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Three Wishes

A summer escape. A lifelong bond. A wish that changes everything.

Mara and Jessie retreat to a remote seaside cottage for one last summer together—caught between the comfort of who they’ve always been and the quiet ache of what they’ve never dared to want. When they discover an ancient lamp offering three wishes, the line between fantasy and truth begins to blur.

As the days stretch on, something shifts. Desire deepens. Identities soften and sharpen in unexpected ways. Love grows complicated, intimate, and impossible to ignore.

Three Wishes is a lush, emotionally charged LGBTQ+ romance blending magical realism, queer awakening, and slow-burn transformation. A story about longing, becoming, and the dangerous beauty of wishing for more than the world expects you to be.

Some magic doesn’t grant what you ask for. It grants what you need.

*** Another thrilling transgender, feminization, romance novella from the best-selling author, Keary Hayes.***


One

The sky was the colour of wet slate when they pulled up to the cottage, wind tugging at the car like it wanted to drag it back down the hill. It wasn’t raining, but the clouds hung low, pregnant with it, heavy and waiting. Mara turned off the engine and sat for a moment, hands still on the wheel, like she could absorb something through the air alone.

Jessie undid his seatbelt slowly. His fingers were cold, even though the air was strangely warm, thick and coastal, tinged with salt and peat smoke. He felt like he’d stepped out of time and into the bones of a story.

“This is it?” He asked, quieter than he meant to be.

Mara nodded, smiling. “Isn’t it beautiful?”

It was, in a raw, understated way.

The house sat stubbornly at the edge of a green slope, a single chimney leaning slightly left like it was bowing to centuries of wind. Whitewashed walls, chipped in places, blue door with rust around the handle. A stone wall wrapped around it like a protective arm. Beyond that, the sea, a vast expanse of grey-green, endless, rising and falling with the breath of something ancient.

Jessie climbed out of the car and stretched, immediately having to push his hair out of his face. The wind caught everything. His shirt clung to his chest, the hem fluttering like a flag. Beside him, Mara stood with her arms lifted, long red hair whipping around her like fire in a storm.

“I forgot how much I love this place.” She said, turning toward him.

Her eyes sparkled green like glass under water.

Jessie didn’t say anything. He just watched her, his chest tight in a way that had nothing to do with the wind.

The inside of the cottage was exactly what he expected it to be, weathered and warm. Worn wooden floors. Mismatched furniture that somehow all went together. A narrow staircase led to the attic bedroom. Blankets in baskets. The smell of old stone and herbs and something sweeter, like dried lavender or dusted sugar.

Mara opened the windows to let the air through. It filled the house instantly, salt-heavy and electric. Jessie dropped their bags just inside the door, then went to stand in the kitchen, palms on the counter, letting the feeling settle.

“God. It’s like… the edge of the world.” He said.

Mara smiled at him oddly.

“That’s what Gran always called it.” Mara leaned against the table. “She said you could scream out here and no one would ever hear it. She loved that.”

Jessie glanced at her sidelong, chuckled.

“That sounds kind of ominous.”

Mara grinned.

“She meant it in a good way. Like it was freeing. Like you could finally be honest.”

The wind moaned against the windows. Jessie pulled his cardigan tighter around himself, but didn’t move. It felt like a threshold, this moment. Like if he said the wrong thing, the house might hear it. And remember.

They spent the next hour unpacking in near silence. There was no Wi-Fi, barely a signal. Jessie folded his jeans into the pine dresser. Mara took the attic bedroom—the one with the skylight and the view, but Jessie didn’t mind taking the smaller room downstairs.

It felt right, somehow. Like roles they had always filled without thinking. Plus, it was her family home. If not for her family letting them have it for the summer, neither of them would have been able to afford the wild, extravagant holiday. Three months of quiet isolation to celebrate and relax. He still couldn’t get over it.

Three months with Mara before… he felt his heart sink at the thought of returning home at the end of the holiday.

They’d just graduated from college, where they’d studied together, but returning home meant splitting up for the first time since they’d met almost a decade ago. They each had jobs in different cities.

They’d both said they’d stay in touch, would visit often, but deep down they both knew what the future held. This holiday was, he figured, their way of acknowledging it.

Still, that was three months away. He wasn’t going to let the future taint the present.

When he came back into the kitchen, Mara had lit a few candles in coloured glass holders. The stove was warming up, clicking as it expanded. She had her feet up on a chair, her red hair still damp from the wind. She looked wild and peaceful all at once.

“We made it.” She said.

Jessie nodded and tried to smile, but there was something restless under his skin.

“You okay?” She asked, tilting her head.

Jessie paused. Mara could always tell when something was bothering him, but… he knew he didn’t want to talk about it.

“Yeah. Just… tired. And overwhelmed. In a good way.” He paused. “It’s beautiful here.”

Mara softened, smiled.

“I’m really glad you came.” She said.

Jessie felt himself flush. He looked down at his hands. They were too small, too pale. He hated how obvious it always felt, this thing in his chest that wouldn’t go away.

“You always say that.” He murmured. “When I follow you. You said it when he headed off to college together, on the trips we went on together. And… now.”

“And I always mean it.” She said, gently. “I’m always glad you come with me.”

Neither of them spoke about the fact that in three months Jessie wouldn’t be going with her. Mara would be heading west and he’d be heading east. They'd be parting.
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Dinner was soup from a tin, but they ate it with fresh bread from the village and drank red wine from mugs because there were only two glasses, and they were mismatched and chipped. Mara tucked her feet under her on the couch. Jessie sat opposite, legs crossed at the ankle like a nervous schoolboy.

It was quiet, though not awkward. It was never awkward between them, but in that moment, it felt fragile. Like something that might shatter if they talked too loud.

The wind pressed hard against the windows, a soft howl in the distance. The fire popped. When the soup was gone and the bread eaten, they sat on the old rug in the sitting room, knees close, mugs of wine warm between their palms.

It felt suspended. A moment snatched from time.

But time was still moving. It was always moving.

Jessie curled his fingers around his mug tighter. His legs were pulled up, socked feet pressed together. The candlelight made his skin look soft. The kind of soft that gets bruised easily.

“It’s nice here.” He said.

His voice was small, but the words were true.

Mara smiled, her legs outstretched, mug dangling from her fingers. Her hair was damp from the salt air, wild from the wind, her curls wilder than Jessie had ever seen them, as though her hair knew it had returned. She looked at home here. Like the landscape had grown around her. The firelight danced in her eyes. She looked wild and untameable.

“You always say that like you’re not allowed to enjoy things.” She said, her tone teasing but not unkind.

Jessie didn’t answer right away. He looked out the window instead. Past the reflection of the pair of them in the glass, into the soft darkness beyond.

“Maybe I’m not.” He said, shrugging.

That made her sit up a little. She set her wine down and leaned her elbows on her knees.

“Don’t say that.” Her voice was almost stern.

He gave a small, breathy laugh.

“Sorry. I didn’t mean to… make it a thing.”

Mara smiled.

“You are a thing. The best one.”

He smiled at that, but it didn’t reach all the way up. There was a silence.

Outside, the sea hissed. Inside, everything waited.

“It’s weird, isn’t it?” He said finally. “Three months. That’s all this is.”

Mara looked at him carefully. He knew then she felt it too.

“It’s not nothing.” She said. “Three months is… everything, when you know it’s about to end.”

He nodded. His throat was tight.

“Then I go east. You go west.”

“I know.”

He didn’t say what he was really thinking. That this, her warmth, her gaze, the way she smiled when he blushed, was going to be just another thing that lived in memory. That the future would happen to them in separate places. That he would be ordinary again without her.

“You ever think we’re just… prolonging the goodbye?”

Mara’s face softened like something inside her cracked a little.

“All the time,” she said. “Is that a bad thing?”

They didn’t say anything for a while. The fire sank lower. The wind moaned.

“But… I don’t care.” She added, finally. “I want this. Even if it has to end. I want now. I want this. I want you.”

Jessie looked at her then, really looked. He felt raw. Skinless. Like she could see his bones if she wanted to.

“You make me want things I shouldn’t want.” He said.

She tilted her head. “Like what?”

“Like believing maybe I don’t have to stay the same. Like maybe there’s more to me than this boy who always circles you like a moon.”

Mara reached out, slowly, and laid her hand over his.

“You’re not a moon, Jessie.” She whispered. “You’re my gravity.”

His breath hitched. He closed his eyes. Mara reached out to take Jessie’s hand, holding it gently.

“You always say you’re not into boys.” He said, trying to keep it neutral. Failing.

She nodded. “I know.”

“So what am I to you?”

Mara was quiet. Not like she didn’t know, but like the answer tasted dangerous on her tongue.

“You’re home.” She said. “You’re comfort. You’re the person I want to share silence with. I just… I’ve never figured out how to want right.”

Jessie looked down at their hands. Her thumb was moving in slow, lazy circles on the back of his.

“I’ve tried dating so many girls.” She said. “They’re never you. I keep thinking, ‘God, I wish I could find someone like Jessie,’ and then I hate myself for it. Because I can’t want you the way you want me.”

His face burned. He didn’t move his hand.

“But sometimes I think…” She trailed off, then swallowed. “Maybe I do. Maybe I just don’t know how.”

“Because I’m not a girl?” He asked.

Mara looked up. Her voice shook.

“Because you’re not her. Not yet. Maybe… I don’t know. I’m sorry.”

The wind rattled the window like it wanted to interrupt them.

“It’s okay,” Jessie whispered.

His voice was so soft she leaned closer to hear it.

“I’ve thought about it. Wishing I could find someone you could love.”

Mara froze. She didn’t speak for a moment. She looked like she was holding her breath.

Mara reached for him. Cradled his face in her hands like he was breakable. Or holy.

“I already love you.” She said. “Just not in the way that’s easy.”

Jessie’s vision blurred. He let it.

“How about we just pretend.” He said. “For the summer. Let’s pretend it’s not just the summer, and it all just works and makes sense. That it’s easy.”

She nodded, smiling.

“I wish it were that easy. But… I’ll try.” She whispered.

“I wish too.” Jessie said.

The wind seemed to snatch up his words, his want, and then… somewhere in the dark, something old began to stir.
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They didn’t talk much the next morning. They were both raw, vulnerable, and a little hungover.

The silence wasn’t cold. It was just soft, tender in the way that follows a bruise. They moved slowly around each other, making tea in chipped mugs, brushing fingers without speaking. Jessie’s eyes were shadowed, and Mara’s voice, when it came, was hoarse around the edges like the wind had gotten into her throat.

“Want to walk?” She asked. Finally breaking the silence as she tucked her hair into a loose braid.

Jessie just nodded. He hadn’t slept well. He kept dreaming of firelight and soft hands and the sound of the sea whispering soon into his ear like a threat and a promise.

They walked down the hill with the wind at their backs. The path was uneven, a trail of packed earth and tufts of long grass that bent like worshippers toward the waves. The sky was still bruised grey, but the clouds moved fast, and the light beneath them was silver.

The tide was on its way out. The sand was hard underfoot, smooth and hard-packed where the waves had only just receded. Mara led the way, her boots leaving crescent-shaped prints that Jessie carefully stepped into.

They didn’t talk at first. Just breathed.

Mara kept stopping to crouch and inspect things, shells cracked like old bones, pebbles striped with white and iron. She held a piece of sea glass to the light and smiled.

“I used to think these were mermaid teeth.” She said, voice thin with sleep.

Jessie smiled back, though he couldn’t meet her eyes for long. His chest still felt swollen from the night before, full of things unsaid.

“What do you think they are now?” He asked.

“Proof the sea’s always chewing on something.” She said, standing again. “Proof that with enough time, everything gets worn down.”

The wind whipped her braid loose. Jessie looked down and picked up a piece of driftwood shaped like a bird’s wing. It felt smooth and fragile in his hand, like something meant to be held and never kept.

“I feel hungover.” He murmured.

“We didn’t even drink that much.”

“Not from wine,” he said.

Mara went quiet again.

“I feel the same.” She said, finally.

They kept walking.

It wasn’t long before Jessie saw it, half-buried in a clump of seaweed, the sun glinting off something metallic. He bent to pick it up, sand spilling from it like a sigh.

“Weird.” He said. “Feels… heavy.”

Mara crouched beside him.

It was brass, dulled by salt and time, but still ornate. Curling patterns traced the handle, and the spout was bent just slightly, like it had been crushed under something once but had refused to stay broken.

“Looks like something from a movie.” Mara said.

Jessie turned it over in his hands. It was warm, warmer than it should have been. His fingers found the side and instinctively rubbed at a patch of grit, trying to clean it. The sand gave way with a soft rasp.

And then the wind changed.

It hit them like a breath, not just stronger, but different. Like it came from beneath the sand instead of across it. Mara stood, startled, and Jessie looked up…

And something spoke.

Not aloud. Not exactly. It was in the air. In the gut. In the place inside the chest where prayer lives.

“Three wishes.” The voice said, ancient and slow. “One for each. The last must be shared.”

Mara grabbed Jessie’s arm. Her grip was tight. Neither of them moved.

The beach was suddenly too quiet. The sea still moved, but the sound of it was muted, as if the world had ducked underwater. The gulls had vanished.

Jessie looked at the lamp again. It pulsed in his hands.

“What the fuck.” He whispered.

“Did you hear that?” Mara asked, voice taut.

Jessie nodded, slowly.

“Yeah.”

The wind stirred again, circling them this time, not cold but insistent, like fingers brushing a jaw to force them to listen.

“And you are warned. Be careful.” The voice said. “What is wished cannot be undone.”

And then… nothing.

The wind stilled. The world returned. Not quickly, but not slowly either, like the pair were rising up from the depths of something profound.

The gulls cried overhead again, the sea whispered back to shore, and Jessie realised he was holding his breath.

Mara let go of his arm. Her fingers had left faint white impressions.

They stared at the lamp.

“Do you… do you think it’s cursed?” Jessie asked, trying to laugh, but his voice wavered.

Mara shrugged. She reached out and touched it.

“Maybe. I mean, that voice… and the warning.” She said. “But it also feels like… maybe it’s not a punishment or a curse. Maybe… it feels like we were meant to find it. Like… maybe it’s a door.”

Jessie swallowed.

“Do you believe it?” He asked. “The voice, I mean.”

“Does it matter?” She said. “All I know is that we both heard it, and we both felt it. It was real.”

They both looked out at the sea. It rolled and sighed like it always had. But something was different now. The tide had pulled back, and in its wake, something had been offered.

Mara turned to him slowly.

“If it’s real.” She said. “What would you wish for?”

He looked at her, mouth dry. The truth sat just behind his teeth.

“I don’t know. Not yet.” He said, blushing.

He knew immediately that Mara knew he was lying.

“Liar.” she said, chuckling softly. “But I’ll let you keep it for now.”

They stood together in the wind. The lamp between them, heavy and humming.

“Just… be careful, okay. That voice, what it said. We only get one each and one to share. And… what you wish for can’t be undone.”

Jessie nodded. He had one wish. He knew what he wanted, but… did he dare?

Far beneath the sand, something ancient waited, listening.


Two

The cabin was quiet except for the slow, steady ticking of the old clock on the wall, a metronome counting down the moments that felt too heavy to bear. The brass lamp sat on the rough wooden table, its dull gleam a silent challenge between them. Neither Mara nor Jessie dared touch it. It was strange and unreal, like a secret too dangerous to speak aloud, too fragile to grasp.

Mara sat curled on the threadbare couch, arms wrapped tight around her knees, her eyes tracing Jessie’s restless pacing. He moved like a tightly wound coil, every step a small fracture in the fragile peace between them. She could feel the tension radiating off him, quiet, but sharp like static in the air. Her heart ached with a quiet knowing, an instinct that something was wrong.

“Jessie.” She said softly, voice barely more than a breath. “You’re not okay.”

He stopped, a flicker of something crossing his face, something fragile and shadowed, but he shook his head quickly, brushing it off.

“I’m fine.” He said, but his voice didn’t hold. It cracked at the edges, like a porcelain vase about to shatter.

Mara didn’t press, but the silence between them stretched, thick and cold. She had her suspicions. That was the infuriating thing about her, she knew him, really knew him. He could never hide from her. Yet the fact was he’d never wanted to hide from her, not until that moment.

He turned away, heading for the bathroom with heavy steps.

“Jessie?” Mara called out.

Jessie paused and turned to look back.

“You… you promise you’ll be careful. You’re not going to wish for something stupid? You heard the warning.”

“You believe it?” He asked.

Mara shrugged.

“I don’t know but… it’s worth being careful, right? I promise I’m not going to wish but… you won’t either, right?”

Jessie smiled.

“I’ll be careful.” He said.

But he knew that wasn’t an answer. Mara, though, didn’t chase or pressure him, he moved too quickly, hurrying to the bathroom to escape further interrogation. The door shut behind him with a gentle click, leaving Mara alone with the lamp and the silence.

In the bathroom, Jessie stared into the mirror above the sink. He was breathing hard, cheeks flush. Could he really do it? Dare he?

The reflection that met him was a pale, thin ghost, his own face, but worn and fragile, a map of every harsh word he’d swallowed. His eyes were too big, too vulnerable, set in a face that felt too narrow, too slight to belong to anyone who deserved to be seen.

He hated his reflection. Every time he looked at it, a hollow ache bloomed in his chest. He hated the scrawny shoulders, the long, slender fingers, the way his frame seemed to fold in on itself like a paper cutout ready to be crushed. Not strong, not manly, not enough.

His mind drifted back, sinking into the murky depths of memory.

The years at school were sharp knives. The cruel jabs and whispered laughter that followed him like a shadow. The bullying wasn’t just physical, it was the way they looked at him, the way their words cut through his skin and settled deep beneath his bones.

“Freak.” They said.

“Weakling.”

“Girlyboy.”

He remembered the nights lying awake, counting the ceiling cracks, wishing to be invisible. To disappear so that their eyes couldn’t find him. But he was always there, too loud in his own silence, too awkward in his own skin.

And then, when it had been at its worst, there was Mara.

She’d arrived and saved him.

She had been his storm and his shelter, a fierce wildflower growing stubbornly through the cracks of his broken world. She’d stood up to the bullies, her fiery voice ringing clear and sharp, pulling him out of the dark. When he was drowning in shame and fear, she was the lifeline, strong, fierce, and unyielding.

But even with her, the doubt gnawed at him. If she left, if she ever saw him the way they did, what was left? What was he without her?

A shadow flitted over his thoughts, the times she’d laughed, not with him but at the awkward boy who trailed behind her. The looks she gave him sometimes, pity or frustration, maybe both. He told himself he was just imagining it, but the seed of that fear was planted deep.

He wasn’t enough. He’d never be enough.

Not man enough. Not strong enough. Not enough to be worthy of her fierce light. Not enough for her to love.

He thought of his hands, slender, delicate. They’d never be the rough, calloused hands he imagined men had. His voice, soft and uncertain, was never going to be the deep, steady rumble that echoed confidence. His body, always too thin, always too slight, always fading into the background.

The loneliness wrapped around him like a shroud. Not just the absence of love, but the absence of self-love. The ache of knowing he couldn’t even hold himself in his own arms. How could he hope to be loved by someone else if he hated the skin he was born in?

It had been almost easy to ignore the wound inside him while he’d had Mara, but now… he was losing her. And what was he without her?

A tear slid down his cheek, quick and silent, and he wiped it away with trembling fingers.

He thought of the brass lamp sitting on the table in the sitting room. The lamp he and Mara had found on the beach. The impossible, gleaming thing that promised more than either of them dared hope.

His breath hitched.

“I wish…” The words tumbled out, raw and unguarded. “I wish I was someone she could love.”

The confession felt like falling through thin ice, terrifying and necessary. But it wasn’t right. The wish was only half a wish. The truth still needed to be said. Something seemed to pull it from his lips, his throat, his heart.

The second half of the wish spilt out, heavier still, breaking like a wave in his throat.

“I wish I could be someone I could love.”

The mirror seemed to ripple, the edges blurring like a dream slipping between waking and sleep.

For a long moment, Jessie just stood there, heart pounding, the weight of the wish settling deep inside him.

What if it was real?

What if the wish could change everything?
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But then… nothing happened.

No flash of light. No booming voice. No transformation. Just the soft drip of the tap and the hum of the old bathroom fan buzzing above him like a dying insect. Jessie stood still for another moment, staring at his reflection like it might shimmer again, like it might tear open and reveal something else. Something more.

But the boy in the mirror remained the same. Hollow-eyed. Pale. Small.

Maybe the sea air was getting to him. Maybe they’d had too much wine the night before. He let out a shaky breath and peeled off his shirt. Of course, wishes weren’t real.

He turned and set the shower running, a tense feeling in his chest.

The water scalded. He didn’t turn it down. He stood beneath the spray, letting it sting, hoping it would scrape something off him, some shame, some sadness, some sliver of himself that didn’t belong.

But nothing came loose.

By the time he stepped out, the mirror was fogged and kind. He didn’t wipe it clean.

When he came back into the room, Mara was lighting a couple of the cheap tealights they’d found in the cupboard. She smiled at him like nothing was wrong, but her eyes moved over him carefully, quietly. She was reading his posture again, the way she always did. He hated that she could.

She didn’t ask questions, though. Just patted the space beside her on the couch.

“Hey. You hungry?”

Jessie shook his head.

“Nah. Just tired.”

Her brow furrowed.

“You sure?”

He nodded, trying to make it convincing. Smiled, even. A flicker of the old performance.

“I think all the fresh air’s getting to me.”

Mara didn’t laugh. She reached over and nudged his knee with hers.

“You’re all wound up.”

“I’m fine.” He said.

“You’re never ‘fine.’” She said. “You’re a walking apology half the time. But this…”

Her voice softened as she looked him over.

“This feels different.”

Jessie’s throat tightened. He looked away.

Mara was quiet for a long breath.

“Is it because we’re… you know. Going back soon?”

He blinked.

“What?”

“Back to the real world. College’s over. We’re… I know you’ve been trying not to think about it, but I can see it in you. There’s something in there, bothering you. If you want to talk about it, I can listen.”

Jessie let out a soft exhale. That wasn’t it. Not really. But it was something.

She nudged him again, her voice turning brighter, teasing.

“Hey. Don’t mourn me yet. We still have now, remember?”

He nodded because he didn’t know what else to do. Her optimism felt like a spotlight he didn’t want to stand in. He gave her another soft smile, then excused himself early, saying something about a headache and too much sun.

She didn’t push. She just watched him with that quiet, wolfish gaze of hers, like she knew more than she said.
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He didn’t sleep well.

His dreams were messy and soaked with feeling. He was underwater, or maybe in fog. There was a body there.

His? Someone else’s? It shimmered, soft and silver, glowing faintly like moonlight caught in a tidepool. The edges blurred, fluid, as if being rewritten by invisible hands. Limbs unfurled, elegant and unfamiliar. Hips widened, ass and chest swelling, thighs growing thick. Hair lengthened, silken and light, curling weightless around a softer face. Lips grew plump and pouty.

He felt it all, not with pain but with awe. A deep cellular knowing, like something buried was being uncovered, like bones were slotting into their right shape. Eyelashes curled. His waist narrowed. His chest swelled with warmth, not arousal, not shame, just fullness.

Wholeness.

He moved through the water with grace, his body no longer a burden but a secret answered.

There was no voice in the dream, no words. Only the breathless, stunned silence of joy. Of recognition.

This is me, the dream whispered without sound.

He touched his own face and wept, not from sadness, but from the strange, impossible beauty of feeling beautiful. He was soft. He was delicate. He was real. His fingers traced a jawline that no longer felt like a compromise. His skin shimmered like pearl. Even his smile felt new.

And somewhere in that softness, someone touched his hand. A girl with red curls and green eyes. Mara? Or just the echo of her? She smiled, and there was no pity in it, no confusion. Only wonder.

She saw him.

She saw her.

They held hands in the water. They floated. They belonged.

And then…

The cold wind screamed.

Jessie gasped awake, heart hammering. His sheets were damp with sweat. The dream slid away too fast, like trying to catch mist with bare hands. He clawed at the fading sensations, desperate to stay in that softness, to breathe it one moment longer.

But the light was grey, and the wind howled through the cracks in the old cabin walls. The blanket clung to his skin. He rolled over and rubbed his eyes, the loss already aching.

And then he saw it.

His arm. Smooth. Pale. Hairless.

He blinked. Pulled back the covers.

His legs, too. His chest.

Every inch of skin scrubbed clean, new.

“What the fuck…” He whispered.

He scrambled out of bed and stumbled toward the mirror, heart pounding in his throat.

The boy in the glass had changed.

Not drastically. Not obviously. But the change was there, almost undeniable.

His skin looked softer. Less like something he wore and more like something that belonged to him. The harsh, bristling patches of body hair that had always felt wrong, like scribbles over the page of his form, were gone.

He pressed trembling fingers to his cheek. His face hadn’t changed. His shape hadn’t either.

But his skin… it felt different under his touch. Smoother. Clearer. Like someone had started to erase something from him.

Like the dream had left fingerprints.

Was this it?

Did the wish… work?

Terror surged up inside him like a tidal wave. Not joy. Not relief.

Fear.

Because if it had worked, then what was he becoming?

And if it hadn’t, if this was just some weird reaction to the stress, or the food, or something in the water, then he was broken anyway. Hallucinating changes that weren’t real. Seeing softness where there was only skin.

He gripped the edge of the sink.

That dream… that impossible rightness… it had felt like being touched for the first time by truth.

And now it was gone.

Replaced by the haunting ache of maybe. What if… the thought of the wish being real was almost too bright to bear. The risk that it might not be true, the fear of such a precious hope being dashed.

He yanked on his clothes, long sleeves, high collar, joggers with socks pulled up high. Layers. He could hide. Even from Mara. Especially from her.

Because what could he say?

That he’d made a wish?

That it had followed him into sleep and stolen something from him?

That it had started something?

He looked at the mirror one last time.

The boy staring back looked afraid. Half-finished. Suspended in a question he didn’t know how to ask.

Jessie turned away before he could cry.

Downstairs, the lamp sat on the table, quiet and innocent.

Mara was in the kitchen, humming tunelessly as she made coffee and prepared breakfast. The smell was warm and grounding. Jessie wrapped his arms around himself, unsure how to hold all the fear.

“Morning.” She called without turning, her voice bright. “Sleep any better?”

“Yeah,” he said, voice tight. “Fine.”
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Jessie was awkward the whole morning.

Not just socially, though he was that too, but physically, like his limbs had grown at angles or his joints were out of sync. He knocked his elbow on the counter while reaching for toast. Dropped a spoon. Spilt tea on his sleeve. Laughed it off, flinched when Mara looked at him too long.

He was hiding. Clutching at normalcy with white knuckles. And failing.

Because something had changed. Was changing.

He felt it, not just the smoothness of his skin, but an electricity humming through his bones, the sense of something stirring beneath the surface, coiled and trembling, waiting to unfold.

Was it hope?

Was that what this tight, painful flutter was? Hope that the wish had worked, that magic was real, that the dream might be waking?

Or was it madness?

Because wishes weren’t real. And bodies didn’t just change.

He was probably sick. Or delusional. Something chemical. Hormonal. Dying, maybe. That would make more sense than magic.

But none of that explained the dream. Or the way he’d felt in it, like the world had finally stopped resisting him. Like he belonged somewhere inside his own skin.

He layered clothes like armour and did his best to laugh when Mara made jokes. They took long walks along the cliffside, the sea wind roaring around them. They cooked together in the tiny kitchen, clumsily chopping vegetables and accidentally burning potatoes. She found an old guidebook and insisted they go see a crumbling stone church nearby, half-swallowed by ivy and ghosts. Jessie played along. He smiled for photos. He let himself enjoy the wind, the food, the shared silences.

But Mara could see it.

She always saw him.

“Hey.” She said one evening, bumping her shoulder into his as they watched the waves crash in slow motion below them. “I know you’re not telling me something.”

Jessie froze.

“I’m just tired.”

“Liar.” She said, but gently.

He didn’t answer.

Mara pulled her jacket tighter and looked out at the sea.

“Whatever it is… you don’t have to carry it alone.”

Jessie swallowed. He didn’t know how to explain a wish. A dream. A body becoming something it was never allowed to be.

Instead, he reached for her hand. She squeezed it. They stayed like that until the sun vanished behind the water.

And still, the dreams came every night.

Sometimes slow, like molasses, his body shifting in gentle, syrupy tides. Other times, sudden, dizzying. Limbs rearranging. Curves swelling. Skin glowing. In one dream, Mara braided his long hair while they both sat in the cabin’s claw-foot tub, steam curling around their bodies like fog.

In another, he stood before a mirror and removed his shirt, watching as delicate, rounded breasts rose softly beneath the skin, nipples darkening, swelling. The mirror-self smiled.

He woke, gasping. He always woke gasping, as though emerging from deep water, desperate for breath.

At first, he thought it was just dreams. Fantasies. Subconscious yearning, maybe. The mind stitching feelings into impossible shapes.

But then his face began to shift.

Nothing dramatic, no overnight butterfly, but he could see it in the mirror. His cheekbones higher. His jaw a little softer. Lips fuller. He thought maybe he was imagining it, but the mirror did not lie the way it used to. The boy he used to see was fading.

His voice changed too. Not lower or higher, just different. Less strained. More him. It settled in his chest like a truth long denied, resonant and real. When he laughed, it didn’t sound like pretending. It sounded like something whole.

His thighs thickened. His ass rounded. His hips ached sometimes at night, bones pressing outward in small pulses. His waist narrowed, rib cage slimmer. His shoulders drew inward.

And his chest…

His nipples swelled, sensitive and dark, and beneath them, a weight began to grow. Not quite breasts. Not yet. But beginning. Budding. As if his body remembered something he had never been allowed to know.

He wore oversized sweaters and kept to himself. He faked a cough to avoid swimming in the sea. Mara didn’t push, but she was watching. Always watching.

And eventually, the hiding became unbearable.

Not just the logistics of changing in secret, of layering every morning, of praying she wouldn’t knock on the bathroom door at the wrong time, but the emotional weight. The loneliness. The ache of having no one to name this with.

He wanted her to see him.

Not because she’d fix it. But because she might understand, and because she had always been the first person to see him clearly, even when he couldn’t.

On the fourth night, the rain was soft and relentless, tapping at the roof like a heartbeat. Jessie stood in the living room in his softest sweater, barefoot on the wooden floor. Mara was curled on the couch in her pyjamas, reading. The lamp was on the table between them, silent and golden.

“Hey.” He said, voice tight.

She looked up instantly.

“I need to… talk to you. I need to show you something.”

Mara closed the book.

“Okay.” She said gently. “What’s going on?”

Jessie hesitated. The words crawled up his throat like thorns.

He took a breath, then pulled off his sweater in one quick motion.

Beneath, the truth.

The softened chest. The curve of his waist. The smooth, gently sloping lines of a body no longer pretending to be masculine.

He stood there, trembling.

“This is me.” He whispered. “I don’t know how. I don’t know why. I just… I made a wish.”
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Mara stared.

It wasn’t just Jessie’s body that had changed.

She’d expected, she wasn’t sure what she’d expected. But the reality of it knocked the breath from her lungs. It wasn’t just the softness in his chest, the gentle swell of small, unmistakable breasts under pale, delicate skin. It wasn’t just the way his waist curved now, the way his sweater had clung for a second before being discarded. It wasn’t even the way his hips flared slightly above thighs that no longer looked like they belonged to the skinny boy she’d grown up beside.

It was his face.

Familiar, but different in a way that made her stomach flip. His cheekbones were higher now, his jaw smaller, his chin more delicate, his lashes darker and longer and curling at the ends like something out of a painting. His lips were fuller, pink and pouty, and his nose… God, even his nose looked like it had been reshaped in a dream. His hair had grown, falling in soft, pale waves around his face, the ends curling just slightly near his shoulders. His eyes, still blue, were luminous.

Pretty.

Beautiful, actually.

And not in the “masculine-but-pretty” way Mara sometimes saw on androgynous boys. Jessie looked girly now. Soft and flushed, skin glowing like pearl. Fragile in the way porcelain was, delicate, but not breakable.

How had she not noticed? When had it happened? It was like… in that moment, she could see the truth. Like illusion had been stripped away by the shedding of a sweatshirt.

Jessie hesitated, then reached down and tugged his trousers down, stepping out of them in one slow, self-conscious motion.

Mara swallowed.

His legs were thick and curvy now, thighs pressing softly together. Hips round. Ass plush, almost cartoonishly so in the overhead light. His frame looked smaller overall. Had he… shrunk? He looked a few inches shorter than he used to. His hands were daintier, too, wrists narrow, fingers slender and pale.

“I…” Jessie’s voice cracked. “My clothes are all wrong now. The shirts are getting baggy around the shoulders but tight across here.”

He ran a hand along his ribs, where the curve narrowed and swelled, like an ocean wave.

“And the trousers are loose around my waist but barely fit over my thighs or… or my ass. Everything feels… off.”

Mara opened her mouth, but no words came. She could see why his clothes no longer fit the way he was used to. His body was… different. It was becoming, blossoming.

Jessie looked at her, eyes wide.

“Say something.” His voice was raw and fragile.

She blinked.

“It’s real.”

He gave a small nod.

“Yeah.”

“You made a wish.”

It wasn’t a question.

“Sort of.” His voice was quiet. “That night… I was in the bathroom. I just… I felt so ugly. So broken. Like there was nothing in me anyone could ever want. And I wished I could be someone you could love.”

Mara’s breath caught.

He looked down, embarrassed.

“And then I added… I wished I could be someone I could love.”

She shook her head slowly, emotions swelling, rising, a lump in her throat, the grief of empathy and compassion.

“Jess…”

“I didn’t mean to make a real wish. I didn’t think… I… I didn’t know.”

She stared at him, trying to stitch the pieces together.

“So… the lamp really does grant wishes?”

“Maybe?” He whispered. “I don’t know. All I know is I’m changing.”

Mara took a tentative step forward.

“What are you turning into?”

Jessie looked at his hands. At the faint curve of his chest. At the legs he didn’t recognise, the hips that swayed when he walked, the lips that felt too plump now, too soft.

“I don’t know.”

Yet, that wasn’t quite true. He looked up at her.

“But I think I like it.”

Her breath caught again.

“I’m scared. But when I see myself… when I look in the mirror now…” His voice dropped. “It doesn’t hurt like it used to.”

Mara closed the space between them without thinking. Her arms wrapped around him, pulling him close, folding him into her chest like he was something precious.

Jessie shivered.

“You’ll be okay.” She whispered. “I’ve got you. You’re not alone.”

He melted into her arms.

“I know I didn’t need to become someone you could love.” He murmured. “But I… I needed the wish to become someone I could love.”

Mara’s arms tightened. Silence swelled between them, full of ocean and fear and wonder.

“What do we do?” Jessie whispered.

“Nothing.” She said softly. “We wait. You said it yourself. The wish can’t be undone.”

He nodded against her shoulder.

Mara pulled back, eyes flicking to the brass lamp on the table.

“You still have one.” Jessie said, following her gaze. “And there’s the shared one. We… probably shouldn’t waste them.”

Her expression shifted, something unreadable, flickering across her features like wind catching flame. Jessie frowned.

“What?”

“Nothing.”

Mara spoke too quickly. She stepped back, her face flushed now, cheeks pink, pupils dark, her gaze darting down Jessie’s body, lingering for a moment before she caught herself.

“I just… it’s a lot. I need to think.”

She turned sharply, heading for the stairs. Jessie watched her go, stunned.

The door clicked shut behind her.

Something hung in the silence, heavy and strange.

He could still feel the pressure of her arms, the heat of her body against his. The way she’d hugged him.

Something had changed. Not just in him. But in her.

She’d looked at him, at the thing he was becoming, like she hadn’t before. Not just with love. Not even just with fear or awe.

There had been hunger in her eyes.

And something shy, something confused.

Jessie sat down slowly on the edge of the couch, heart thudding.

The wind whispered through the cracks in the walls. The lamp sat on the table, quiet and golden.

He wasn’t sure what had just happened. He just knew it felt important.


Three

Jessie wasn’t sure when the change began to feel real.

Maybe it was when he noticed how the sleeves of his jumper hung lower than they used to, or the way his jeans pinched around the hips and thighs, but sagged at the waist. Or maybe it was just that morning, when he leaned over the sink to brush his teeth and saw someone else in the mirror. Someone smaller. Softer. Someone… prettier.

He didn’t feel pretty. He felt like a mess stuffed into his own skin. Like if he moved wrong, he’d spill something out.

Mara was quiet as they walked through the little town. The wind tugged at her curls. She didn’t take his arm like she usually did. Didn’t offer her usual, breezy commentary on weird souvenirs or old-fashioned sweets. Just nodded when he spoke, smiled like it cost her something, and kept looking at her phone.

He’d ruined it. Somehow. Somewhere between arriving and the wish and his confession, he’d broken something between them.

A gull cried overhead. Jessie shivered and pulled his oversized hoodie tighter. He could feel his nipples brushing the inside of the fabric, tender, swollen, almost aching with awareness. His whole body felt like that lately. Like a poem someone was still writing, line by line, beneath his skin.

They ducked into a shop to get out of the wind. Books and tourist postcards, knick-knacks made of driftwood. Jessie caught his reflection in a narrow mirror hung between two shelves of candles. For a moment, he stared.

Not just different. Not just changed.

Beautiful.

In a quiet, trembling way. Like a flower, not sure it’s allowed to bloom.

His face was delicate now. Not quite feminine, not yet, but edging somewhere toward it. His nose smaller. Lashes darker and longer, curling. His lips looked… kissable.

He blushed at the thought. At the feel of the thought. His hair had grown, somehow, down past his ears now, and lighter, pale blonde, like the gold had risen through him.

He looked away quickly, cheeks burning.

Mara came around the corner, holding a jar of strawberry jam and a bar of lavender soap. She didn’t meet his eyes.

“Want anything?” She asked.

He shrugged.

“Just browsing.”

They bought a few things, wandered the cobbled streets, ate pasties on a bench by the harbour. Jessie tried to laugh at the way the seagulls stalked them, but it felt like performance. Mara didn’t laugh at all.

She barely looked at him.

Was it disgust? Was she freaked out? She said it was okay, said she’d look after him, but maybe that was a lie, something kind people say when they don’t know what else to do.

He was ruining this. Ruining them, whatever they were.

Jessie hugged his arms tighter to his chest, feeling how they curved differently now. He could feel the shape of himself shifting even beneath the layers. The weight. The softness. The tug of gravity in new places.

They stopped in another shop, vintage clothes and soft cotton knits. He picked up a dress without meaning to, fingers brushing the fabric like it might bite. Pale green. Delicate sleeves. Pretty in a way that made something ache inside him.

Mara was on the other side of the store, tapping her phone again.

Jessie put the dress down and turned away.

That evening, he stood in front of the mirror in his bedroom, towel around his shoulders, hair damp from the shower.

He dropped the towel.

His body was unfamiliar.

His waist had narrowed. His ribcage smaller. His hips curved outward, thighs thick and soft, butt fuller. He had a shape now, a silhouette. Breasts, small but there, real, rounded, getting larger. He touched them lightly, fingertips skimming the swollen skin.

A shiver ran through him.

His nipples ached again. His whole body ached, but not like pain. More like longing. Like becoming.

His hands looked delicate. Nails longer. Was he shorter too? He thought so. It was hard to tell. The floor just felt… closer.

It was happening.

It had happened.

Not all at once, but in slow, whispered increments. Like a dream threading itself into real life.

He dressed quickly, baggy joggers, oversized jumper, his old trainers that barely fit now. Even the collar of his shirt felt loose. Like the person it was made for had vanished.

Downstairs, Mara was curled up on the couch, knees hugged to her chest.

He sat beside her, gingerly.

She didn’t move away, but she didn’t lean into him either.

For a while, they just listened to the fire crackling.

“Mara.” He said softly. “Have I… messed this up?”

She looked at him finally. Her eyes were tired. Full of thoughts she wasn’t saying.

“No.” She said. “You haven’t done anything wrong.”

“Then why are you…”

“I don’t know what to say.” She admitted. “You’re changing, Jess. Every time I look at you, you’re… more.”

“More what?”

She swallowed.

“More you.”

The fire popped. Jessie flinched.

“I don’t know who I’m becoming.” He whispered. “But… I think I like it. I’m scared, but… it feels right.”

Mara turned her face toward him. Her expression was soft. Sad.

“You’re beautiful.” She said. “I mean… you always were in a way, but now… fuck. You’re beautiful.”

Jessie looked down, heart thudding.

“I don’t want to lose you.” He said.

She reached for his hand. Held it.

“You won’t.” She said.

But her voice had a tremor in it. A hesitation he couldn’t quite name.

He wanted to believe her. Wanted to believe in the hand curled around his own.

But something had shifted. Something fragile and sharp. And when she leaned her head on his shoulder, he felt it…

That she wasn’t really leaning on him. She was holding something inside herself so tightly that she might burst.

Jessie looked down at their joined hands.

Was this what the wish was doing? Was he becoming someone he could love… only to lose the person he’d wished for?

The fire flickered.

Outside, the wind howled.

Inside him, something stirred. Something uncertain. Soft. Beautiful.

And very, very afraid.

“So if it’s not what’s happening to me, then… what is it?” He asked.

He watched Mara, could see the weight she was holding, how heavy it was, though he didn’t know the source.

“I… fuck Jessie. I think I fucked up.” She said.

Jessie squeezed her hand.

“What?” He asked.

She turned to face him, and he could see the tears in her eyes.

“I made a wish.”
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“What?”

Mara chewed her lip. She didn’t look at him.

“I made a wish.” She repeated.

His heart skipped.

“When?”

“That night.” She said. “I… after seeing you and you confessing, my head was spinning and… I just wished.”

The couch seemed to fall out from under him.

“You… Why?”

She shrugged, then winced.

“I didn’t think anything would happen. It sounded ridiculous. Like a fairytale. But I don’t know, I guess I couldn’t stop thinking about it. I was looking at you and kept wondering if I was… holding you back. Hurting you. If I was part of the reason you looked so…”

She stopped herself.

“So sad.”

He blinked, lips parting.

“And it was more than that, too. Seeing you, last night, it… it made my heart race. You were so… so beautiful. I couldn’t get you out of my head, the way you looked, the way you smiled. Sure, you seem confused by it all, but you’re so much happier, too. I… my head just kept spinning.”

Jessie was watching her, the way she moved, awkward and shy, flustered. He’d rarely seen her like that.

“So… I made a wish.” She whispered.

“What did you wish for?”

Mara was quiet for a long time. Her fingers picked at the hem of her dress.

“I…” She swallowed. “I wished I could become someone who could love you the way you need to be loved.”

Jessie stared.

“I wasn’t thinking clearly. I just… you’ve always been so good to me. And I always said you were everything I wanted in a person, just not a girl. But I saw your face when I said that, and I hated myself for it. Then I saw you yesterday, the way you looked, who you’re becoming. I just wanted to… I don’t know. Undo the pain. Be better. Be different. I thought maybe the wish would fix me.”

Jessie sat in stunned silence, heart hammering in his chest.

Mara gave a hollow little laugh.

“Nothing happened. So I figured it was just in my head. I went to bed. But when I woke up… something had changed.”

Jessie fixed his attention on her. He wanted to hold her, but he knew she needed to be heard more.

“What changed?” He said softly. “You look the same.”

Mara didn’t answer. Jessie leaned closer.

“Mara. What changed?”

She looked deeply uncomfortable. Her cheeks flushed, and she pressed her thighs together instinctively, as if trying to keep something hidden. Her hands gripped her dress.

“It’s stupid,” she murmured.

“No, it’s not. Tell me.”

She hesitated. Then stood up slowly, exhaling like she was preparing for a plunge.

“I haven’t told anyone. I haven’t even really looked at it myself.”

“It?” Jessie echoed.

She glanced at him nervously, then took a step back, her breathing shallow. “You said you love me. You said you accept me.”

“I do.”

“You have to remember that.” She said, almost desperately.

He nodded, confused, concerned, aching to understand.

“I promise.”

“Okay.” She whispered.

And then, with shaking hands, she lifted the hem of her dress.

For a moment, Jessie didn’t understand what he was seeing.

She wasn’t wearing anything underneath. Her thighs were bare, soft and pale and familiar. And between them…

His breath caught. There was something new there. Something strange and delicate. Not quite one thing, not quite another. Folded skin where there hadn’t been. A raw, pink softness. Small. Unmistakable.

Jessie’s lips parted in shock.

Mara dropped the dress quickly, face burning.

“I don’t know what happened.” she said, voice thin and trembling. “I just woke up and it was… there.”

Jessie stared, stunned, trying to hold her gaze, but the image wouldn’t leave his mind. The curve of her thighs. The soft, flushed shape that hadn’t been there before. Not just something new, but something that was changing, even now, slow and unmistakable. As if the wish wasn’t finished with her yet.

“Mara.” He whispered.

“I know.” She choked, eyes wide with shame. “I don’t know why it’s like this. It… It wasn’t this big when I woke up. It’s still… growing, sometimes. And it doesn’t feel like mine. Or maybe it does. I don’t know anymore.”

She looked away, face twisted in anguish.

“I just wanted to be someone who could love you right. I didn’t ask for… this. I didn’t mean…” Her voice cracked. “I don’t even know what I am now. I don’t even know what I look like to you.”

Jessie stepped forward before he could stop himself, heart pounding.

“You look like you, Mara. The girl I’ve always loved.”

She didn’t look convinced.

He hesitated.

“You look like my best friend. The girl I’ve loved since we were twelve. You look… beautiful.”

Her breath caught.

He swallowed, cheeks pink.

“You are beautiful. You’ve always been beautiful. Even now. Especially now.”

Her eyes were wide, stunned, like she’d never expected to hear those words. Her hands clenched in the fabric of her dress like she was about to bolt.

Jessie took another step.

“Can I…?” He stopped himself, unsure. “What does it feel like?”

Mara blinked, dazed.

“I don’t know. I haven’t touched it. I’ve been scared to.”

A beat passed. The air seemed to hum between them.

Jessie’s voice came out small, breathless.

“Can I?”

Mara froze, eyes flicking down, then back to him. Her face was red as blood, and for a moment, he was sure she’d say no. But slowly, shakily, she nodded.

Jessie knelt in front of her.

He reached out with reverence, fingers trembling, and waited as Mara gently lifted the hem of her dress again. She flinched, but didn’t stop.

And there it was again… more engorged now, flushed a deep rose pink, the skin smooth and strangely delicate. Not quite a man’s cock, not quite not.

It was thin and soft at the base, but thickening, lengthening. Hardening in slow, twitching pulses under his gaze. Changing as he looked at it, as if called forth by attention.

Jessie’s breath hitched. He’d never seen anything so strange. So beautiful.

He reached out and touched it.

Mara gasped, a startled, wounded sound, her hands twitching at her sides.

But she didn’t pull away.

His fingertips grazed the tip. It twitched beneath his hand, throbbing gently, thickening again. As if his touch gave it permission.

She shuddered.

“It… it feels weird,” she whispered. “Not bad. Just… new. Like it’s mine, but not mine. It feels… I worry it's wrong, but at the same time, it doesn’t feel wrong.”

Jessie looked up at her.

“You’re allowed to have it.” He said gently. “You’re allowed to want it. You’re allowed to feel good.”

Mara let out a shaky laugh, eyes glassy.

“Why do you always say the right thing?”

He smiled softly.

“Because it’s always been you, Mara. No matter how your body changes, you’re still the person I love.”

She stared at him, lips parted. Her hips shifted forward, ever so slightly. Like she couldn’t help it.

Jessie’s hand stayed there, resting at the base of her cock, warm, curious, reverent. Not pushing, not demanding. Just there.

And the sea whispered against the windows like it had always known this would happen. The lamp in the corner glinted faintly in the dying light.

And Mara… let herself breathe.

“Can you… touch it again.” She said, looking down at him.

Jessie smiled, nodded. Slowly, his fingers wrapped around her swelling girth.
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Jessie’s hand moved gently, curiously, fingers trailing the length of her cock. It felt warm and strange beneath his touch, silk-smooth, almost delicate at the head, firmer as he moved down the shaft. It twitched again in his palm, stiffening more, growing to meet him. Like it wanted to be touched. Like it wanted to be seen.

Mara let out a soft, broken sound, part gasp, part moan, her hands fluttering at her sides like she didn’t know what to do with them. Her cheeks were scarlet.

“Jessie…”

He looked up, face flushed, but smiling.

“Is this okay?”

She nodded, but barely.

“I just… I feel ridiculous.”

“You’re not.” He said. His voice was low, reverent. “You’re beautiful.”

Mara laughed shakily, eyes darting away.

“You keep saying that.”

“Because it’s true.” His hand moved again, slow and deliberate now. “I mean, have you seen yourself?”

She smiled.

“Have you seen yourself?” She said. “I mean… fuck… watching you on your knees like that… you’re so hot. I keep thinking about your body last night. I can’t get over it. Over you.”

Her cock twitched in his grip, a soft pulse, involuntary, almost shy. She bit her lip. Jessie smiled, excited by the effect he had on her now, how hot his body made her.

Jessie’s fingers traced the head again, watching how it responded to each touch. The way it stiffened, darkened, throbbed. He felt breathless. Dizzy. He was still kneeling on the wooden floor of the cottage, between her legs, but it felt like something holy was happening. Some transformation not just of the body, but of truth. Of permission.

He leaned in.

“Can I…?”

Mara blinked down at him, dazed. He brought his lips close to her cock, his breath a gentle caress.

“You want to?”

Jessie nodded, then smiled, a little shy, a little daring.

“I really do.”

Mara hesitated, but then nodded.

He kissed her cock. Just once, lightly, at the tip.

She gasped, a sudden inhale, high and shocked. Her knees wobbled, and her hands gripped the edge of the table behind her for support. Jessie glanced up, smiling softly, and then leaned in again.

Another kiss. Then another. Gentle, exploratory. The head of her cock glistened slightly now, wet with arousal, flushed a deep rose pink. He licked, slowly, just the very tip, and Mara shuddered.

“Oh god,” she breathed. “Jessie…”

He didn’t answer. He just opened his mouth and took her in. Took the tip of her throbbing cock between his pretty, pouty lips.

It was awkward at first. New. Her shape was strange in his mouth, slimmer than he expected, but growing harder with every second, pulsing gently against his tongue. He let it rest there, just inside his lips, sucking lightly, adjusting to the weight of her, the taste, the heat.

Mara made a noise that might’ve been his name. Her thighs trembled, and he felt her hips jerk slightly as if her body didn’t know what to do with this. Like it wasn’t ready to be touched so intimately, and yet craved it so badly it couldn’t help but respond.

Jessie sucked again, bolder this time, and felt her cock throb, getting larger, harder.

“Oh fuck,” she whimpered. “Jessie, I… I can’t…”

He pulled back just slightly, swirling his tongue over the head, then sank deeper. His lips wrapped tight, stroking her with slow precision. His hands slid up her thighs, anchoring her, and he let his eyes flutter shut. It felt right. It felt impossibly right.

Mara was panting now. Her hands were in his hair, unsure if they were trying to push him away or pull him closer. “I’ve never… I don’t know… Jessie, please…”

He hummed around her, dragging another shiver from her core. Her cock jumped in his mouth, leaking a little now, her whole body taut and overwhelmed.

“I think… I think I’m gonna…” Her voice cracked, high and almost frightened.

Jessie looked up with shining eyes and didn’t stop.

He sucked harder, stroked faster. One hand slipped between her legs to cradle her, feeling the soft swell of her balls, still new and tender, still shifting. He cupped them reverently, then moaned softly around her.

And that was it.

Mara broke.

Her body went rigid, her hands tightened in his hair, and she cried out, not loud, but raw. A low, unsteady sound of release. Of surrender.

Jessie felt her cock jerk, once, twice, and then she spilt warm and sudden into his mouth. His lips sealed tighter around her, and he swallowed without thinking. It wasn’t about the taste. It was about her.

He stayed there as her body trembled, mouth gentle again, licking her clean. Only when she sagged against the table, panting, did he finally pull back.

Mara stared down at him in utter disbelief. Her cheeks were wet, he wasn’t sure if it was from sweat or tears. Her whole body was glowing, pink and stunned and undone.

“That was…” she breathed, voice wrecked. “Jessie. That was amazing.”

He smiled up at her, lips shiny, eyes still half-lidded with adoration.

“You liked it?”

“I didn’t know I could like that.” She said hoarsely. “I didn’t know anything could feel like that.”

Jessie stood slowly, stretching. Her hands caught him, pulled him closer. He was smaller than her now, in a way he hadn’t been before. Their bodies fit differently, her cock pressed against his belly, his soft chest against hers. It made his breath catch.

“You didn’t have to do that.” She murmured, brushing a hand over his cheek.

“I wanted to.” He said. “You deserved to feel good. I wanted to show you… and… I wanted to feel you. It was like… like my body craved you.”

She shook her head, looking like she might cry again.

“I’ve never felt so seen. So… wanted.”

Jessie leaned in and kissed her, soft, lingering, a little salty with the taste of her.

“You are wanted, Mara. By me. Always.”

And in the quiet that followed, something between them settled. Changed. The cottage felt warmer, the sea quieter. The wish, still working its magic in both their bodies, pulsed beneath the surface like a secret heartbeat.


Four

Jessie woke late, tangled in the sheets, warmth pooled between his thighs and a soreness in his jaw that made his stomach flutter with memory. He rolled over and blinked toward the empty bed beside him. Mara was gone.

The silence in the cabin was different this morning. Not quiet exactly, more like something held in suspension. A hush full of waiting. He touched his lips. Why did he do that? Why had he wanted to? The memory of Mara’s hips twitching under his hands, the weight of her cock in his mouth, her voice catching…

“Jessie, I can’t… oh god…"

All of it burned bright behind his eyes, a spiral of heat and shame and something that might have been pride.

He sat up, the sheet falling from his chest, and blinked at himself. His nipples, puffy, sensitive, peeked through his oversized shirt. His thighs brushed close, soft, unfamiliar. The boy he used to be wouldn’t have looked twice in the mirror, but now every glance was arresting. His waist curved inward more, his hair brushed against his cheeks. His jaw was softer, lips fuller. There was an ache deep in his pelvis, like something was growing there, too.

He pulled on joggers, then changed to looser ones. The old ones didn’t fit right anymore, tight around the hips, gaping at the waist. It was like his body didn’t know what shape to be, but whatever it was becoming, it was… beautiful. And terrifying.

The floor creaked outside the bedroom. Mara. He opened the door and found her in the kitchen, dressed in her usual oversized jumper and shorts, her legs long and full, her peachy ass staining at her shorts just visible. She was pouring coffee with her back turned.

Jessie felt his body respond to the sight of her.

“Morning.” He mumbled.

She turned, startled, and for a second her expression flickered, something like guilt, or caution. Then it settled into neutral, warm.

“Morning.”

Jessie hovered, unsure whether to walk closer or disappear into the walls. He wanted to say something. Anything. To ask her what she was thinking. If she hated him. If he’d ruined everything. But the words snagged in his throat.

She pushed a mug across the table to him.

“Coffee?”

He nodded.

“Thanks.”

They sat. Silence. The clock ticked.

Jessie sipped and tried not to tremble. The memory of the night before pulsed between them like a second heartbeat. He wanted to disappear into the floor.

“About last night…” He started.

Mara winced.

“Don’t.”

He shut his mouth.

She looked down at her mug.

“I mean, I don’t know what to say. I don’t even know what I’m feeling, so how can I talk about it?”

“Oh.” He said. “Yeah. Me too.”

She smiled at that, small, sad.

But something about her was different. Her posture, maybe. Straighter. She looked taller. More assured. She radiated something now that she hadn’t before. Jessie couldn’t stop glancing at her, the slope of her neck, her hands, her mouth.

God, he was in trouble.

The next few days passed in limbo. Jessie found excuses to stay in, reading, cooking, pretending to nap, anything to avoid going outside where someone might see him. His hips had widened. His ass jiggled when he walked. His shirts strained across the chest. A faint curve under the fabric where there hadn’t been one before.

He didn’t even know what pronouns he wanted anymore. Was he still he? Sometimes he caught sight of himself in the mirror and thought 'she’s pretty' before he flushed and looked away.

Mara seemed just as adrift, quiet one moment, tense the next. Sometimes her fingers would twitch like she wanted to reach for him. Other times, she avoided his gaze entirely. But always, always, there was something unspoken sitting between them like a third presence. Something charged. Jessie caught her watching him when she thought he wasn’t looking, face unreadable, but eyes hot.

He tried on a dozen outfits one day, frustrated that nothing fit. His jeans wouldn’t go past his thighs. His shirts were too tight on top, too loose below. Eventually, he pulled on a hoodie and curled up on the bed, face buried in the sleeves.

When Mara came in and saw the pile of clothes, her brow furrowed.

“That’s it.” She said.

Jessie looked up.

“What?”

“We’re going shopping.”

“No… no, I can’t. Mara, please….” His voice cracked.

She crossed her arms.

“You can’t hide in here forever.”

“But people will stare…”

“Let them.”

She walked to the bed and sat beside him. Her hand touched his back, gentle, warm.

“I know it’s scary. But you don’t have to do it alone.”

He wanted to cry. He wanted to be brave. He wanted her to keep touching him.

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

“Then let’s find out.” she said.
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Jessie sat curled on the edge of the bed, knees pulled up tight beneath an oversized hoodie that swallowed his small frame whole. The sleeves dragged past his hands like a faded promise he couldn’t quite grasp. Around him, the crumpled remains of yesterday’s failed attempts to fit into clothes that no longer fit, jeans too tight over hips that had thickened, shirts stretched and pulling at unfamiliar curves, lay like remnants of someone else’s life.

He wanted to disappear. To fold inside himself until the fear, the shame, the ache all dissolved. But Mara’s footsteps sounded soft on the worn floorboards as she moved to sit on the bed beside him, and the air shifted with her presence.

“I… I’m scared.” Jessie admitted.

Mara just smiled.

“Of course you are. But… you don’t have to keep hiding.” Mara said quietly.

Her voice was both soft and steady, like a hand on a railing in stormy seas.

Jessie looked up, eyes rimmed red and shimmering with tears he refused to shed.

“They’ll see me.” He whispered, voice breaking. “They’ll know. People won’t just look… they’ll see.”

Mara sat beside him, heat radiating through her hand as it settled gently on Jessie’s back.

“They already see you.” She said simply. “You think you’re the only one who knows? You think this is some secret you can keep forever? But it’s out now. You’re out now. And it’s okay.”

Jessie swallowed hard, heart pounding with a wild mix of terror and relief. He pressed his cheek into his sleeve, wanting to disappear into the fabric, into the past.

“I don’t even know who I am anymore.”

Mara’s fingers traced small, grounding circles against his skin.

“You’re still becoming. But you’re more yourself than you’ve ever been.”

There was a silence between them, filled with the sound of their breathing and the dull thrum of the wind outside the window.

“Look.” Mara said softly, standing and pulling Jessie gently to his feet.

Her hands were warm as they brushed Jessie’s hair back from his face, long blonde strands slipping free of the tangled bun he’d been keeping them in.

“You need to see.”

Jessie hesitated, eyes darting away. But Mara’s gaze held his steady, unwavering.

“Look at her.” Mara said, guiding Jessie’s gaze to the full-length mirror leaning against the wall.

Jessie’s heart thudded painfully as Mara peeled the hoodie off her shoulders. The cool air kissed skin too tender to be touched by cold. He wrapped his arms around himself instinctively, shame and fear tightening like a noose.

The mirror caught the afternoon light, casting soft gold across the curves that hadn’t been there before. The gentle swell of breasts beneath a thin cotton shirt. The narrowing of the waist, the roundness of hips framed by worn jeans that strained with unfamiliar lines, the swell of a perfect, peachy ass.

His eyes flickered down to his hands, smaller, more delicate than he remembered, fingers slender and pale. He wanted to look away, but something tugged, a fragile thread of hope, and Jessie met her gaze.

The face that stared back was his, yet not.

Softer. Brighter. The sharp angles softened into gentle curves. Lashes thick and dark, lips fuller and flushed with a natural pink that had never belonged before. Long blonde hair framed a jaw that was less a clenched defence and more a quiet promise.

He blinked, tears threatening to spill.

“Who is she?” He whispered.

Mara’s hand found his again, thumb brushing over knuckles.

“She’s you. The you you never got to be before now.”

The room filled with a silence that was almost sacred.

“I don’t know how to be her.” Jessie said. “I don’t know what to call her.”

Mara smiled then, a light breaking across her face like dawn.

“How about Jenna?”

The name fell like a breath, soft and warm and real.

Jenna.

She let it roll over her tongue, tasting the shape of it, the weight, the gentle promise folded into the syllables.

“Jenna.” She said again, eyes bright with tears she no longer tried to hide.

“Yes.” Mara said, pulling her close. “She’s beautiful. She’s you.”

The old pronouns fell away like dried leaves from a tree that had finally shed its winter coat.

“I’m not Jessie anymore.” She said, voice trembling but true.

“No.” Mara whispered back. “You’re Jenna. And you’re everything you need to be.”

They stood wrapped in each other, the weight of fear dissolving into something softer, a fragile bloom of hope that maybe, just maybe, this new skin would hold.

Mara let the hoodie fall silently to the floor.

Outside the window, the wind shifted, carrying the salt and the promise of a new beginning.
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The car ride to the city was long, winding through green hills that shimmered under the summer sun. Jenna sat in the passenger seat, hands folded tightly in her lap, her thighs bare below the hem of the floral dress Mara had helped her choose that morning. Her old hoodie was tucked into the overnight bag in the trunk. She hadn’t wanted to wear it, not after seeing herself in the mirror. Not after the name. Still, without it, she felt naked. Like a peeled fruit. Soft, sweet, helpless.

She stared out the window, eyes tracing telephone wires and wind-rattled hedgerows, but her mind was tangled.

“You okay?” Mara asked, eyes on the road.

Jenna nodded too quickly.

“Yeah. Yeah, I’m fine.”

“You don’t have to be.” Mara said, voice gentle, but firm. “It’s okay to be scared.”

“I’m not scared.” Jenna said.

Yet her voice cracked, high and small, betraying her.

“I mean… I am. I just don’t want to ruin this.”

“You won’t ruin anything.” Mara said. “You’re becoming. You can’t ruin that. You’re allowed to be messy.”

Jenna turned her face away, cheeks hot. The landscape blurred behind sudden tears. She wasn’t crying out of sadness. Not really. It was something else. Something harder to hold.

They pulled into the city mid-morning. The streets bustled. People carried shopping bags and takeaway coffees, and Jenna wanted to shrink into herself like a snail touched too roughly. She had been here with Mara once before and had been shopping with her in other places too many times to count. That was always as Jessie though.

She smiled as she remembered the past.

He never knew where to put his hands. Always too big, too stiff. Clothes shopping was a ritual of failure back then. Mara would hold up a dress and ask what Jessie thought, and Jessie would nod and comment and pretend not to ache.

Now it was different. Now the ache had a name.

Mara parked on the rooftop level of the shopping centre.

“First stop.” She said, “underwear.”

Jenna whimpered. Underwear…

“No negotiation.” Mara said, already getting out of the car.

Inside the shopping centre, everything felt loud. The lights, the colours, the giggles of teenage girls. Jenna froze beside a rack of lace bras.

“I can’t do this.” She whispered.

“You can.” Mara said.

She reached out, took Jenna’s hand.

“And remember, you’re not doing it alone.”

Her grip was warm. Grounding. Jenna let herself be led.

They tried everything. Panties in pastel packs. Lacy bras. Some plain, some sexy. A black and red satin set with suspenders and stockings that made Jenna blush so hard she nearly cried, but Mara just grinned.

“We’re buying this. Even if you only wear it at home. You’re allowed to feel sexy. Hell, given your body, you should feel sexy. You’re stunning.” She said.

The pile of bags grew. Dresses that flared, dresses that hugged. Crop tops and cardigans. A denim jacket. Socks with tiny strawberries. Tights in every shade, even some fishnets. Sandals. Trainers. Even ankle boots, soft as butter.

Then came the makeup aisle. Jenna picked up a tube of tinted lip balm and stared like it was a spell component. Mara swooped in, choosing palettes, blush, eyeliner, a beginner mascara.

“You don’t have to wear any of this. You’re naturally beautiful.” she said. “But… I think you’ll want to. Sometimes at least. It’s nice to be able to change your look on a whim.”

“I don’t even know how.” Jenna whispered.

“You’ll learn.” Mara said. “I’ll teach you.”

By lunchtime, Jenna had stopped looking over her shoulder so much. Mara bought them sandwiches, and they sat on a bench outside a salon. The breeze lifted Jenna’s hair. She ran her fingers through it.

“We should get your hair styled.” Mara said. “Something cute.”

The stylist cooed over Jenna.

“Such beautiful hair! And those cheekbones! Oh, darling, you’re going to look divine.”

Jenna didn’t know how to respond. She just sat there, cape around her neck, heart thudding like a drum, while the scissors whispered their song of newness.

Then earrings. Tiny gold hoops. She flinched at the pinch but beamed after.

By the time they returned to the car and loaded up their purchases, the back seat was full of bags. Jenna kept touching them, as if to make sure they were real.

In the mirror of the sun visor, her reflection startled her. Soft, sun-blushed skin. Eyes wide with something like wonder. Her lips looked pinker now, her lashes darker. She smelled like peach shampoo and the vanilla-sugar spritz Mara had made her try.

“Who is that?” She whispered.

“You.” Mara said, voice soft and reassuring.

Jenna felt something inside her blossoming.

The drive home was quieter. The sun sank behind clouds, and the sky turned lavender.

Jenna kept watching Mara, glancing sideways when she thought she wouldn’t notice. She wanted to say something. Anything. She wanted to thank her. No, she wanted to kiss her. Not like before, not out of fear and hunger and desperation. She just wanted to be close. To be known.

When they reached the cottage, Jenna carried the bags in herself, one by one. They lined the hallway like offerings.

She turned to Mara, heart in her throat.

“Thank you.” She said.

Mara smiled, tired but soft.

“You don’t need to thank me.”

“I do. I…” She stepped forward, arms open. “Can I?”

She didn’t finish. Mara froze.

It was the smallest thing. A stiffening. A breath held too long.

Jenna pulled back like she’d been slapped.

“Oh.” Jenna’s voice was flat.

Her heart, so full only a moment before, felt like it had been shattered.

Mara’s eyes widened. “No, wait…”

“It’s fine.” Jenna said, too fast. “I get it. You don’t…”

“No, Jenna, it’s not you.” Mara said.

“Then what is it?”

She wasn’t crying. Not yet. But it felt like something inside her was unravelling again, thread by thread.

Mara crumbled. Her face broke open, raw and trembling.

“It’s me.” She said. “It’s just… everything’s changing. And I’m scared too.”

Jenna stared. “Of me?”

“No. Of losing you.”

The words hit like wind against a house not quite built right. Jenna felt everything tilt inside her.

“You’re not losing me.” She whispered.

“I know.” Mara said. “But Jessie was my best friend. And now she’s… you’re… so beautiful it hurts, and I don’t know where the lines are anymore.”

Silence.

“Your wish made you into Jenna. You’re… you’re stunning, beautiful, ravishing. I can’t get over how incredible you look. But… my wish… I feel like I’ve turned into a monster.”

Jenna shook her head, opened her mouth to speak, but Mara carried on.

“You’ve not seen me. Not since… I’ve changed. It’s gotten worse. I never meant… I don’t know how to cope with it. And it’s not just how I look either. I can feel it inside me, too. I’m… I’m scared of what’s happening to me, who I’m becoming.”

“You’ve shown me love, acceptance.” Jenna said. “Let me show you…”

“No.” Mara said. “You don’t understand.”

Jenna froze.

“Then help me understand.”

Mara took a deep breath. She exhaled slowly.

“That night I… I’ve changed since then. It’s gotten worse. And the way I feel… the things I keep thinking about you. The things I want to do to you… I feel like I’m becoming some kind of monster. I… I should never have done what I did to you.”

Jenna stared at her best friend.

“You didn’t do anything to me. Or at least… I did as much to you as you did to me. Don’t you remember? I was the one who asked to touch you, who made the first move. I wanted what happened. I… I don’t have any regrets.”

Mara was frozen, eyes shimmering behind tears too afraid to fall.

“You don’t know how hard it is though to control myself around you. The woman you’ve become, the changes in me. I… I feel like some kind of wild animal. Like a beast. I feel like a monster.”

“You could never be a monster!” Jenna said.

Mara shook her head.

“You don’t know… you’ve not seen me, you can’t know how I feel…”

Jenna nodded. Then Jenna stepped forward again, slowly.

“Then show me. Show me all of you.” she said. “Let me see you. Let me accept you. Let me love you. Please.”

Mara hesitated. Then nodded. The two embraced, and Jenna felt Mara soften.

And this time, it was Jenna who didn’t let go.


Five

They didn’t speak.

Jenna’s arms curled tight around Mara’s waist, holding her like she could tether the world itself to her chest. Mara’s body was warm and steady beneath her palms, a steady pulse that echoed in the quiet. The fading light slanted through the window, dappling the room in soft gold and shadow.

For a long moment, the silence stretched between them, thick with things unsaid but felt all the same. Jenna could hear Mara’s breath, slow and measured, and she matched it, matching the rhythm of something deeper, something sacred. She rested her cheek against the rising swell of Mara’s ribs, realising just how much shorter she was than her friend now, and Mara’s heart beat a frantic staccato that somehow felt right in the stillness.

It was like a pause in time, a fragile bubble holding them safe before the inevitable storm.

Jenna wanted to say something. To speak the words swirling and spinning inside her, the ache, the fear, the hope, but the language failed her. Instead, she tightened her arms, swallowing a breath that felt caught somewhere between throat and soul.

Mara shifted, nudging her chin to the crown of Jenna’s head, a breathless exhale that carried both relief and restraint. She was soft now, softened just enough that Jenna could feel it, the crack beneath the armour. But that crack was also fear. A trembling vulnerability that whispered of walls built too high, and defences not yet lowered.

Jenna reached up, trembling, to cup Mara’s cheek, her thumb tracing slow circles on the curve of bone and soft skin. Mara’s eyes fluttered open, wide and searching, swimming in a sea of conflicting emotions, longing, shame, desire, doubt.

“I’m still me.” Jenna whispered.

Her voice was barely more than a breath, but fierce enough to hold them both.

Mara’s eyes glistened with a sudden storm, the fragile dam breaking as her arms tightened around Jenna’s waist.

“I know.” She murmured. “That’s what terrifies me.”

It was confession and plea, all at once. The fear that this new thing, this transformation, this becoming, might unravel them, break the fragile threads of what had been, what was left.

Jenna pulled back just enough to meet her eyes. The old Mara, the woman who’d stood so unflinchingly beside her, steady and strong, was still there. But now there was something more. Something wild and aching. Something like fire.

“I don’t want you to be afraid.” Jenna said softly. “Not of me. Not of us.”

Mara swallowed hard, her throat working around words that wouldn’t come. Instead, she pressed in close, the heat of their bodies impossible to deny.

The air shifted, taut with unspoken promises and dangerous hopes.

“I want you.” Mara said, voice low and rough. “I wanted you even when you were Jessie, and it tore me apart inside, because I knew it wouldn’t work, not how either of us wanted. There was safety in that though. I could want you, but I knew I couldn’t have you. You were… unavailable. We were unavailable. But now… now you’re here. You’re real. You’re her. You’re Jenna. You’re… perfect, and I want you so badly it feels like I’m breaking. But what if…”

Jenna waited, but the words never came.

“What if what?” She asked finally.

“What if I’m not good enough? I see you, I love you. You’re my best friend. But what if the thing I’ve become isn’t… what if I’m not good enough for you? What if I just… what if I fuck this all up? You’ve not seen me, not as I am now, and you don’t know what it’s like inside me, the intensity of it. What if I hurt you?”

Jenna’s breath caught in her throat. She wanted to reach for Mara, to bridge the gap with more than words, to touch and claim and surrender all at once.

Her hands slid up, tangling in Mara’s hair as she leaned in, brushing a tentative kiss over her lips.

“I’m willing to risk it. For you, I’m willing to risk everything. Just… trust me. Trust me, how I trusted you.” Jenna said.

Mara hesitated only a moment before responding with a fierce hunger that ignited the space between them.

Their mouths met, a clash and a surrender. A storm and a calm. Years of longing and denial burned away in the press of lips and breath.

Mara’s hands gripped Jenna’s waist, pulling her closer, moulding her body to hers. Jenna felt every shiver, every heat, every tremble like it was seared into her skin.

But beneath the fire was something softer, deeper, a worship. A reverence for the woman who stood before her, scars and all.

Jenna’s hands roamed Mara’s back, feeling the hard lines of muscle beneath soft curves, the steady beat of her heart thundering against her palms.

Then, a shift, a subtle, electric press against Jenna’s thigh that stole her breath.

She pulled back slightly, eyes wide, searching Mara’s face.

Mara’s cheeks flushed crimson, lips parted and trembling. “I’m sorry,” she whispered, voice fractured. “I didn’t mean…”

“You’re hard.” Jenna’s own voice was barely audible.

The confession hung heavy between them. Jenna was smiling, cheeks pink.

“Did I do that? Did I make you hard?” Jenna asked.

Mara’s jaw clenched, shadows flickering across her features. She nodded.

“I told you. I’m not normal. I’m not like… anyone you’ve known. I…”

“You’re perfect.” Jenna said, voice steady and fierce.

Mara shook her head, despair threatening to drown her.

“No. I’m a monster.”

Jenna reached up, trembling, and cupped Mara’s face with both hands.

“You’re a goddess.”

To prove her point, Jenna ground her hips, pressing herself against the thick, throbbing swell of Mara’s harness, her cock. It was so much bigger than the one she remembered.

Mara moaned, softly, her eyes searching Jenna’s, disbelief mingling with a fragile hope.

“Let me see you.” Jenna said softly.

Mara was still for only a moment before she nodded, stepping back. Her breath hitched in a shudder. Her hands trembled as she peeled away her layers, first the hoodie, then the shirt, and finally the jeans, stepping bare and vulnerable into the golden light.

Jenna drank her in, every curve, every scar, every inch a story. Mara was power and grace woven together, muscle and softness in fierce balance. And that cock… large, proud, utterly beautiful.

“I’m scared.” Mara said, voice breaking. “I don’t know who I’m becoming.”

Jenna dropped to her knees.

“Then let me guide you. Let me worship you. Let me be here with you.”

For a long moment, they simply breathed, two souls on the edge of becoming something new, something holy, something real.

Outside, the sea roared its ancient song, and inside, something sacred had begun.
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Mara’s face was close, eyes fierce and wet, jaw tight with restraint. There was a storm behind her lips, the kind Jenna knew she wasn’t supposed to touch. But the way Mara’s breath caught, the way her body trembled in her arms, Jenna couldn’t look away.

“You’re burning up.” Jenna whispered.

She shifted forward, reached out. Her hands slid gently along Mara’s thighs, feeling the tension coil in the muscle beneath.

“Is it me?”

Mara hesitated. Then she laughed, one bitter note, breaking like a wave against the shore.

“Of course it’s you. You’re so fucking hot. I can’t… I can’t control myself.”

Jenna smiled, swallowed.

“Then don’t.”

Mara didn’t move.

“Let me worship you. Let me show you how much you mean to me, how much I want you. You’re not a monster. You’re a goddess. Let me show you.” Jenna said, voice soft and heavy with desire.

Mara shifted. Her hips moved. The tip of her cock pressed gently against Jenna’s lips.

Jenna kissed.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t hesitant. It was hot and sensual and desperate, wet. Mara moaned and thrust, the lip just barely entering Jenna’s mouth. It was like they’d both been starving and only now remembered what hunger meant.

Mara’s hands found the back of Jenna’s head, fingers tangled in her hair, holding her in place like the ocean grabbing the moon.

Jenna moaned, lips wrapped around cock, pressing in closer. Mara’s body was hard and tall and strong, Jenna could feel the power of it, the command, the gentleness, the capacity for ferocity and softness. She felt the strength in her arms that held her head, the urgency of Mara’s breath, the unmistakable ridge of her cock pulsing between her lips.

Jenna pulled back and broke the kiss, panting. She reached up to wrap her fingers around Mara’s beautiful cock, stroking gently.

“You’re so hard.” she said, awed.

Mara flinched, ashamed.

“No, gods…” Jenna said, eyes wide, lips swollen. “It’s beautiful. You’re beautiful. Your cock is beautiful.”

She stroked Mara’s cock gently, cupping her balls, tracing her thumb along the curve of her tip.

“Let me see you. Let me taste you. Let me worship you. Please.”

Mara hesitated. Her chest rose and fell in a stuttered rhythm, as if fighting something deep and ancient in her.

“You don’t have to.” Jenna added quickly. “But I want to.”

Jenna looked up at her best friend with doting eyes.

Mara’s body was glorious. Strong, sculpted, soft in places and hard in others, thighs like thunderclouds, hips that flared wide, arms that had held her through every version of herself. And her cock, long, thick, heavy, proud, jutting out, veined and flushed, leaking at the tip.

A goddess. A storm. A living myth.

“I’m a monster.” Mara said hoarsely, arms crossing over her chest as if to hide.

Jenna shook her head.

“No.” She whispered. “You’re a miracle.”

Her hands slid up Mara’s thighs, reverent. Her lips pressed to the skin just above her knee. She kissed softly, working her way higher, mouthing at the curve of her hip, the hollow beneath her belly.

Mara gasped as Jenna kissed the underside of her cock.

“You’re allowed to be worshipped.” Jenna said. “Let me.”

Mara’s eyes fluttered shut. Her hands twitched, her grip in Jenna’s hair tightening.

Jenna could feel the barely contained desire.

Jenna began slowly. Kissing the shaft, licking a path up toward the crown. She cupped Mara’s balls in one hand, marvelling at the heat of her, the weight, the way she pulsed in her palm.

She sucked the tip into her mouth and Mara’s knees nearly buckled.

“Oh, fuck… Jenna.” She breathed, voice raw with disbelief.

Jenna looked up, lips still wrapped around her, and saw the anguish and awe battling across Mara’s face. She moaned low in her throat, letting it vibrate against her. She took more of her in, inch by inch, until she couldn’t take any more, then pulled back, tongue swirling, lips slick.

Every sound Mara made was a revelation. Every twitch of her hips, every breathless curse, every trembling hand brushing against Jenna’s hair like she didn’t know what to do with herself.

It wasn’t just about arousal. It was devotion. Love, tangled in lust.

Jenna took Mara’s cock deep, tongue lapping, lips tight. She sucked hard, worshipping, working her mouth up and down. With each stroke of her lips, she took more of Mara’s cock, taking it deeper until the tip pressed at the back of her throat.

She paused there, a sense of trepidation.

Jenna wanted to make her feel worthy. Wanted to drown in the taste of her, the scent, the heat.

Mara’s hands finally rested on the back of Jenna’s head, fingers tightening in her hair. Her hips started moving, just slightly, controlled but desperate.

Then… she thrust. Jenna felt her throat open, as though eager to accept Mara’s massive cock. It slipped in almost easily.

Jenna swallowed, muscles clenching, milking Mara’s perfect cock, taking it deep. Mara thrust as Jenna worshipped. It was more than sex, more than pleasure. It was acceptance and desire, want, hunger.

Mara fucked her cock deep and Jenna took it as though he body was made for it. And, maybe it was? Jenna wrapped her lips tight and her head spun from the pleasure, the sound of her best friend's moans, the feel of the cock stretching her throat.

“I’m gonna…” She warned. “Jenna, I… fuck… I can’t…”

Jenna didn’t stop. She took Mara deeper, her hands braced on Mara’s thighs, holding the cock deep in her throat. Mara’s cock pulsed, swelling, getting larger, harder, and then… she was cumming, hard.

Jenna moaned as Mara came directly down her throat, swallowing, choking herself, the heat of her climax settling in her belly. It was sudden and fierce. Mara let out a broken cry, trembling, pouring herself into Jenna’s mouth.

Jenna swallowed, holding her through it, riding every shudder. She pulled back only when Mara did, gently, her lips still parted, cheeks flushed, eyes wide with reverence.

Mara was panting, sweating, stunned. Jenna licked her lips, tasting her best friend’s cum, savouring it.

“You…” She began. But the words failed.

“I love you.” Jenna said simply. “I think I always have.”

Mara looked down at her, tears slipping free.

“I don’t deserve you.” She whispered.

Jenna rose to her feet, lips still tasting of Mara’s cum, and reached up to cradle Mara’s face.

“You do. I think… I think maybe we deserve each other.”

Mara let out a wet, half-laugh and pulled Jenna up into her arms. They held each other, warm and quiet, hearts pounding together.

And between them, Mara’s cock throbbed, still hard against Jenna’s belly. Jenna just smiled and ground herself against Mara, pressing her lips to Mara’s throat.

“Maybe… maybe I can prove that we deserve each other?” Jenna said.

Mara smiled. Then, she took Jenna’s hand and began to lead her to the bedroom.
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They lay tangled on the bed like shipwrecked driftwood, the lamplight dim and warm, shadows curling at the edges of the room. Mara was already bare, her body a study in contrast, strength and softness, scars and sinew, wildness wrapped in vulnerability. Jenna was still dressed, but only barely, her clothes rumpled from the fervour of their earlier closeness.

The hush around them was a lull after the storm, the silence between crashing waves. Mara’s hands were splayed across Jenna’s back, fingers curled just slightly, as if unsure whether to hold on or let go.

Jenna didn’t move.

Not yet.

She didn’t want to break the spell.

The way they held each other felt like something had cracked open. Not shattered. Just… split. Like stone under pressure, revealing a shimmer of quartz beneath. Something hidden, now bared.

“You’re shaking.” Mara said, her voice low, frayed.

“I know.” Jenna whispered. “It’s not fear… or maybe… I’m not scared of you, just nervous. I’ve never done this before. Not like this.”

Mara pulled back, just far enough to look at her. Her eyes were molten. Not soft, never soft, but open in a way Jenna had never seen before. Fierce, yes. But searching too. Holding something Jenna had waited years to be seen.

“You don’t have to. I mean… we can wait, and if you never want to. You’ve already given me so much.” Mara said.

“I want to. I really want to.” Jenna touched her face, gently, reverently. “And I think… you want me too.”

A long pause. Then, the smallest nod.

Jenna kissed her. Not to ask, but to promise. That she wasn’t afraid. That she’d take all of her, her fire and her fear, the myth and her ache, her cock.

Mara kissed back like a tide pulling her in. Like she’d been waiting her whole life for someone to stop running from the wreckage and run toward it instead. And Jenna let herself be carried, like ocean currents that were inescapable. Only… she didn’t want to escape.

With shaking hands, Jenna began to undress.

“Let me.” Mara said, voice rough with restraint.

She took over, gently, reverently, like unwrapping something sacred. The clothes came off slowly, baring soft skin and a fragile, rising breath. Jenna was stripped down to her underwear.

Mara paused, drinking Janna in, taking a moment to marvel at the beauty of her best friend’s new body, the curves, the softness, the feminine glory of it. Jenna blushed, shy and timid. Then, Mara continued, undoing her bra, trembling fingers slipping the clasp.

Jenna didn’t look away. Her cheeks were pink. Her breasts rose and fell, jiggling slightly, nipples stiff and hard.

She wanted this. All of it. Wanted Mara to look. Wanted Mara to do more than look.

Her panties came last, peeled down and away with care. Now she was naked too, not just in body, but in everything that mattered. Her shame. Her past. Her hope.

Mara looked at her like she was a vision, something holy.

“You’re beautiful.” She said.

Jenna blushed, and then, bolder, reached for her. Their bodies met, skin to skin, heat to heat, heart to heart, and Jenna moaned softly at the feel of it. Of her. Of being seen, held, wanted.

“I thought I’d be scared.” She whispered. “But all I feel is… alive.”

Mara kissed her again, slower this time, and the world narrowed to just their mouths, their tongues, lips, their breath, the brush of thigh to thigh. Jenna pressed herself closer, heart racing, and then she slid down Mara’s body, her lips trailing fire.

She kissed across her collarbone, her chest, taking time at her breasts, tongue flicking until Mara arched under her touch. Jenna smiled against her skin, bold now, reverent. She worshipped her with her mouth, her hands, down the soft curve of her belly, along her sides, everywhere.

And then, the moment she reached her.

Mara’s cock was thick, massive, resting against her thigh, still impossibly hard. Jenna’s breath caught, not in fear, but awe. It felt like discovering something mythical, something forbidden and gorgeous.

She looked up, locking eyes.

“I want you.” she said simply. “Can I?”

Mara shuddered.

Jenna leaned down and kissed the head, just once, before taking her slowly into her mouth. Her tongue worked carefully, tenderly, and she moaned as Mara gasped above her. Jenna worked to wet Mara’s cock.

It wasn’t about performance. It was prayer.

Jenna moved slowly. Deliberate. She wanted Mara to feel cherished, not consumed. Loved, not just wanted. Mara’s hand tangled in her hair, not to guide, but to hold. Anchor.

Jenna let her spit soak the harness of Mara’s lust, then pulled her mouth off.

“I want you. I… I need you.” Jenna said. “Please.”

Mara stared at Jenna, taking in her best friend’s body, so new, yet so familiar, like a dream she’d known her whole life but was only now remembering.

“Then get on your back.” Mara said. “Spread your legs. Let me show you what a beast I am. What a goddess I can be for you.”

Jenna couldn’t move quick enough.
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Jenna lay on her back with her legs spread. Mara’s cock glistened with her spit, throbbing.

“Are you ready for me?” Mara asked.

Jenna nodded. She’d never been more ready, yet, at the same time, she was nervous.

“Just… be gentle. This is all new to me. But… I want you. I want this.” She said.

Mara smiled.

“I… I want this too. I’ve been fighting this, and… gods… I want you.”

That was all she said. That was all she needed to say. Mara moved forward and pressed the head of her cock at Jenna’s entrance, her ass. She teased for a moment, Jenna’s cock, small now, but hard, cute and feminine, twitched.

“Please…” Jenna moaned.

She pressed down, trying to capture Mara’s cock. Mara teased, working her slick head over Jenna’s virgin hole.

Jenna, flustered, squirmed. Her new body was alive with pleasure in a way she’d never felt before, heat and desire, passion, a frenzy of emotions and sensations.

Mara pressed and the tip of her cock entered Jenna.

Wave after wave of sensation crashed over the pair of them, a storm of desire and lust.

“Fuck…” Was all Jenna could say.

Mara pulled back slightly, the head of her cock tugging at Jenna’s entrance, then… she thrust. She thrust deep.

Jenna felt herself filled, utterly, and it was like coming home. Her body welcomed her lover’s cock, clenched tight. Pleasure swelled.

“Gods… you’re perfect.” Mara said.

Jenna could only moan. She worked her hips as Mara began to fuck her, began to really fuck her. Mara pulled out, her cock stretching her ass, then thrust again. The pair rutted and Jenna wrapped her legs around her friend, nails raking down her back.

They kissed, lips, tongue, spit, and Jenna rode Mara’s cock as Mara claimed her.

“Fuck me. Fuck me harder. Ruin me. Make me yours.” Jenna said.

Mara did as she was asked.

She fucked Jenna hard, with the brutality and gentleness of an ocean goddess. She fucked deep, hard, milking every drop of pleasure from them both.

“Fuck… I’m close.” She said.

Her cock throbbed, getting harder. Jenna felt her ass stretched further, Mara fucking deeper, pressing on a bright spot of pleasure inside her.

There was no pain, only pleasure. As though her body was made for this.

Jenna worked her hips to feel more.

“Cum… cum for me.” She said. “I want you to cum in me. Fuck me, claim me, let me show you how much I want you, how much I adore you. I am yours, all of me. Claim me.”

And Mara did just that. She thrust, deep, hard, like a tidal wave.

When Mara came, it was with a sharp cry, her whole body shuddering. Jenna took it all, not flinching, holding Mara’s gaze as she stayed with her through it, riding the wave of pleasure. Mara fucked hard, deep, and as she came, Jenna felt something unravel inside her, a becoming, as though the spell, her transformation, were completing.

She came as Mara came inside her, the pleasure deeper than she had known before, her whole body pulsing. The pair kissed, moaned, hips grinding as they exploded with each other, bliss and joy and… acceptance.

Mara’s cock softened slowly and as she rolled over her cock slipped out of Jenna’s hole. Jenna clenched to keep the warmth of her best friend’s cum inside her. The pair were sweaty, breathing hard, hearts racing.

As Mara lay back onto the pillows, Jenna snuggled in close, crawled back up her body to kiss her swollen lips.

“Understand now?” She whispered.

“I don’t know…” Mara started.

Then she smiled. She nodded.

“I understand.” She said. “I… I love you.”

Jenna brushed sweat-damp hair from her forehead.

“I’m yours.” She said. “I love you too.”

Mara looked up at her, the hardness of her fear undone by the softness in Jenna’s eyes.

“You’re not afraid of what I could do to you?”

Jenna smiled.

“You already did it. You broke me open. My heart and my ass. You fucked me, ruined me, claimed me. And… I liked it.”

Outside, the sea crashed. The wind sighed against the glass. The world waited.

“Do you hear that?” She asked.

“The sea?”

“It’s you.” Jenna said. “Tender and fierce. Pulling me under. Giving me breath only to steal it again.”

Mara swallowed. “And you’re not afraid to drown in me? In what I’ve become?”

“I think… maybe…” Jenna said softly. “I was made to.”

And the pair kissed again, softer this time, the fire dimmed but not extinguished.


Six

The morning light crept soft and silver through the cracked shutters, spilling in pale pools across tangled sheets and bare skin. Jenna stirred first, the slow, luxurious ache of waking wrapped around her like a secret. Mara was still there, the weight of her body warm and steady against Jenna’s side, a steady pulse beneath her palm.

They lay tangled like driftwood caught in the tide, limbs intertwined, breaths mingling, the quiet comfort of belonging. Jenna’s fingers traced lazy patterns along Mara’s spine, the subtle rise and fall beneath skin that was at once fierce and tender. The world outside the small cabin could burn to ash and they would still be here, locked together in this moment.

A soft sigh escaped Mara’s lips.

“Morning.”

“Morning.” Jenna whispered back, voice still rough with sleep and something softer, something precious.

The silence that fell between them was full and unspoken, a language made of touches and looks and the small tremble of connection that stretched taut, delicate, alive.

Then Jenna’s eyes caught a flicker of something new at the foot of the bed.

Something that hadn’t been there before.

A lamp, wrought from brass and mystery, sitting quiet and still, its surface shimmering faintly in the dawn light. Its presence was a secret promise, like a whisper carried on the sea breeze, or a memory half-remembered.

Jenna blinked, heart quickening.

“Mara…” she said, voice trembling.

Mara’s gaze followed hers, soft and slow.

“I see it too.”

They both sat up carefully, shifting to look at the lamp, the lamp that had spoken to them of dreams and wishes, that had haunted and beckoned, that had drawn them together in ways neither fully understood.

One last wish. One final chance.

The room held its breath.

The lamp’s surface rippled like water, faint letters glowing along its curves.

One last wish, to be shared.

Jenna reached out, fingers hovering just above the cool metal, as if touching it might make it vanish like a mist. Mara’s hand met hers, warm and steady.

“We know what this means.” Mara said softly.

“Yes.” Jenna swallowed hard. “It’s time.”

They closed their eyes together, their breaths falling into rhythm, the pulse of their hearts the only sound in the stillness.

“What do we want?” Mara’s voice was a whisper against Jenna’s skin.

Jenna’s hands clenched the edge of the blanket. “Courage. Courage to go after what we want, not just survive it, but live it. To be fully ourselves, without fear.”

Mara nodded, eyes still closed.

“Together.”

Together. The words tasted like hope.

They each placed a hand on the lamp, cool, weighty, impossibly real. Fingers entwined around each other’s.

With a quiet breath, Jenna spoke the wish aloud.

“We wish for the courage to be who we truly are. To live boldly. Together.”

The lamp trembled under their touch.

The air around them shimmered, a soft golden glow spilling outward, wrapping the room in warmth and light like dawn breaking over a stormy sea.

The lamp’s surface pulsed, glowing brighter, then slowly began to fade, the brass and curves dissolving like mist, the words dissolving last, floating away on a breath.

Then, silence.

They opened their eyes.

The lamp was gone.

Jenna looked at Mara, searching for some sign.

“Did it work?” Jenna’s voice was barely more than a breath.

Mara shrugged, a smile tugging at the corner of her lips, eyes bright with possibility and quiet wonder.

“We don’t know yet.” She said.

“But maybe we don’t have to.”

Jenna reached up and brushed a stray lock of hair behind Mara’s ear.

“We have each other.” She said.

“And whatever comes next, we face it together.”

Mara’s hand found Jenna’s, squeezing gently.

Outside, the sea crashed endlessly, wild and endless, fierce and tender, a reflection of the love they had found in each other, a promise written in salt and waves.

They leaned into each other, hearts beating fierce and free.

The future was uncertain, but for the first time, it didn’t feel terrifying.

It felt possible.
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The days after the wish stretched out like honey, slow, warm, and golden, dripping with laughter and light.

Jenna settled fully into herself, into the delicate curve of her waist, the soft swell of her hips, the long, shining blonde hair that fell like liquid silk down her back. She was small and curvy, beautiful, a vision of softness and strength intertwined, wrapped in dresses that fluttered at her knees, or tight shorts that caught the sunlight on her thighs.

She was learning the art of being Jenna, practising flicks of eyeliner, experimenting with shades of lipstick that made her smile at the mirror, brushing mascara over lashes until they curled like the wings of a butterfly. It was clumsy at first, the feel of powders and brushes foreign on her fingers, but soon she danced through the motions like a secret ritual, sacred and new.

The cabin echoed with music, old songs Mara loved, new ones Jenna found, and sometimes the two of them would just spin around the living room, laughing, barefoot and wild, chasing sunlight through the windows. Mara’s eyes would catch Jenna’s, bright and teasing, and Jenna would blush, heart fluttering like a hummingbird’s wing.

They were incandescent, glowing with the fierce heat of new love, the delicate burn of first touches, whispered secrets in the dark. Mara teased Jenna endlessly, calling her “golden goddess” and “my wildflower,” while Jenna worshipped Mara’s strength, the way her smile could shift the sky, the quiet fire burning beneath her steady gaze, her cock.

But beneath the joy, beneath the reckless sparkle, a shadow lurked. The quiet, gnawing awareness that the world beyond the cabin waited.

They had to leave.

Cities miles apart, obligations and realities that would not bend to the whims of their hearts.

One evening, after a dinner of wine and slow-cooked stew, they sat close by the fire, the glow flickering on their skin.

Jenna reached for Mara’s hand, fingers curling into hers like a lifeline.

“We can’t stay here forever.” Jenna said softly, voice trembling.

Mara nodded, eyes dark pools reflecting firelight.

“I know.”

The silence between them was thick, heavy with everything unsaid.

Jenna’s voice broke through it again.

“But… maybe we don’t have to go back to those old lives. The cities. The… separate streets. Separate lives.”

Mara’s breath hitched.

“You mean…”

“The cabin.” Jenna whispered. “It’s empty. No one’s using it. We could stay. Look for work nearby. I don’t know if it’ll pay as well. I don’t know if it’s easy. But maybe we could make a life here. Together.”

Mara looked at her then, really looked. The hope, the fear, the vulnerability shining in her eyes. The weight of the choice.

“It scares me.” Mara admitted. “The unknown. Leaving behind the safety of the familiar, even if it wasn’t good for us. We have lives back there, good careers waiting for us.”

“But we wished for courage.” Jenna said. “Remember?”

They squeezed each other’s hands tighter. It was terrifying. It was wild. But it was real.

Jenna felt a tear slip down her cheek.

“I want this. I want you. I want us.”

Mara pulled her into a fierce embrace.

“Me too.”

The cabin held their whispered promises, their fierce hearts beating in tandem, a sanctuary born from love and courage.

Outside, the sea roared, wild and endless, a reminder that some tides would always come and go. But inside, in the quiet warmth of that cabin, two souls had found a shore to call home.
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The cabin hummed with quiet life, the kind that settles deep into bones and breathes steadily with the rhythm of days unfolding softly. Outside, the sea stretched endless and wild, its ceaseless roar a hymn to the vastness beyond their little sanctuary. Inside, the scent of coffee mingled with the faint wild sweetness of freshly picked flowers, the morning light draping the room in warm gold.

Mara sat at the worn wooden table, fingers dancing over the keyboard as she sifted through emails, her face calm but alert, the glow of the screen reflecting the fire of her resolve. Her job was different now, mostly remote, less pay, but more freedom, more life. The city, the chaos, the grinding exhaustion of old expectations, those things were slipping away like tidewater through fingers.

From the bedroom, Jenna’s voice called softly, breaking the quiet.

“I’m ready.”

Mara looked up just as Jenna appeared, stepping out into the room in a tailored blazer and crisp blouse, the sleek line of slacks hugging the curves that had only recently become hers to claim. She was beautiful, radiant in the careful power of smart business casual, the confident flush of someone who’d finally stepped into her own skin.

Jenna’s smile was fragile, bright, and beneath it, Mara could see the flutter of nerves, the same tremble Mara had felt so many times on the cusp of something new and terrifying.

“You look amazing.” Mara said, voice warm and steady.

She rose and crossed the room, fingertips brushing along Jenna’s arm like a quiet benediction.

Jenna caught her hand, squeezing it tightly.

“I’m scared. What if I’m not good enough? What if they see through me? What if I’m just pretending?”

Mara shook her head gently, eyes alight with fierce certainty.

“You’re not pretending. You’re becoming. Every day, you shed the old skin and bloom a little more into who you really are. And no matter what, I’m here. We’re in this together.”

She handed Jenna a small brown paper bag, folded carefully at the top.

“I made you lunch.” Mara said with a teasing smile. “And I picked these.”

She reached down to the table and lifted a tiny bouquet of wildflowers, bluebells, daisies, and delicate sprays of heather, the colours vivid and alive.

Jenna’s eyes softened, the weight in her chest loosening. She reached out to take the flowers, inhaling their fresh scent, the simple beauty of something wild and unplanned.

Mara brushed a stray strand of Jenna’s golden hair behind her ear, then pressed a soft kiss to her temple.

“Remember, be brave.” Mara whispered. “I love you.”

Jenna nodded, her lips curving into a smile that was at once shy and resolute.

“I love you too.” she said, voice firm, yet tender.

They held each other for a long moment, the kind of embrace that speaks louder than words, an unbreakable tether spun from hope and fierce devotion.

Then Jenna turned toward the door, the wildflowers clutched gently in one hand, the lunch bag in the other.

“See you tonight.” Mara said, her voice a quiet anchor.

Jenna hesitated, then looked back over her shoulder, eyes shining with new light.

“Thank you.” she said. “For everything.”

Outside, the world waited, vast, unpredictable, but somehow less daunting when you had someone to come home to.

And as Jenna stepped beyond the threshold of the cabin, the door closing softly behind her, Mara whispered to the empty room. “We’ll be okay.”

Because now, finally, they were ready. And if they ever weren’t ready, they knew they could be brave.

THE END
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THE DOLL FACTORY

When Liam answers a job advertisement in a city that devours the unlucky, he believes he’s finally been offered a way out. The pay is extraordinary. The company is discreet. The contract promises opportunity, luxury.

What follows is a descent into mystery, and transformation.

Beneath an unmarked building, in laboratories where desire is engineered and bodies are rewritten, Liam chooses to surrender control. His body is reshaped into something exquisite, artificial, and made to be seen. His old life fades as a new purpose is installed. He becomes a doll, a living display of beauty, obedience, and curated perfection.

As memory softens and resistance gives way to pleasure, Liam discovers that the fear of losing himself exists alongside something far more dangerous, a feeling of relief, hope, joy, and submission. In a world where being human was a constant struggle, becoming an object of beauty and desire begins to feel like sanctuary.

Dark, erotic, and psychologically immersive, The Doll Factory explores transformation, objectification, and the seductive fantasy of letting go. A world were identity is unmade, desire is amplified, and surrender becomes freedom.


SOFT BODIES

Jamie and Riley arrive on the island expecting a harmless makeover.

What they find is a retreat stitched from silk and secrets, sweetness that lingers on the tongue, warm-lit rooms that hum with promise, and treatments that feel less like self-improvement and more like surrender.

The resort does not sculpt muscle or sharpen edges. It unravels. It softens. It teaches their bodies to open, to ache, to want.

In perfumed baths and rose-tinted chambers, something inside them begins to slip. Hips easing wider. Skin turning luminous. Lips parting with new, breathless hunger. A strange, dangerous softness blooming beneath the ribs… euphoric, irresistible.

And as their bodies shift, so does the heat between them.

A thigh brushing too long in the dark. A trembling breath caught between almost and yes.

A kiss that tastes like revelation… and ruin.

Whatever the island is doing to them, it’s working. And whatever they’re becoming, they’re becoming it together.

SOFT BODIES is an erotic metamorphosis, a tale of queer longing, dark sweetness, and the exquisite pleasure of yielding to the shape whispered by your deepest desire.

Softness isn’t a weakness.

Softness is the invitation.

The only question is… an invitation to what?


BECOMING HER MARE

A wild, erotic transgender transformation romance

When Sam’s first love leaves him for someone “more of a man,” he runs—out of his city, out of his old life, out of the version of himself he can no longer bear. A summer ranch job promises reinvention, sweat, sunrise labour… maybe even a manhood worth reclaiming.

But what he finds is her.

Lee is sun-browned muscle and soft laughter, calloused palms and impossible kindness. Steady where he is unravelled, she loosens his shame, softens his armour, and coaxes something sweeter than masculinity to the surface.

What begins as penance becomes an invitation into service, surrender, and a femininity he never dared to touch. Lee doesn’t just see who he is, she sees who he could become.

He came to become a “better man.”

Instead he is remade, wanted, cherished, and beautifully undone.


THE WOKE AGENDA

Daniel has always done what was expected of him. The job. The manners. The small, quiet life. But in the spaces between, he feeds another hunger. Online, under false names, he becomes a monster—spitting venom at strangers, tearing into anyone who dares to be free, feminine, or unashamed. The hate gives him something to feel.

Until someone finds him.

It begins with a message. A threat. The stranger behind the screen knows exactly who he is and what he’s done—and offers him a choice: exposure, or transformation.

What starts as blackmail soon becomes something else entirely. Daniel is drawn into a world of soft edges and hard truths, where each demand strips away another layer of who he thought he was. Makeup. Lingerie. Reflection. A slow unravelling that feels disturbingly like freedom.

The Woke Agenda is a darkly sensual tale of shame, desire, and rebirth—an intimate portrait of a man unmade and remade by the very forces he once despised, until he becomes the person he was always meant to be.
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Fascinated by the many and varied forms of love and sex, and infatuated by themes of Domination, transformation, feminization, cross-dressing, sissification, and submission, Keary set out to share her fantasies through erotica.

Keary believes that the route to happiness and joy lies in accepting yourself and your nature
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