

He'd just shown up at her office, casual as you please, looking like sin in a business suit. And the way he'd looked at her. Like she was simultaneously the best and worst thing that had ever happened to him.

It should be illegal, he'd muttered when she'd deliberately brushed against him, for anyone to look that good before noon.

The flirting had been relentless. Every interaction charged with enough electricity to power a small city. Years of repressed tension had exploded the moment they'd dropped the just friends act, and now.

Now they were playing with fire.

Every conversation was wrapped in innuendo. Every touch lingered just long enough to be dangerous. Every look promised things that definitely weren't appropriate for public consumption.

And tonight, she said to her reflection, feels like the night everything changes.

DING-DONG.

Showtime, she whispered, her heart doing the macarena against her ribs.

She opened the door and—

Oh, that is just not fair.

Nate stood there looking like every romance novel cover model's hotter brother. Dark slacks that fit in ways that should require a permit, a button-up with the sleeves rolled to showcase forearms that belonged in an art museum, and that infuriating smirk that made her want to either kiss him or kill him—possibly both.

For a moment, they just stared at each other, the air between them thick enough to cut with a knife.

Then Nate's eyes did a slow, appreciative sweep of her outfit, and his voice dropped into territory that made her knees weak.

Damn, Jazz, he practically growled. You're really trying to kill me tonight, huh.

Oh, game on.

Jasmine stepped forward, close enough to feel the heat radiating off him but not quite touching. Her lips curved into a smile that should come with a warning label.

Oh, honey, she purred, watching his pupils dilate. If I wanted to kill you— she leaned in until her lips were almost brushing his ear —you'd already be dead.

Nate's Adam's apple bobbed like it was trying to escape.

That's... he swallowed hard, that's not helping your case about not trying to kill me.

Jasmine pulled back just enough to meet his eyes, enjoying the way they'd darkened to almost black.

Who said anything about trying, she smirked. I never start something I don't intend to finish.

And with that loaded statement hanging in the air like a lit match in a fireworks factory, she grabbed her clutch and stepped past him into the hallway.

Coming, she asked innocently, throwing a glance over her shoulder that was anything but innocent.

Nate made a sound that might have been a laugh or possibly a prayer for strength.

You, he said, following her like he was magnetized, are trouble.

Baby, she grinned, you have no idea.


Chapter 12

The drive was smooth, city lights painting streaks of gold across the windshield as Jasmine watched Nate from the corner of her eye. He was playing gentleman tonight—all opened doors and careful touches, like she was made of fine china rather than flesh and blood.

His hand rested on the gear shift, fingers tapping an absent rhythm that matched the nervous energy rolling off him in waves. Every few minutes, his gaze would drift her way, lingering just long enough to make her skin tingle before snapping back to the road.

You know, she said casually, crossing her legs slowly enough to draw his attention, if you keep looking at me like that, we might not make it to the restaurant.

Nate's knuckles whitened on the steering wheel. That dress should come with a warning label.

Oh, She adjusted the hem innocently. What kind of warning.

'Hazardous to male concentration,' he muttered, missing a gear change as she shifted in her seat.

The restaurant was pure luxury—all crystal chandeliers and live music that probably cost more per hour than her monthly rent. The kind of place where the menus looked like small novels and the prices were conspicuously absent.

Trying to impress me, she teased as they were seated, watching him try very hard not to stare at the way her dress clung to her curves.

His lips curved into that infuriating smirk. Is it working.

Maybe, she purred, leaning forward just enough to make his eyes drop to her neckline. Though this is quite a step up from our usual pizza and Netflix routine.

Hey, those pizza nights were classics.

Mhmm. Like the time you tried to convince me pineapple belonged on pizza.

It's a legitimate topping.

It's a cry for help.

The conversation flowed like expensive wine, each word charged with something electric. They talked about everything and nothing—work stories, shared memories, the ridiculous amount of time they'd wasted dancing around each other.

At one point, Nate leaned in close, his voice dropping to a register that should be illegal in public places. You have no idea how long I've wanted this.

And that's when Jasmine decided to play dirty.

The shoe came off under the table, her bare foot finding his leg with unerring accuracy. She traced a slow path up his thigh, watching with wicked satisfaction as his posture went from relaxed to ramrod straight in seconds.

His eyes widened, breath catching as he tried—and failed—to maintain his composure.

But then—

Her exploration ventured higher, and suddenly she was the one struggling to breathe.

Oh.
OH.
Well then.

Heat flooded her face as she made a discovery that was both thrilling and slightly intimidating.

Jazz, he warned, his voice rough enough to send shivers down her spine.

She withdrew her foot slowly, slipping it back into her shoe while trying to pretend she hadn't just gotten a very...substantial preview of coming attractions.

Nate's smirk promised retribution, and the rest of dinner passed in a haze of tension thick enough to cut with a knife.

By the time they reached her door, Jasmine's heart was doing the cha-cha against her ribs. The question, Do I invite him up, warred with Is it too soon, in her head, while a third voice chimed in with Girl, after what you felt under that table, you better invite him up.

Screw it.

She stepped closer, tilting her head up to meet his darkened gaze. Want to come up for coffee.

Nate's expression froze, like someone had just hit pause on his entire nervous system.

And watching him struggle with his control, seeing the way his jaw clenched as he fought against his baser instincts.

That was better than any dessert the restaurant could have served.


Chapter 13

For several excruciating heartbeats, Nate remained perfectly still, his eyes locked on hers with an intensity that made her pulse race. The streetlight caught the gold flecks in his hazel eyes, now nearly black with desire, his pupils blown wide as he devoured her with his gaze alone.

Time seemed to stretch like honey, thick and sweet with anticipation. The way he looked at her - raw, hungry, almost reverent - sent liquid heat coursing through her veins. Every nerve ending suddenly felt alive, hypersensitive, yearning for his touch.

God, Jazz, he breathed, his voice rougher than she'd ever heard it.

That was all it took.

With a sound somewhere between a whimper and a growl, Jasmine launched herself at him. Her legs wrapped around his waist as she claimed his mouth, pouring years of pent-up desire into one desperate kiss. Nate stumbled back a half-step before his instincts kicked in, hands gripping her thighs as he pinned her against the door with delicious force.

The kiss deepened, turned molten. His tongue swept into her mouth, claiming, exploring, drawing soft sounds from her throat that she barely recognized as her own. His hands roamed her body with desperate need, fingers digging into her flesh hard enough to leave marks - marks she desperately wanted.

They broke apart gasping, foreheads pressed together, hearts racing in sync. Reality crystalized between them - this was actually happening. No more waiting. No more pretending.

Upstairs, she managed, her voice barely more than a breathless whisper. Now.

They practically sprinted to her apartment, pausing every few steps to steal heated kisses. The moment her door slammed behind them, Nate had her pressed against it, his mouth hot on her neck as his hands explored the curves of her body with reverent hunger.

Been wanting this, he murmured against her skin, for so long.

They stumbled toward the bedroom, leaving a trail of knocked-over items in their wake. By the time they reached her bed, Jasmine was drunk on the taste of him, the feel of his hands on her body.

She pushed him onto the mattress, watching his eyes darken further as she reached for her zipper. The dress fell away like water, pooling at her feet in a whisper of fabric. Nate's sharp intake of breath was audible in the silence.

Christ, he breathed, drinking in the sight of her. His gaze felt like a physical caress, sending shivers down her spine.

With deliberate grace, she crawled onto his lap, enjoying the way his hands instantly found her hips, fingers pressing into her skin with barely restrained need. She rolled her hips experimentally, drawing a strangled groan from his throat.

Jazz, he warned, voice thick with desire.

She leaned in close, letting her lips brush his ear, Yes.

You're playing with fire.

Maybe, she purred, nipping at his earlobe, I want to get burned.


Chapter 14

Jasmine's dexterous fingers trailed over the taut muscles of Nate's chest as if tracing the contours of his very soul. Her palms glided down, mapping each defined ridge and dip before settling on his abdomen. She nipped and licked a sensual path along his midsection, her tongue darting out to tease the shallow grooves of his abs.

Nate's fingers sank into her raven tresses as he released a low, guttural groan, his body arching off the bed in eager anticipation. You're killing me, he rasped, his voice thick with desire and barely restrained hunger.

Jasmine chuckled, the husky sound vibrating through her chest and mingling with the heavy breaths she drew as she devoured him with her gaze. Her lips continued their deliberate exploration, tracing the elastic waistband of his pants before pausing to brush against the heated skin beneath. A shiver coursed down Nate's spine as he felt the fleeting caress, his cock twitching in response.

She undid the button and slowly drew the zipper down, the sound of it sliding against the denim a torturous symphony that left him gasping. His erection sprang free, long and thick and achingly hard, the crown glistening with a bead of precum that seemed to pulse in time with his racing heartbeat.

Jasmine's eyes locked onto the proud column of flesh, her mouth watering at the sight of it as she reached out to wrap her fingers around its generous girth. She felt it throb against her palm, the heat radiating from him seeping into her skin and sending a thrill of excitement coursing through her veins.

Leaning forward, she captured his cock with her lips in a slow, deliberate movement, her tongue darting out to lick up the pearly droplet at the tip. The taste of him exploded on her tongue – salty, musky, and uniquely Nate. She groaned, the sound muffled by the hardness pressing against her palate.

Nate's back arched off the bed as Jasmine took him deeper, her throat constricting around his thick shaft in a snug, wet heat that made him moan. His fingers delved into her hair, holding her in place as he began to thrust into her mouth with a slow, sensual rhythm that left them both panting.

Jazz, oh God, he muttered, his voice strained with pleasure as she swirled her tongue around the head of his cock and sucked him hard. Her hand worked in tandem, stroking and squeezing him in a relentless tempo that had him bucking against her face.

She hummed around him, the vibration sending shivers down his spine and making his balls draw up tight with approaching climax. His fingers tightened in her hair as he tried to hold back, but it was no use – he was too far gone.

With a low growl, Nate's hips surged forward, burying himself to the hilt in Jasmine's throat as his release tore through him. She instinctively relaxed her muscles, taking him even deeper as he emptied himself into her mouth with a torrent of hot semen. The warm fluid filled her belly, and she swallowed greedily, not wanting to waste a single drop of the essence that was uniquely his.

As the last pulses subsided, Nate pulled out of her mouth with a gasp, his chest heaving as he struggled to catch his breath. Jasmine sat back on her heels, her own body trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure, a satisfied grin spreading across her face like a sunrise over the horizon.

Get used to that view, she purred, patting the still-hard length of him before crawling up his body to claim his lips in a searing kiss. Her tongue delved into his mouth, tangling with his own as she savored the taste of him on her palate – sweet and musky and utterly intoxicating.

She broke the kiss, her eyes locked onto his, a promise dancing in their depths. Because you're going to be looking at this every night, she whispered, her breath fanning across his lips as she settled into the curve of his body, her leg thrown over his hip to claim him once more. And I'll make sure it's always worth your while.

Nate's lips remained locked with Jasmine's as he felt the subtle shift in her weight, his body tensing in anticipation of what was to come. She broke the kiss, her breath a whisper against his mouth as she murmured, Hold on, Nate. 

His arms instinctively wrapped around her waist, fingers digging into the supple flesh of her hips as she lifted them with deliberate slowness. His cock throbbed in response, straining for release as he felt her poised above him. 

With a gentle pressure, Jasmine lowered herself onto his length in one smooth, fluid motion. Nate's eyes rolled back at the sensation of being filled by her, his body arching off the bed to meet hers. 

Her inner walls clenched tight around his cock, drawing him in deeper as she began to ride him with a slow, deliberate pace that was almost torturous in its slowness. Each rise and fall sent shivers down his spine, the friction between them building with every passing second. 


The bed creaked and groaned beneath their joined bodies, the sound mingling with their heavy panting and the slap of skin against skin to create a symphony of pleasure and desire. Nate's fingers dug deeper into her hips, guiding her movements as he thrust upward to meet her, seeking more of that exquisite sensation. 

Jasmine, he groaned, his voice a husky whisper in the room as he struggled to maintain control. You feel incredible. 

She rode him harder then, the pace quickening as she chased her own release. Her breasts bounced with each downward motion, and Nate couldn't resist reaching up to cup them in his hands, thumbs teasing the hardened peaks. 

The touch sent sparks flying through Jasmine's body, and she threw her head back, crying out as her climax washed over her. She ground against him, milking his cock for every drop of pleasure as her orgasm ripped through her, leaving her trembling and breathless. 

Nate's arms tightened around her, holding her close as he followed her into the abyss with a hoarse shout of release. His hips jerked upward one last time, burying himself deep inside her as he spilled his seed within her warm, welcoming depths. 

Together, they rode out the waves of their pleasure, bodies entwined and hearts pounding in tandem as they savored the aftermath of their passion. When the tremors finally subsided, Jasmine collapsed onto his chest, her face nestled against his neck as she struggled to catch her breath. 

Nate wrapped his arms around her, holding her close as he whispered into her ear, I think I'm going to like this new development. 

Jasmine chuckled, a lazy smile spreading across her face. She nuzzled into the warmth of his skin, already thinking about when they could do it again and how she might persuade him to let her take charge next time. 

As their bodies cooled, Nate's fingers began to lazily trace patterns on Jasmine's back, their pace mirroring the slowing of their heartbeats. They lay there in comfortable silence for a while, basking in the aftermath of their passion and the growing sense of closeness that had developed between them. 

As Jasmine caught her breath, she felt Nate's cock still twitching inside her, a reminder that they weren't quite finished yet. She lifted her head to look at him, her eyes meeting his in the dim light of the room, the shadows dancing across their faces like lovers' whispers. 

Still got some fire left in you, don't we, she teased, her voice husky from their earlier activities and the lingering vibrations of Nate's pleasure still resonating through her very core. 

Nate's gaze darkened, his eyes burning with a primal intensity as he nodded slowly. Definitely, he rasped, his fingers digging into her hips as if to brand her, to claim her once more. And then, with a low groan that seemed to reverberate deep within her belly, he began to move inside her once more. 

Jasmine moaned softly, the sensation of him filling her again sending shivers down her spine and awakening the embers of desire that still smoldered within her. But instead of continuing in missionary position, she shifted onto all fours, pushing herself up off Nate's body and positioning her ass over his cock with deliberate slowness. 


Nate groaned at the view, his hands sliding up to grip her hips as if to anchor himself to this moment, to never let go. Doggy style, he murmured, his voice thick with desire, heavy with the promise of what was to come. 

Jasmine nodded, her hands bracing herself on the bed as Nate slammed his length into her with abandonment, the angle allowing her to take even more of him, every inch of his cock stroking against that most sensitive spot within her with each thrust. 

Fuck, Nate panted, his fingers digging into her skin as if to leave an indelible mark, a reminder of this moment when they were one. You're so tight, Jazz. So goddamn perfect. 

She moaned in response, her body already building towards another climax, the sensation of being filled from behind, coupled with the way Nate's cock hit all the right spots, almost too much to bear. 

Harder, she begged, pushing back against him as he picked up the pace, seeking that pinnacle of pleasure once more. Please, Nate... harder. 

Nate obliged, his hips slamming against her ass with renewed ferocity, each thrust driving him deeper within her, the sound of skin meeting skin echoing through the room like a primal chant. 

Jasmine screamed out in pleasure, her climax ripping through her like a tidal wave, waves of ecstasy crashing over her as Nate buried himself deep inside her one final time, their bodies locked in a frenzy of desire and release. 


As they both came down from the high, Jasmine collapsed onto the bed, panting and sated once more, her body glowing with the warmth of their passion. She rolled over to face Nate, a satisfied grin spreading across her face like the dawn after a stormy night. 

Think we can do that again sometime soon, she asked, her eyes sparkling with mischief, a hint of challenge dancing in their depths as if daring him to try and keep up with her insatiable appetite for pleasure. 

Nate chuckled, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, his touch gentle yet possessive. Anytime you want, Jazz, he said, his voice low and husky with lingering desire, the promise of future encounters hanging in the air like the sweet scent of their lovemaking. Just give me a signal... and I'll be there. 


Chapter 15

Jasmine woke slowly, consciousness seeping in like honey on a warm day. Her body ached in all the right places, limbs tangled with Nate's like a particularly intimate game of Twister. Morning light painted golden stripes across his chest - his very nice chest, she noted appreciatively - which was currently serving as her personal pillow.

Well, she thought smugly, this is certainly an upgrade from my usual morning-after regrets.

His arm was wrapped possessively around her waist, holding her close even in sleep, like his subconscious wasn't quite ready to let her go. The thought made something warm bloom in her chest.

Last night had been... well, incredible seemed like an understatement. More like earth-shattering, reality-altering, make-you-believe-in-magic kind of amazing. Which, considering she'd literally experienced reality-altering magic recently, was saying something.

A satisfied smile played at her lips as memories flooded back - his hands gripping her hips hard enough to leave marks she'd definitely be admiring later, the way he'd growled her name against her skin, how they'd crashed together like waves breaking against rocks, desperate and powerful and inevitable.

Of course, that led to the elephant in the room - or rather, the former man in the bed.

A week ago, she'd been Jason, drinking beers with Nate and complaining about dating. Now she was Jasmine, wearing nothing but last night's memories and thoroughly enjoying the view of her best friend turned lover sleeping beside her.

And the really wild part, It felt right. Like this was exactly where she was supposed to be, gender-swapping fortune cookies and all.

Take that, existential crisis, she thought triumphantly. I'm too satisfied for your nonsense.

She lay there for a while longer, just enjoying the steady thrum of his heartbeat under her ear and the warmth of his skin against hers. But then reality - and the need for caffeine - started creeping in.

Right, she mused, eyeing the distance to the door. Operation: Escape Without Waking the Beast.

Extracting herself from Nate's grip proved to be a delicate operation. Every time she moved, he'd make this adorable grumbling sound and pull her closer, like a particularly stubborn octopus who'd found something he liked.

Come on, big guy, she whispered, finally wiggling free. Mama needs coffee.

She spotted his shirt on the floor - the same one she'd been admiring on him last night before she'd rather enthusiastically removed it. With a smirk, she slipped it on, enjoying how it smelled like him and hung just low enough to be decent but high enough to be interesting.

At the door, she paused, looking back at him sprawled across her bed. His hair was a disaster, his face peaceful in sleep, and there was definitely a hickey on his collarbone that she remembered leaving there.

Not bad, she murmured appreciatively. Not bad at all.

Then, with one last satisfied glance at her handiwork, she headed for the kitchen. After all, if last night was any indication, they were both going to need their energy for round... what number were they on now.

She grinned. Maybe she'd lost count somewhere between the door and the bedroom, but she was definitely looking forward to keeping score today.


Chapter 16

Jasmine carefully balanced the two mugs of coffee in her hands as she nudged the bedroom door open with her hip, nearly spilling the precious caffeine all over her hardwood floors. She'd already managed to knock over her favorite plant in the kitchen while attempting to operate her unnecessarily complicated coffee maker.

Nate was still sprawled across her bed, the sheets barely covering his lower half, his toned chest rising and falling with deep, even breaths. His hair was a complete mess, and the soft morning light streaming through the window made him look unfairly attractive. One arm was thrown dramatically over his head, and he was somehow taking up about ninety percent of her queen-sized bed.

Typical, she muttered under her breath, though she couldn't help smiling. Even asleep, you're the most extra person I know.

God, she could get used to waking up to this. Even if it meant surrendering most of her bed to this human starfish.

Smirking to herself, she set the mugs down on the nightstand before crawling back onto the bed, straddling his waist as she leaned down and pressed a slow, lingering kiss to his lips.

Rise and shine, sleeping beauty, she whispered against his mouth.

Nate stirred, a soft groan rumbling in his chest as he blinked awake, his eyes still heavy with sleep. Five more minutes, he mumbled, trying to burrow deeper into her pillows.

Mm, he murmured finally, his voice rough and deep, sending a pleasant shiver down her spine. Now this is the way to wake up. Much better than that awful alarm clock of yours that sounds like a dying whale.

That alarm clock is vintage, Jasmine defended, though she was grinning.

Vintage doesn't automatically make something better, Jazz. Your record player, Vintage. That alarm clock, Ancient torture device.

Jasmine grinned against his lips. Brought you coffee, too. Though I'm starting to regret that decision.

His arms lazily wrapped around her waist, pulling her down against him as he smirked. You kiss me awake and bring me coffee, I'm gonna get spoiled, Jazz. Though I notice there's a distinct lack of breakfast foods. No pancakes, No bacon, I'm disappointed.

She arched a brow, poking him in the chest. Oh, honey, you've been spoiled since the day I met you. And if you want pancakes, the kitchen's that way. I seem to recall someone bragging about their culinary skills last night.

That was clearly just an attempt to impress you, he said with a lazy grin. Did it work.

I'm still waiting for evidence to support your claims.

But then—

His smile faltered.

His hands tightened slightly on her waist, his expression shifting into something more hesitant, almost... nervous.

Jasmine frowned, immediately sensing the change. Hey, she murmured, brushing a strand of hair from his face. What's wrong, And if you say you're actually a terrible cook, I might have to reconsider this whole thing.

Nate exhaled, his fingers absently tracing circles on her hips. I just... He hesitated, searching for the words. I don't want you to think I—we—rushed into this. Last night—I mean, it was amazing, but I don't want you to wake up and regret it.

Jasmine blinked—then laughed softly, shaking her head. You're ridiculous, you know that.

It's been mentioned once or twice.

Nate, she murmured, cupping his face in her hands. I'm exactly where I want to be. Even if you are hogging all the blankets.

I am not— he glanced down, noting how he'd indeed wrapped himself in most of the bedding. Okay, maybe I am. In my defense, your apartment is freezing.

It's called saving on heating bills. Some of us don't have fancy thermostats that can be controlled from our phones.

Before he could argue further, she kissed him again, slow and deep, pouring every ounce of certainty into it.

When she pulled back, she rested her forehead against his. We've been dancing around this for years, she whispered. And honestly, I'm done pretending we don't want this. Even if you are a blanket thief.

I prefer blanket enthusiast, he countered.

Nate stared at her for a moment, his hazel eyes searching hers, and then—finally—he let out a breath, his body relaxing beneath her.

Okay, he murmured, a small, almost sheepish smile tugging at his lips. But for the record, your coffee maker is unnecessarily complicated. I watched you nearly destroy it from here.

It's not complicated, it's sophisticated, she protested. And I had it under control.

Is that why there's coffee on your shirt.

Jasmine glanced down, noticing the small brown stain for the first time. That's... that's a design choice.

Right, he drawled, clearly amused. Very fashionable.

Just drink your coffee before it gets cold, smartass.

He chuckled, finally reaching over to grab his mug, and Jasmine sat up properly, still straddling his lap, facing him as she took a sip of her own.

But then—

As she sat there, so close to him, her body still humming from the night before, another thought crept into her mind. Every slight movement sent electricity through her nerves, reminding her of how perfectly they fit together.

She could kiss him whenever she wanted now.

And she really, really wanted to.

Setting her coffee back down with deliberate slowness, she leaned in again, this time pressing a slow, teasing kiss to his lips, her fingers trailing down his chest. She felt his muscles tense beneath her touch, his breath catching slightly.

Careful, he murmured against her mouth, I might start thinking you like me or something.

Wouldn't want that, she breathed, nipping at his lower lip.

Nate hummed against her mouth, automatically kissing her back, one hand resting on her thigh, slowly inching higher, the other still holding his coffee. You're playing with fire, Jazz.

Maybe I like getting burned, she whispered, her lips trailing down his jaw, to that sensitive spot just below his ear that she'd discovered the night before. His resulting groan sent heat pooling in her stomach.

Until her wandering hand slipped lower, her fingers gliding up his thigh before wrapping around him with practiced confidence.

Nate's breath hitched sharply, a deep, guttural groan escaping his throat. Christ, Jazz, he managed, his voice strained.

His entire body tensed beneath her, and when she pulled back to look at him, his eyes were dark, heavy-lidded, and filled with something downright sinful. The hazel of his irises was nearly consumed by black, and the way he looked at her made her feel like prey being hunted.

He barely managed to put his coffee down before his hands were on her again, gripping her firmly by the waist. His fingers dug into her skin, possessive, hungry.

So, he murmured, his voice deep and rough, sending a delicious shiver through her. A day in bed, I can do that. His thumbs traced slow circles on her hips, just beneath the hem of her oversized t-shirt. Though I think you're wearing far too many clothes for what I have in mind.

Before she could react, he flipped them, a surprised squeak escaping her lips as he pinned her to the mattress, his body hovering over hers. His weight pressed her down deliciously, and she could feel every hard line of him against her.

Smooth move, she gasped, arching against him.

I have my moments, he growled, before capturing her mouth in a searing kiss that made her toes curl. His hands slid beneath her shirt, calloused fingers mapping every inch of skin they could reach.

Jasmine barely had a second to breathe before his mouth was trailing down her neck, leaving a path of fire in its wake. His kiss was slow and consuming, his hands exploring, claiming, making her melt beneath him all over again.

The coffee's getting cold, she managed to say, though her fingers were threading through his hair, urging him on.

I'll make you more later, he promised against her collarbone, his hands sliding higher. Much, much later.

And just like that—

The morning was forgotten, lost in a tangle of sheets, wandering hands, and breathless whispers. The coffee grew cold on the nightstand, but neither of them seemed to care anymore. They had much better ways to wake up.


Chapter 17

Three Months Later – Christmas Eve.

The apartment looked like a department store had exploded, with suitcases gaping open on the bed and holiday chaos everywhere. Christmas music drifted softly from Jasmine's phone, mixing with coffee aromas and the unmistakable scent of anxiety radiating from Nate as he wore a path in her carpet.

Jasmine watched him from her perch on the bed, hiding her smile behind her coffee mug. The great Nate - master of smooth-talking and impossible situations - reduced to nervous pacing by the prospect of meeting her parents.

You know, she mused, I've seen you talk your way out of some pretty impressive situations. Like that time in Vegas-

That was entirely your fault, he interrupted, running agitated fingers through his hair. You're the one who decided to count cards.

I was winning.

You were about to get us banned from the entire state of Nevada.

She smirked. And yet here you are, more scared of my dad than angry casino security.

Jazz, he groaned, this is different. They know me as your best friend, not as the guy who- he gestured vaguely, face flushing.

Who what, she asked innocently. Ravishes their daughter on every available surface.

Not. Helping.

She unfolded herself from the bed with deliberate grace, stepping into his space. Her hands settled on his chest, feeling his heartbeat racing beneath her palms. They already love you, you know.

As your friend, he countered, hands automatically finding her waist. Not as the guy who's thoroughly corrupting their little girl.

Oh honey, she purred, if they knew half the things we've done, corruption would be the least of their concerns.

Nate dropped his head to her shoulder with a groan. You're enjoying this way too much.

Absolutely, she agreed, running soothing fingers through his hair. It's not often I get to see the great Nate reduced to nervous wreck status.

She remembered the flip side - back when she was Jason, being there for Nate through his worst breakups. Particularly that night with the whiskey bottle, when his ex had shattered his heart and his trust in one brutal blow.

Now, every time his confidence wavered, she made damn sure he knew exactly where he stood with her.

Hey, she whispered, tilting his face up to meet her eyes. I'm not going anywhere. I'm yours. Completely, utterly, embarrassingly yours.

His breath caught. Say it again.

She smiled, pressing closer. I'm yours, she breathed against his lips before kissing him deeply, thoroughly, until she felt the tension melt from his shoulders.

When they finally broke apart, his eyes had darkened to that familiar intensity that usually led to them being very, very late for things.

We have a flight to catch, she reminded him reluctantly.

They can wait, he growled, pulling her closer.

Nate, she laughed, pushing him away playfully. My parents are expecting us.

Fine, he sighed dramatically, grabbing their bags. But we're revisiting this conversation later.

Promise.

His answering smile was pure sin. Oh, definitely.

As they left the apartment - which had somehow become more theirs than hers over the past months - Jasmine couldn't help but smile. Everything felt perfectly, wonderfully right.

Even if they might end up missing their flight after all.


Chapter 18

The winter air hit them like a slap in the face as they stepped off the plane, making Nate pull his coat tighter with an exaggerated shiver.

Jesus, he muttered, his breath forming little clouds. Did your parents specifically choose to live in the one place colder than a witch's-

Language, Jasmine smirked, adjusting her scarf. And yes, they absolutely did. Mom says it helps weed out the weak suitors.

Fantastic, he grumbled. No pressure or anything.

The drive to her parents' house was smooth, but Jasmine could practically feel Nate's anxiety radiating off him as they pulled up to the snow-covered home that looked like it belonged on a Christmas card.

You know, she mused, placing a deliberate hand on his thigh, for someone who once talked us out of a speeding ticket by convincing the cop we were rushing to deliver an emergency shipment of rubber ducks-

That was different, he protested. That cop didn't have the power to ban me from family holidays.

No, but Mom does have that soup story she loves to tell...

Nate's eyes widened. She wouldn't.

Oh, she absolutely would. Remember, 'If you ever lead my daughter astray, this minestrone might just slip...'

That concert was educational.

The only education I got that night was in creative excuse-making and how to sneak back in through a second-story window.

The Doorstep Ambush

They barely had time to ring the doorbell before it flew open and Jasmine disappeared into her mother's embrace.

My baby.

Mom- oxygen- becoming an issue-

Her mother finally released her, only to turn her laser-focus onto Nate, who stood there looking like he was facing a firing squad.

Mrs. Carter, he managed, attempting dignity.

She studied him for a long moment before yanking him into a hug that made him go rigid as a board. Welcome to the family, you sneaky boy.

Thank... you, he wheezed.

Is the turncoat here yet, came her father's voice from inside.

Nate's face fell. And here we go.

Her father appeared in the doorway, arms crossed, doing his best impression of a disapproving mob boss. Nathaniel.

Mr. Carter.

You were my spy, her father declared dramatically. My inside man. You were supposed to warn me about potential boyfriends, not become one.

In my defense, sir, Nate replied, fighting a grin, your daughter is very persuasive.

Oh really, Her father's eyebrows shot up. Do tell.

Dad, Jasmine protested, feeling her face heat.

What, I'm just trying to understand how my most trusted lieutenant turned traitor.

Richard, her mother interrupted, stop terrorizing the boy and get their bags.

Traitors don't deserve bag service, he grumbled, but his eyes were twinkling as he grabbed their suitcases.

As they followed him inside, Jasmine squeezed Nate's hand. See, Not so bad.

Your dad just called me a traitor three different ways.

Yeah, but he helped with the bags. That means he likes you.

The bar seems concerningly low.

Oh honey, she grinned, wait until he brings out the photo albums. Then you'll really see how accepted you are.

Nate's horror-struck expression was worth every second of the upcoming embarrassment.


Chapter 19

As they settled into the living room, Jasmine's dad maintained his mock-stern demeanor, eyeing Nate over his coffee mug.

So, he drawled, when exactly did you decide to abandon your post as my intelligence officer.

Nate, finally finding his footing in this familiar banter, leaned back with a grin. Probably around the time your daughter started wearing that red dress to dinner.

Nate, Jasmine squeaked, while her mother burst out laughing.

The red dress, her father's eyes narrowed. The one you told me was 'totally appropriate for a business dinner'.

Oh, it was definitely business, Nate smirked, dodging Jasmine's swat. Just not the kind you were thinking of.

I cannot believe- her father started.

That your most trusted agent got compromised. Jasmine cut in, settling onto Nate's lap with deliberate mischief. Face it, Dad. Your spy got seduced.

Seduced, Her father threw up his hands. This is worse than I thought. Not only did you turn my best informant, but you're proud of it.

To be fair, sir, Nate wrapped an arm around Jasmine's waist, I was a pretty terrible spy. I mean, I fell for the target.

Rookie mistake, her father nodded sagely. First rule of espionage: never fall in love with the mark.

Richard, her mother interrupted, fighting laughter. Stop treating our daughter like she's running some kind of honey trap operation.

Well, she certainly trapped something, he grumbled, then pointed at Nate. And you, All those times I asked about potential boyfriends...

In my defense, Nate raised his hands, I did tell you there was someone interested in Jazz. I just... omitted that it was me.

Lies of omission, her father declared. The worst kind.

Oh please, Jasmine rolled her eyes. Like you didn't spend three months trying to set us up anyway.

Her father's righteous indignation faltered. I... have no idea what you're talking about.

Really, she arched an eyebrow. So all those times you 'accidentally' needed both of us to help with projects. The mysterious dinner reservations for two that you suddenly couldn't use.

Complete coincidence, he maintained, though his mustache twitched suspiciously.

The couples' cooking class gift certificates, Nate added.

Early Christmas presents.

In July, Jasmine deadpanned.

Her father finally cracked, grinning. Alright, fine. Maybe I ran my own counter-intelligence operation.

Richard Carter, her mother gasped. You sneaky old fox.

What, he shrugged. I figured if my best agent was going to fall for my daughter, I might as well speed things along.

So this whole betrayal routine... Nate started.

Oh, that's just for fun, her father winked. Can't make it too easy on you, son. Where's the entertainment in that.

Jasmine groaned, burying her face in Nate's shoulder. I can't believe I'm related to you.

Believe it, sweetheart, her father grinned. Now, who wants to see the photos from Jazz's gothic phase.

Dad, no.

Dad, yes. Nate sat up straighter. Please tell me there's eyeliner involved.

So much eyeliner, her father confirmed, already reaching for the album.

I hate all of you, Jasmine declared, but she couldn't quite hide her smile.

No you don't, Nate kissed her temple. You love us.

Careful there, agent, her father warned. That kind of talk might get you reassigned.

Too late, Jasmine smirked. He's been permanently transferred to my department.

God help us all, her father sighed, but his eyes were twinkling as he opened the photo album. Now, about that eyeliner phase...


Chapter 20

The house had finally settled into that peculiar post-holiday quiet, when even the air seems exhausted from too much festivity. The chaos of the day - including the Great Gravy Incident of 2025 and her father's theatrical pie heist - had finally given way to peaceful stillness.

Jasmine was sprawled across Nate like her personal heated mattress, head tucked under his chin, listening to his heartbeat with drowsy contentment. His fingers traced lazy patterns along her spine, occasionally catching the hem of her (his) stolen t-shirt.

You know, he murmured into her hair, your dad's still mad about the pie.

He's the one who tried to hide it in the laundry room, she mumbled against his chest. Amateur move.

Says the woman who helped him eat it.

Accomplice privileges. Besides, you got your share.

Only because you bribed me with kisses.

And it worked beautifully.

They fell back into comfortable silence, but Nate noticed the way her fingers had started drawing thoughtful circles on his chest - her tell for when her mind was wandering down memory lane.

Alright, he said softly, running a hand through her hair. What's going on in that dangerous head of yours.

She was quiet for a moment, then tilted her head up to meet his eyes. What took us so long.

The question hung in the air, heavy with meaning. Because really - how had they spent so many years circling each other, pretending the electricity between them was just friendship.

Instead of answering, she pushed herself up and kissed him - the kind of kiss that felt like coming home and catching fire all at once. His arms automatically wrapped around her, pulling her closer, desperate to eliminate any space between them.

This, she whispered against his lips, this is all I've ever wanted.

She settled back against his chest, and he could feel her smile against his skin. The only place I want to be.

Even with my cold feet, he teased, but his voice was rough with emotion.

Even with your cold feet, she confirmed, then added wickedly, Though we could always warm those up...

Jazz, he warned, though his hands had already started wandering. Your parents are down the hall.

Then I guess you'll have to be quiet, she purred, sliding her hand lower.

You're trouble, he groaned, but made no move to stop her.

Your trouble, she corrected, pressing a kiss to his collar bone.

And as the night wrapped around them like a blanket, Nate couldn't help but think that some trouble was absolutely worth the wait.
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