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Feminine Correction



Mondays were for coffee, headaches, and watching legs in pencil skirts.

I wasn’t trying to be a dick. Not really. I just liked a little fun at work, a little appreciation for the view. If you’re gonna pack women into tight little skirts and heels that click like porn soundtracks, don’t act shocked when a guy like me takes notice.

Jen walked by the copier looking like an office fantasy—gray pencil skirt hugging her hips, blouse tight enough to show where the bra stopped. I let out a low whistle, just under my breath. Not loud enough to get in trouble. Or so I thought.

“Damn, Jen,” I said with a grin. “You wear that for me?”

She didn’t even pause, just gave me that tight-lipped nothing-smile women give when they want to pretend they didn’t hear you. Fine. Whatever. She’d worn it for somebody.

Across the hall, Kelly was at the printer, batting at a paper jam like it insulted her. New girl from marketing. Legs for days, though she walked like she needed someone to show her what to do with them, like spread them wide. Or maybe she already knew how. I’d love to find out.

I strolled over, coffee in hand. “Careful, sweetheart. That tray’s a bitch. Might break a nail.”

She didn’t even look at me. Just yanked the drawer out like she’d done it a hundred times and slapped the thing back into place.

No smile. No laugh. Not even a flinch.

I sipped my coffee and leaned against the counter like I owned the place. Which I didn’t—but I sure as hell deserved more respect than some fresh-outta-college intern who thought her LinkedIn profile made her a goddamn executive.

Then I heard it. Sharp heels. Slower. Louder. Purposeful.

Elaine Roth. My boss.

“Jason. My office. Now.”

I turned, swallowed hard, and forced a smile like I didn’t already know I was screwed. “Morning, Elaine.”

She didn’t smile. Just stared. One eyebrow raised like a judge before sentencing.

I followed her into the corner office, the kind with real windows and a door that could shut the rest of the world out. She didn’t offer me a chair. Not a good sign.

“Close it,” she said.

I shut the door behind me, the click louder than it needed to be. Then I stood there like a kid in the principal’s office, trying not to look like I gave a shit.

“We’ve had complaints,” she said.

I shrugged. “We always have complaints.”

“About you, Jason. Sexual harassment complaints.”

I folded my arms. “What, I said Jen looked nice? That’s harassment now?”

“You called her hot and asked if she dressed for you.”

“Same difference.”

Her jaw clenched. “You also told Kelly she might ‘break a nail’ and offered to help her open a printer drawer.”

“It was jammed.”

“You think that’s the point?” Her voice was calm, but her eyes could’ve frozen boiling water. “This has been building for months. HR has three reports already, and now I just witnessed it. You’re out of line.”

I didn’t like the sound of that. “So what, no more slaps on the wrist?”

“No,” she said. “You’re going to sensitivity training. It’s mandatory.”

I stared at her. “You’re joking.”

“I’m not.” She sighed. “Look, it’s a retreat. One week. You’ll have your own cabin, no distractions, fully immersive.”

“You’re sending me to some... feelings camp? For what? Complimenting women?”

She crossed her arms. “For acting like this workplace is your personal locker room. You want to keep your job? You go.”

I shook my head. “You can’t be serious. I meet deadlines. I pull numbers. I’ve been here six years.”

“And you’re about to be gone in six seconds if you don’t get this under control.”

I could feel my ears heating up. My jaw tensed. She wasn’t bluffing. Not with that tone. I’d heard it before, back when she fired Dave from sales. Cold. Final.

“You’re really gonna make me go?” I asked.

“Think of it as a vacation,” she said, turning back to her computer like the conversation was already over. “Maybe you’ll come back with something besides testosterone and coffee in your bloodstream.”

I didn’t answer. I didn’t trust myself to.

One week. A retreat. Whatever the hell that meant. Probably sitting in a circle with other guys who’d said the wrong thing at the wrong time. Or worse—getting lectured by soft-voiced counselors who wanted me to journal about my inner child.

I clenched my teeth and walked out of her office, eyes forward, ignoring the glances from the cubicles.

If they wanted me to go play pretend in the woods, fine.

But I wasn’t changing for anyone.

Not for some corporate rehab fantasy. And definitely not for Elaine Roth.
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The place didn’t look like rehab.

That was my first thought when the shuttle turned off the main road and started winding through trees. Big pines. Dense forest. The kind of crap you see on Instagram above a caption like disconnect to reconnect. The road curved up toward a lodge that looked more like a ski resort than a corporate reeducation camp. Sleek wood paneling, big glass windows, all nestled into a valley that smelled like pine needles and smug self-improvement.

I stepped off the shuttle with my duffel bag slung over one shoulder, trying not to roll my eyes at the stupid little “Welcome!” sign nailed to a tree like it was summer camp. A few other guys stepped off behind me—clean-cut types, one older guy in a polo who already looked like he regretted this. No one said a word. Just a bunch of us dragged into the same bullshit.

Then I saw her.

Walking down the front steps of the main lodge like she owned the whole damn forest. Tan blazer over a soft-looking blouse that hugged her waist. Hair dark brown, pinned up but still loose enough to bounce a little with every step. Her walk was the kind of confident that made men shut up without realizing why. Not too sexy. Not trying too hard. Just... solid. Like she knew what she was doing and didn’t want your opinion about it. Well, too bad.

“Jason Ellis?” she asked, glancing down at a clipboard and then up at me.

“Yeah,” I said, shifting my weight, suddenly aware of the sweat under my collar.

She smiled—but not like she was pleased to see me. More like she’d seen a hundred guys just like me and already had my number.

“I’m Charlotte,” she said. “I’ll be your lead for the week. Welcome to the Center for Applied Empathy.”

I raised an eyebrow. “That’s what this place is called?”

“You’ll get used to it,” she said, already turning on her heel. “Come on. I’ll show you to your cabin.”

I followed her up a narrow gravel path that cut behind the lodge and deeper into the trees. The air smelled good—cleaner than I was used to. And quiet, too. No traffic, no ringing phones. Just birds. Wind. And the sound of my boots crunching behind hers.

She glanced back as we passed a cluster of cabins. “Each participant has a private space. No phones. No internet. You’ll find the daily schedule inside, but we’ll start tomorrow morning at seven with breakfast in the main hall.”

“Seven?” I asked, groaning. “You serious? I thought this was like some sort of vacation.”

Charlotte didn’t even blink. “You get up that early for work. And this is not a vacation.”

I muttered something under my breath, but she didn’t seem to care. She stopped in front of a small wooden cabin with a dark green roof and a little porch. “This one’s yours. Cabin 7. You’ll find clean clothes, toiletries, everything you need inside. And if you really need something, you can use the call box by the door.”

“Thanks,” I said, a little warily. “So... what, you just leave me here until morning?”

She smiled again, softer this time. “Exactly. Unpack. Take a walk. Let your brain slow down a little. Most people don’t realize how much noise they’re carrying until it’s gone.”

With that, she turned and walked back the way we came, hips swaying in a way that was impossible not to notice.

I exhaled, finally alone, and stepped up onto the porch. The door creaked open smooth and quiet, like it had been oiled just for me.

And inside... shit, it was actually kind of nice.

Wooden walls. A big bed with a fluffy white duvet. A little desk near a window that looked out on nothing but trees. Everything smelled faintly like cedar and something sweet—vanilla, maybe. There was even a soft robe hanging by the bathroom, like this was some spa weekend and not corporate punishment.

I dropped my bag at the foot of the bed and sat down, sinking into the mattress with a sigh.

All right. So maybe this wouldn’t be so bad.

I still didn’t buy the whole “empathy retreat” thing. But if they wanted me to sleep in a soft bed and eat eggs with a bunch of other guys like me while pretending to learn something? Fine. I’d survive.

Hell, Charlotte alone might make this place worth it. She was hot in that MILF kinda way.

I glanced back out the window, but she was long gone. Probably off welcoming some other poor bastard.

I stretched, kicked off my boots, and leaned back against the pillows.

It was just a week. I could fake whatever they wanted for a week.

Couldn’t I?
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After I unpacked and poked around the cabin a bit, I made myself a weak cup of whatever tea they left on the little kitchenette shelf—no coffee, of course. God forbid we get anything with a backbone around here. The sun was starting to dip, painting everything outside in that golden, peaceful bullshit that looks good on brochures.

I stepped out the back door onto the porch, mug in hand. The air was crisp, a little cooler now, but still fresh. Maybe even a little too quiet for my taste. No hum of traffic, no neighbor’s dog barking, no TV through thin apartment walls. Just birds and wind. It made my brain itch.

I leaned against the wooden railing, sipping the tea and wishing it was beer, when I heard the screen door next door creak open.

Another guy stepped out onto the porch of the cabin beside mine, stretching like he’d just finished a workout. Tall, built like he actually used his gym membership. Maybe mid-thirties like me. Strong jaw, a little scruff, hair that looked like it’d been cut by someone professional. His gray T-shirt clung to his arms, and I could tell even in this light he was the kind of guy who’d probably gotten laid a lot more often before his HR department sent him here.

We made eye contact.

He nodded. “You too, huh?”

I smirked. “Let me guess—called someone ‘sweetheart’ in a meeting?”

He barked a laugh and walked over to the edge of his porch, standing just a few feet from mine across the gravel path. “Close. I made the mistake of saying a coworker’s new haircut made her look sexy. Next thing I know, I’m being told I need ‘reeducation.’”

I raised my mug in mock salute. “To reeducation.”

He raised his water bottle. “Cheers.”

“Jason,” I said.

“Kyle,” he replied. “Marketing consultant. Mostly remote. Didn’t think anyone paid enough attention to report me.”

“Yeah, well, they’re watching closer than we think.”

Kyle rolled his eyes and leaned against his railing. “This place is ridiculous. It’s like some kind of woke rehab resort. They even swapped out the minibar for lavender oil and herbal tea.”

“No caffeine. No phones. I’m half expecting a dreamcatcher seminar and a lunar ritual next.”

“Shit, if we’re dancing under the stars tomorrow night, I’m out.”

I chuckled, finally relaxing a little. It was good to know I wasn’t the only one here who thought this was a steaming pile of HR shit. Kyle seemed like a guy I could bullshit with. A fellow prisoner.

“You meet the camp director?” he asked.

“You mean Charlotte?” I said, arching an eyebrow.

Kyle gave a low whistle. “Yeah. She hot or what?”

“Ridiculously. But she’s got that ‘don’t even think about it’ vibe.”

“Like the hot therapist in a porno that never actually becomes a porno,” he said, grinning.

I laughed again, deeper this time. “Exactly. Professional dominatrix energy.”

Kyle nodded like we’d just discovered a universal truth. “Still,” he said, “I wouldn’t mind a few ‘lessons’ if she’s the one teaching.”

“No kidding. I almost forgot I was being punished.”

He looked around, lowering his voice. “You think this is just, like, sensitivity workshops? A bunch of PowerPoints and breathing exercises?”

“That’s what they said. Week of empathy-building and self-awareness. Whatever the hell that means.”

He gave me a skeptical look. “Weird setup for that, don’t you think? Private cabins, no tech, no distractions.”

“Yeah,” I admitted, tapping the side of my mug. “Feels more like they’re trying to break us down.”

Kyle nodded slowly, like that confirmed something he’d already been thinking. “Well, whatever it is, we’ll survive. Right? It’s just a week. We fake it, nod along, journal some fake breakthroughs, and get the hell out.”

“Exactly. Play nice. Say sorry. Go home.”

We stood there in silence for a minute, the sky turning darker above the treetops. Somewhere off in the woods, I heard wind chimes—or maybe it was just something rustling in the branches. The tea was cold by now, but I kept holding it, more out of comfort than anything.

Then I glanced over at Kyle again. He was staring into the woods like he was trying to figure something out.

“All men here, huh?” he said quietly.

I frowned. “What do you mean?”

He shrugged. “Just noticed. Every person I saw stepping off that shuttle was a dude. All of us with the same look. Like we were sent here for saying the wrong thing too many times.”

I nodded, uneasy now. “You think that’s on purpose?”

He didn’t answer right away.

“Probably nothing,” he said. “Still weird, though. Then again, I guess women don’t make the same mistakes.”

I exhaled, trying to shake off the weird vibe crawling up my spine. It was probably just the quiet. Or the tea. Or the fact that Charlotte looked like the kind of woman who could take a man apart with a single look.

“Just a week,” I muttered again.

Kyle nodded. “Just a week.”

But neither of us sounded as sure as we did when we first stepped outside.
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I didn’t sleep great, but the bed was comfortable enough. Too quiet, though. I kept waking up thinking I’d hear a car alarm or a neighbor yelling through thin walls. Instead? Nothing. Just wind through the trees and the occasional owl hooting like some corny sound effect from a meditation app.

Still, I made it to the main hall by 6:58 AM, because I figured if I showed up late on day one, they’d make me do yoga in front of everyone or some other humiliating bullshit. The big lodge was already buzzing when I walked in—guys moving through what looked like a cafeteria line, trays in hand, everything too cheerful for this hour of the morning.

I spotted Kyle near the front, nodding at something a staff member said, and joined the line behind him. He turned and gave me a look like, Yep, here we go.

The room smelled better than I expected. Warm. Savory. Like real food—not some chia-seed and kale disaster. When I got to the counter, a young woman in a cream apron handed me a plate stacked with soft scrambled eggs, roasted potatoes, some kind of artisan toast with herbs on it. And next to it all, a pale green ceramic cup, filled with steaming tea.

“Uh... coffee?” I asked, hopefully.

The woman smiled like I’d just asked if I could smoke a cigar in church. “Only the morning blend today.”

I looked down at the tea. It didn’t smell bad—kind of sweet, a little earthy. But it wasn’t coffee, and that’s what mattered.

“Whatever,” I muttered, taking the tray and stepping aside.

I joined Kyle at one of the long wooden tables by the windows. He was already halfway through his toast. “Not bad,” he said with a mouthful. “Definitely not prison food.”

I poked at the eggs. They were fluffy. Probably organic or hand-whisked by some apron-wearing empathy intern.

Then Charlotte entered.

Every head in the room shifted toward her, like she had her own gravity. She was wearing a dusty rose blouse that hugged her chest in a way that made it hard not to stare, even with her blazer hiding most of the curves. Her hair was tied back tighter today, but a few strands fell around her cheekbones like they were put there on purpose.

She didn’t sit down or eat. Just stepped into the center of the room and raised her voice.

“Good morning, everyone. I’m so glad to see you here, ready to start.”

No one clapped. A few guys gave polite nods. Most of us just kept chewing.

“Before we begin today’s workshops,” she continued, “please make sure you’ve all finished your tea. It’s part of your treatment.”

Treatment?

I looked at Kyle. He looked at me. We both shrugged.

I took a sip of mine. It was hot but smooth, with a weirdly pleasant floral aftertaste. Sweet, but not in a fake way. Kind of creamy, almost... comforting?

“Guess this is the magic juice,” Kyle said, raising his cup.

“Here’s to sensitivity,” I laughed, and took another, longer drink.

The warmth hit my chest first. Not just heat—warmth. Like the kind you feel wrapped in a blanket after being cold too long. It slid through me slow, like honey pouring down my spine. My muscles, which had been tight since yesterday, suddenly loosened, like I’d just had a full-body massage without realizing it.

I let out a breath I hadn’t even noticed I was holding.

“Whoa,” I said quietly.

Kyle looked at me. “You feel that?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

My fingers tingled slightly where they gripped the ceramic. My legs felt weirdly light. My thoughts, which had been racing with sarcastic commentary since I woke up, started to slow, like someone was tuning the radio down from static.

I should’ve been skeptical. Hell, I was skeptical. But my body? My body didn’t care. It felt good.

The tea went down smooth, and I found myself sipping more than I meant to. The taste deepened somehow, almost like vanilla, but cleaner. Softer. I didn’t usually think of drinks as soft, but that was the only word that made sense.

I set the empty cup down and leaned back.

Charlotte was still talking, something about today’s exercises being “personalized” and “gentle entry points,” but I barely heard her. The sunlight through the window caught in her hair, and I watched it glint like she’d been lit from behind. There was something almost dreamlike about her now, about the whole room, like I’d stepped sideways into some spa commercial and forgotten to be annoyed.

“I could get used to this,” I muttered.

Kyle raised his brow. “No kidding.”

And I wasn’t. I didn’t understand it, and I sure as hell wasn’t about to admit it out loud—but whatever was in that tea?

It was working.

The rest of the first day was just as mind-numbing as I expected.

They split us into small groups—four or five guys each—and stuck us in bright, airy rooms with names like “Compassion Grove” and “The Listening Lodge.” I’m not kidding. I spent the better part of two hours talking about “nonviolent communication” while some guy with a man bun asked how often I think about the emotional impact of my tone.

I told him I didn’t come here for tone policing. He smiled like that proved his point.

There was journaling. Partner exercises. A guided meditation that made me snort the first five minutes before the tea kicked in and I kind of... sank into it. Like my brain just stopped putting up a fight. I didn’t say much for the rest of the afternoon.

I went to bed early, still riding that weird calm buzz from the tea. That soft, tingly feeling had settled behind my ribs like warmth from a space heater. I figured it would fade by morning.

It didn’t.

When I woke up, something felt... off.

I sat up slowly in bed, rubbing my face, and the sheets dragged over my chest in a way that made me pause. At first, I thought it was just the way I was lying. But when I glanced down, my shirt clung to a shape that hadn’t been there yesterday. Soft. Rounded. Small, but unmistakable.

I froze.

“No way,” I muttered.

I pulled the shirt tight against my chest. There was flesh there. Not fat. Shape. And it wasn’t just that.

My pajama pants sat weird on my hips now, tighter somehow, like they didn’t quite know where to rest. I stood and looked at myself in the mirror above the dresser—eyes scanning for anything I could explain away.

The bones of my face looked the same. Mostly. But my lashes looked longer. My lips a little fuller. And there was something subtly wrong about the line of my waist. It curved.

I yanked on a hoodie, not even bothering with a shower, and threw on the loosest jeans I packed. I didn’t want to look at myself too long, let alone think about it.

Maybe I was bloated. Maybe it was just the lighting.

But deep down, I already knew that was bullshit.

The tea. It had to be the tea.

By the time I made it to the breakfast hall, I felt like a fraud. My hoodie hung low over my chest, but I could feel it with every step. The slight bounce. The way the fabric brushed against skin that hadn’t existed yesterday.

I spotted Kyle at the same table near the window, already sitting with his tray. He looked tired. Jittery. He wore a flannel over a T-shirt, arms crossed tight, and he didn’t lift his eyes right away when I sat down.

We were quiet for a long moment.

Then we both glanced down at the tea cups in front of us—steaming, sweet-smelling, exactly like yesterday.

I cleared my throat. “This stuff’s... doing something.”

Kyle nodded slowly, jaw tight. “Yeah.”

“You feel it?”

“Feels good. But... too good.”

His fingers traced the rim of the cup, not lifting it. “Last night I couldn’t stop touching my arms. My skin felt—” He stopped short. “Different.”

I looked at him. His lashes were longer too. Just enough to notice if you were looking for it. His jaw still looked masculine, but there was something softer around the edges now. The way his neck curved, maybe. Or his lips. He looked... less sharp.

“I thought I was imagining it,” I said. “But my hoodie fits weird today.”

Kyle didn’t answer. He just nodded again, like if he opened his mouth he might admit too much.

We both stared at the tea.

Neither of us picked it up.

Then Charlotte’s voice cut through the room again—calm, clear, commanding.

“Good morning, everyone. Please remember to finish your tea before our group movement session begins.”

Kyle looked up at me with a dry laugh. “Movement session. Great. Now they’re gonna make us do ballet.”

I forced a chuckle. My palms were sweating. Still, I reached for the cup.

He did too.

We both sipped. Not fast. Just enough to feel that warm wash start to trickle through our veins. It still tasted good. Too good.

Like vanilla and honey and everything that made you say yes before you had a chance to think twice.

I didn’t want to like it. I really didn’t want to like what it was doing to me.

But the second it hit my tongue, I felt that same soft wave unfurl through my chest. Like a gentle caress. Like a sigh.

Kyle let out a breath next to me and said nothing. We both drank.

And neither of us said a word about the parts of us we already knew were changing.

By the time the sun went down, I felt like I’d been through a damn car wash. Not physically, not really—though even my jeans felt tighter in the hips by that point—but mentally. The kind of drained you get from too many smiling faces and too much eye contact. Between the tea, the trust exercises, and the creepy way every guy here seemed just a little off now, I was starting to wonder if I’d signed up for some weird cult.

The main hall looked different that evening. The long cafeteria tables were gone—cleared out, maybe stacked somewhere behind the kitchen—and in their place were chairs arranged in a circle. Big open space in the center, soft lighting, like we were all about to sing songs or share feelings.

Kyle sat beside me, arms crossed, eyes scanning the room. We didn’t talk. Didn’t need to. We were both riding that same quiet current of discomfort. Something was happening to us, and no one wanted to be the first guy to say it out loud.

Charlotte stood in the center of the circle, clipboard in hand, wearing a fitted black top tucked into high-waisted slacks that somehow made her look even taller, more commanding. She didn’t need to raise her voice. When she spoke, the room went still.

“Tonight’s focus,” she said, walking slowly in a circle, meeting eyes as she passed, “is how we relate to women in the workplace. Not just policies. Not just behavior. But how we see them. How we fail to see them.”

I sat back in my chair, folding my arms. My hoodie felt stifling, like it knew what I was trying to hide underneath. The faint pressure across my chest was still there. Constant. Not painful, just... humiliating.

Charlotte looked directly at me as she continued. “Each of you was sent here because your words or actions created discomfort—or worse—for the women you worked with. You’ve blamed that on culture. On miscommunication. On intent.”

She paused, letting that hang in the air.

“But intent doesn’t erase impact.”

A few guys shifted uncomfortably in their seats. One of them—Chris, I think his name was—raised a hand halfway like he wanted to interrupt, then let it drop.

Charlotte walked to the center of the circle and placed her clipboard on a chair. “Tonight, we’re going to talk openly. You’ll share examples from your own lives—moments where, in hindsight, you could have chosen to be more empathetic. More aware. And together, we’re going to unpack those choices.”

I felt my jaw tighten. Empathetic. That word was starting to grate.

She looked around the circle. “Who wants to begin?”

Silence.

Of course.

I kept my eyes down, focusing on the floorboards. I could feel the tea still working through my bloodstream, softening me in ways I didn’t like to admit. I wasn’t angry. Just... disarmed. I didn’t want to talk about feelings, but I didn’t have the sharpness anymore to tell them all to screw off, either.

After a long pause, someone finally spoke. It wasn’t Kyle. It was Martin, the guy from insurance who always wore polos like we were in some eternal casual Friday.

He cleared his throat. “There was this assistant in my department,” he started. “Jessica. She was quiet, but I liked teasing her. I didn’t think I was being mean, but I guess I said something one day—about the way she walked in heels—and she got up and left the meeting.”

Charlotte nodded, listening. “What did you say exactly?”

He squirmed. “I called her runway-ready. Said she could probably get a modeling job if this one didn’t work out.”

A few guys laughed under their breath. I almost did too. But then Charlotte looked at all of us, dead calm, and the laughter stopped.

“Did she ever come back to a meeting after that?”

Martin hesitated. “No.”

Charlotte nodded again. “Thank you for your honesty.”

It went on like that. One by one, the guys started opening up—softening. Peeling back layers. And the longer we sat there, the more I realized how many of us had done the same crap. Jokes. Nicknames. Stupid, thoughtless comments we thought were harmless.

I didn’t speak. Not that night.

But I listened. And when Charlotte’s eyes met mine again near the end, I didn’t look away.

Not because I respected the process. Not because I agreed.

But because I couldn’t stop noticing how good she looked standing in that circle, commanding every inch of the room—and how different it felt now, looking at a woman and not knowing if I should feel turned on... or ashamed.

By the time I left the main hall, my head felt like it had been stuffed full of cotton and slow-dripping syrup. Whatever was in the tea had really settled into my bones now. My arms were light, floaty, like I could lift off the ground if I exhaled hard enough. And my legs? There was something almost graceful about the way they moved. I didn’t like that thought, but it kept creeping in anyway.

The trail back to my cabin was quiet, just the rustle of leaves overhead and the soft crunch of gravel beneath my boots. Everything felt… muted. Like the world was padded. Even my anger, which had been simmering all day, couldn’t fully boil over. It just smoldered low in my gut.

I reached my cabin and stepped inside, ready to throw myself face-first into bed and forget the circle of shame Charlotte had orchestrated. But the second I flipped on the light, I froze.

All my clothes were gone.

Not just shuffled around. Gone.

The drawers were full—but not with what I’d packed. Replacing my jeans and hoodies and boxers were… soft fabrics. Satin. Lace. Cotton in shades of blush, lavender, and ivory. Bras, panties, fitted leggings, flowy little tops with spaghetti straps, and dresses. A pair of skinny jeans so small I’d snap a thigh just trying to shove it through. On the bed, folded neatly, was what looked like a matching pajama set—silky shorts and a camisole.

I opened the closet, praying this was some kind of mistake.

It wasn’t.

More of the same. Dresses. Skirts. Light jackets cut to curve. Even a pair of heeled ankle boots sat lined up where my sneakers used to be.

I stood there for a long second, trying to breathe through the slow wave of fury rising in my chest. My hands curled into fists, and I had the insane urge to start tearing fabric in half, but instead I yanked on the hoodie I’d left draped over the chair and stormed out into the night.

I was fuming by the time I got to Kyle’s cabin. I pounded on the door until he answered, eyes wide, flannel unbuttoned over a tank top that showed a hint of his own softening chest.

“You too?” I snapped.

He didn’t say anything. Just stepped back and let me in.

One look told me everything. His drawers were open. His bed was covered in the same delicate fabrics—lacy bras, silky lounge sets, a pale pink wrap dress hanging over the back of a chair like it belonged there.

“I don’t even know what size this is supposed to be,” he muttered, holding up a pair of pale gray leggings. “But it fits. I tried them on.”

“You what?”

He looked embarrassed. “I was cold. And everything else was gone. I just wanted clean pants, man.”

I sat down heavily on the edge of his bed. “They’re messing with us. This is next-level conditioning or something.”

He sat too, his hands resting on his thighs. “I felt it last night,” he said quietly. “The tea. And today? I kept touching my skin. It’s so… soft. Not just to the touch. From the inside. Like I’m not even made of the same stuff anymore.”

I swallowed hard. I knew what he meant. My body felt… pliable. Like tension didn’t know where to land. I’d caught my own reflection earlier and didn’t recognize the curve of my shoulder. The slight swell of my chest pressed gently against the inside of my hoodie, and I hated how right it felt nestled there.

“I shouldn’t like this,” I muttered.

“I don’t,” he said. “I mean—I do. But I don’t want to.”

We sat there for a minute in silence, breathing slow. The air between us felt thick, but not heavy. Not awkward. Just… full. Like something had changed. I mean, something definitely had. There was no question about that.

Kyle rubbed the back of his neck. “Is this what it’s like? Being a woman?”

I glanced at him.

He shrugged, eyes distant. “The way it feels. The calm. The softness. I thought it would feel weak, but it doesn’t. It feels… warm. Full. Like I’m not fighting everything anymore.”

We didn’t say anything after that. Just sat there, surrounded by lace and silence, not quite ready to go back to our own rooms. Not quite ready to look in the mirror again.

But part of me wanted to.

And that was the part I didn’t know how to deal with.

[image: ]


I left Kyle’s cabin with my head buzzing and my chest tight in a way that had nothing to do with anger anymore. The night air felt cooler against my face, but my body stayed warm, humming faintly under my skin like I’d been plugged into something I didn’t understand. I kept replaying his question in my head as I walked back down the path.

Is this what it’s like to feel like a woman?

I didn’t want to answer it. I didn’t want to think about it. But my body didn’t care what my brain wanted.

Inside my cabin, the lights were low and soft, almost flattering. The pile of women’s clothes waited where I’d left them, folded neatly on the bed like they belonged there. I stood there for a long moment in my hoodie and jeans, breathing slow, feeling the unfamiliar weight on my chest shift with every inhale.

I told myself I was just tired. That I needed sleep. That this didn’t mean anything.

I wasn’t gonna do it. That was the thought running through my head even as I opened the drawer and picked them up.

The panties were soft—barely there, really. Light gray with a hint of lace around the waistband, cut high and small like they belonged on a lingerie model, not a grown man. But when I brushed my thumb over the fabric, something in my chest tightened. They felt good. Too good.

I stared at them for a second longer. Then I shoved down my boxers and stepped into them.

The fabric hugged my thighs like water pouring up instead of down, clinging to every contour. When I pulled them into place, the sensation made me exhale through my teeth. They cupped everything—everything—tight and smooth, like I’d been wrapped in a whisper. No friction, no weight. Just warm, silky pressure around my cock that made me instantly hard, but not in the usual way.

It wasn’t just arousal. It was euphoria. Like my whole body sighed the second the lace touched skin. Like this was what it had been waiting for.

I pressed a palm against the front, groaning softly. It looked obscene—ridiculous, even—but it felt incredible. The pressure, the softness, the way the fabric cradled me instead of fighting me… I could’ve stood there forever just breathing through the sensation.

And then I saw the nightgown folded neatly on the bed.

I didn’t hesitate. I reached for it.

It was pale blue silk, thin enough to catch the light, cut simply but shaped to skim curves I hadn’t had a week ago. When I undressed and pulled it over my head, the fabric slid down my body like a caress. No resistance. No rough seams. Just smooth, cool silk against skin that felt too sensitive for its own good.

I froze when it settled over my chest.

The way it draped there—how it acknowledged the soft weight instead of hiding it—made my stomach tighten. The silk brushed against my nipples, and I sucked in a sharp breath before I could stop myself. They were so sensitive now. Achingly aware. Like they were listening.

“This is ridiculous,” I muttered to the empty room.

But I didn’t take it off.

I crawled into bed, the sheets cool beneath me, the nightgown pooling around my thighs. Every movement sent little sparks through my body. My hips felt wider when I shifted in the panties, the mattress cradling me differently than it ever had before. I lay there staring at the ceiling, trying to calm down, trying to ignore the way my chest felt heavy and alive.

I lasted maybe a minute.

My hand slid over my stomach without me fully deciding to move it, fingers brushing the silk, tracing the curve beneath. When my palm cupped my chest, I almost laughed—short and breathless—at how natural it felt. How right. My breasts fit perfectly in my hand, soft and warm, responding immediately to my touch.

My nipples hardened instantly, sending a jolt straight through me. I gasped and squeezed my eyes shut, my grip tightening before I could think better of it.

“Oh… shit,” I whispered.

I told myself to stop. I didn’t. I told myself this didn’t mean anything. My body ignored that too.

I teased my nipples gently at first, brushing my thumb over one, then the other, learning how they reacted. Every pass sent a ripple of pleasure through me, different than anything I’d felt before. It wasn’t sharp or frantic. It was deep. Spreading. Like my whole body was involved now, not just one desperate part of it.

My hips shifted against the mattress on their own, seeking pressure. The nightgown rode up my thighs, silk whispering with every movement. I could feel how hard I was inside the panties, but it felt secondary somehow—like the real center of everything was higher now, in my chest, in the way my body responded to being touched gently instead of roughly.

I gripped my cock inside the panties and stroked myself, slow and distracted, but it was my breasts that owned me. Pinching lightly. Rolling my nipples between my fingers. Every touch made my breath hitch, my back arch, my toes curl.

The pleasure built fast. Too fast. My body didn’t fight it; it welcomed it, like it had been waiting all day to be allowed this.

When I came, it hit me in a warm, rolling wave that left me gasping, my thighs trembling, my chest tight with sensation. I cried out softly into the pillow, fingers still curled around my breasts as the aftershocks rippled through me.

I lay there afterward, heart pounding, skin buzzing, the nightgown twisted around my hips.

I should have felt disgusted. Ashamed. Angry.

Instead, I felt… calm.

And that scared me more than anything else.
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I woke up to added weight on my chest.

Not metaphorical, not emotional—physical. Real. Heavy. The kind of weight you feel even before you open your eyes. And when I finally did, the soft press of the nightgown’s fabric across my front told me everything I didn’t want to admit.

I sat up slowly, the silk sticking to my skin in the early morning warmth, and looked down.

They were full.

Not little mounds like before. Not something I could explain away as swelling or hallucination. These were breasts. Round, full, softly parted beneath the neckline of the nightgown. Real enough to bounce gently when I moved. Real enough to jiggle when I breathed.

I cupped one without thinking. Warm. Heavy in my palm. Sensitive. The nipple pressed against my palm like it wanted attention already.

I exhaled hard and swung my legs out of bed, ignoring the way the nightgown kissed the tops of my thighs. The panties were still on too—clinging, damp, and too comfortable for how humiliating they should have felt.

I peeled everything off, trying not to look in the mirror as I walked to the dresser. But my reflection caught in the corner of my eye anyway, and I froze.

My body didn’t look like me. Not the me I remembered. My waist curved in now, my hips flared out wider, thighs fuller. My hair—Jesus—it reached my shoulders now, loose and a little tousled from sleep, framing my face in a way that made it almost… pretty.

I stared. Then opened the top drawer.

Panties again, of course. Delicate, lacy, soft. I chose a black pair this time—sheer in the back, stretchy in the front.

Slipping them on sent a full-body shiver down my spine. The fabric wrapped around me like it had a mind of its own, clinging to my new curves like it belonged there. I couldn’t help but moan, low and quick, just from the way it hugged my cock.

Then came the bra. I had to fumble with it—never realized how complicated these damn things were. But when I finally got it hooked and adjusted the straps, I just stood there staring again. It lifted me. Framed me. Showed me.

My breasts looked… incredible. Round and soft and perky, centered in the cups like a fucking fantasy.

I pulled a dress from the closet—one of the shorter ones, navy blue with capped sleeves and a little flare at the waist. It zipped up the back like it was made just for me. The fabric kissed my skin with every movement. I swore it even swayed differently around my hips now, like my body knew how to move in it better than my mind did.

I stepped into a pair of nude heels before I could second-guess myself. A little tall. A little intimidating. But when I stood upright and saw the way it shifted my posture—arched my back, lifted my chest, lengthened my legs—I nearly gasped.

I looked in the mirror again.

And this time… I didn’t hate it.

No. I liked it. A lot more than I wanted to.

I turned sideways, letting the dress swirl slightly. My ass was rounder now, fuller, pushing out the fabric in a way I couldn’t stop staring at. I tilted my head, tousled my hair a little with my fingers, then caught myself striking a pose—hip cocked, hand on my waist, lips parted just slightly.

And the worst part?

I was hard. Still tucked neatly in the panties, still restrained, but throbbing. Turned on by my own reflection.

I swallowed hard.

“Get a grip,” I whispered.

But I didn’t look away.

Eventually, I forced myself to grab my little retreat-issued tote bag and make my way to the main hall. Each step in heels was easier than I expected, my body adjusting like it had done this before. But I couldn’t shake the feeling that everyone would see what I’d become.

My heart pounded as I walked the gravel path, morning sun warming my skin, breeze teasing the hem of my dress.

Every footstep clicked. I hated how good it felt.

I knew something was wrong the second I stepped into the main hall. Every man in that room had breasts.

Not half-formed. Not subtle. Full, round, unmistakable breasts stretching the fabric of dresses and blouses and fitted tops that none of us had chosen but all of us were wearing anyway. Bras peeked out at necklines. Lace straps rested on shoulders that had narrowed just enough to make them look right there. Hair spilled down backs, over collars, brushed against collarbones. Curves everywhere. Hips. Asses. Thighs.

And the looks.

Jesus Christ, the looks.

I caught myself staring before I even realized I was doing it. A guy I recognized from the meditation group—Mark, I think—stood near the tea station in a wrap dress that clung to his waist and dipped just enough to show cleavage. Real cleavage. I tracked the line of it without meaning to, my eyes dragging slow and greedy like they used to do to women back at the office.

He noticed.

His eyes dropped to my chest immediately.

We both froze.

The awareness hit me like a slap. That sudden, sickening realization that I was being looked at the same way I’d looked at women my entire adult life. Not as a person. As a body. As something to assess and enjoy.

I crossed my arms instinctively, but that just pushed my breasts up higher. I felt my face heat, anger and embarrassment tangling with something else that made my stomach tighten.

Kyle slid into the seat beside me, wearing a soft green dress that hugged his curves better than it had any right to. His hair fell past his shoulders now, and his chest strained against a bra that looked like it actually fit.

“You seeing this?” he muttered.

“Hard not to,” I said, staring straight ahead and somehow still seeing everything.

Everywhere I looked, eyes were lingering too long. Men pretending not to stare while absolutely staring. The room buzzed with nervous energy and something darker underneath it. Desire. Confusion. Panic.

One guy laughed too loud. Another adjusted the hem of his skirt for the fifth time. A third stood rigid, tray clenched in his hands, nipples visibly hard through a thin blouse.

I hated how aware I was of it all.

I hated even more that part of me liked it.

Charlotte stood near the front of the room, calm as ever, watching us like a scientist observing a reaction she’d predicted. When she spoke, her voice cut through the murmur easily.

“Good morning. Please remember to drink your tea before seating.”

A few guys groaned quietly. No one refused.

I stared down at my cup, steam curling up like a promise. Or a threat. My reflection shimmered faintly in the surface—softened face, fuller lips, hair framing my cheeks in a way that made my eyes look bigger.

Kyle nudged me. “You still into women?”

I snorted under my breath. “Yeah. You?”

“Yeah,” he said, then paused. “But also… apparently this.”

I glanced sideways at him. At the way the dress hugged his waist, the swell of his chest, the curve of his hips. My body reacted before my brain could shut it down. A low, unwelcome heat stirred between my legs, restrained by panties that felt too good to be decent.

I swallowed and looked away, embarrassed by my own response.

That was the worst part.

I still wanted women. That hadn’t gone anywhere. But now? Surrounded by all of this softness and shape and familiarity warped into something new… my attraction was stretching. Twisting. Adapting.

We all still drank the tea for some reason.

The warmth spread through me instantly, smoothing the edge off my anxiety, dulling the panic just enough to make it manageable. I relaxed back in my chair, shoulders loosening, breath deepening. Around me, I felt the same thing happen. Tension eased. Voices softened.

And the staring got worse.

Now it wasn’t frantic. It was slow. Appreciative. Hungry.

I shifted in my seat, hyper-aware of the way my dress pulled across my thighs, the weight of my breasts moving when I leaned forward, the subtle sway of my hips every time I stood or sat. Every movement was watched.

So this was it.

This was what women dealt with. All the time. Being looked at and wanted and judged and consumed with someone else’s eyes before a single word was spoken.

I should have been furious.

Instead, I felt exposed. Vulnerable. And shamefully… desired.

As I glanced around the room again, catching eyes and quickly looking away, one thought kept looping in my head, uncomfortable and undeniable.

If this was what it meant to be seen like a woman…No wonder it would change us.
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The light outside had just started fading when I heard the knock.

Three soft raps. Feminine. I already knew it was her.

I stood there for a second in front of the mirror, wearing nothing but a towel around my body and a growing sense of dread under my skin. My body still felt like mine, technically—but the way the curves filled out every angle of the reflection in front of me said otherwise. I hadn’t touched the new clothes on the bed yet, hadn’t dared. But they were waiting. Pale pink blouse, tight little skirt, fresh panties and a matching bra. Even a pair of delicate heels sat lined up beside the dresser, as if they were part of some deranged uniform.

The knock came again.

I opened the door.

Charlotte stood there in a fitted charcoal dress that looked both professional and infuriatingly sensual. Her lipstick matched the wine-colored polish on her nails, and her hair was tucked behind one ear, exposing a silver hoop earring that made her look like she could either run a boardroom or ruin a man’s life in under five minutes.

I crossed my arms over my chest, which did nothing to hide the fact that I now had a pair of full, sensitive, perfectly shaped tits pushing out against my skin. I still wasn’t used to the way they moved. Or felt. Or got noticed.

“What the hell is going on?” I asked, keeping my voice low and firm, even though I already felt two steps behind.

Charlotte didn’t flinch. She stepped inside like she owned the place.

“You’re transforming,” she said calmly, walking past me to survey the clothes laid out on the bed. “Just like you were meant to.”

“Meant to?” I laughed, bitter. “No one said anything about this. You said this was a sensitivity retreat. Not a goddamn sex change.”

“This is empathy training,” she replied, looking over her shoulder. “You’ve spent your life seeing women as objects. As accessories. As something to conquer, critique, consume.”

“So your solution is to turn me into one?”

She smiled at that.

“Yes. My solution is to let you feel what it’s like to live inside the body you used to dismiss. To walk through the world knowing how it changes when you’re seen this way.”

My jaw tightened. I looked away.

“It’s the tea, isn’t it?” I asked.

She picked up the makeup kit from the nightstand—like she knew where it was—and opened it carefully. “Of course. The tea helps ease resistance. Balances your hormones. Softens the transition.”

“You drugged us,” I said.

“You volunteered,” she corrected, picking up a blush brush and motioning for me to sit. “Now. Sit down.”

I should’ve argued. Should’ve refused.

But I didn’t.

I sat.

Charlotte stepped in front of me, her presence overwhelming up close. She smelled faintly of something floral—jasmine maybe—and her touch was warm as she tilted my chin upward. Her fingers traced the contour of my cheek before sweeping powder across it. Then came eyeliner, mascara, gloss. She moved like she’d done it a hundred times—efficient but gentle, precise without being cold.

When she was done, she stepped back and handed me a pair of black lace panties and a matching bra.

“Put those on,” she said.

I hesitated. The panties looked almost too delicate to touch, let alone wear. But the memory of how they’d felt before—that soft, clinging warmth wrapping around me like silk—was stronger than my pride.

I slipped them on. While she watched. But the way she watches was clinical, like a doctor during an exam. There was nothing sexual about it. It almost disappointed me.

The bra came next. My breasts settled into it like they were meant to be held. Like they’d been waiting.

“Now the skirt,” she said.

It slid up smooth and tight, hugging my hips, pressing close against the slight swell at the front of the panties. When I tucked in the blouse and fastened the last button, I felt… finished. Like something had clicked into place.

Charlotte looked me over with approval. “Good.”

I hated how much I liked the way she looked at me.

“What now?” I asked, voice quieter than before.

“Now,” she said, brushing a stray hair from my cheek, “you go to the main hall. There’s a special event.”

“What kind of event?”

She smirked. “You’ll see.” And then she left me standing there.

I looked in the mirror again, adjusted my outfit, then headed to this “special event.”

The main hall didn’t look like the cafeteria anymore.

They’d cleared the tables again, but this time there was soft lighting, and slow music playing through hidden speakers. Not the kind of stuff I listened to—not some bar’s playlist or even elevator music—but sensual, slow, rhythmic. Sexy. The kind of music you’d expect to hear when slow dancing with a lover.

And every guy in the room was dressed like a woman.

I wasn’t the only one in a skirt. Or heels. Or makeup. I wasn’t the only one with long, styled hair or smoothed legs or a chest so full it swayed when we walked. We were all like this now—transformed, visibly and undeniably, into something soft, curvy, and fuckable.

And we all knew it.

The male gaze didn’t disappear just because we’d been shoved to the other side of it. If anything, it turned inward—warped. The air was thick with it. I caught eyes lingering too long on hips, lips, cleavage. I felt them on me, too, the way they used to look at women across boardrooms or bar counters, like we were appetizers instead of people.

And the worst part? I understood it now.

Because I was doing it too.

Kyle stood near the center of the room, wearing a tight black dress that clung to his new curves like it had been sewn there. His makeup was subtle but sharp, and his hair was pulled into a loose, messy half-up style that showed off his neck. I couldn’t stop staring. And when he saw me in return, he didn’t look away.

Not like a man ashamed.

Like a woman curious.

Charlotte stepped into the middle of us, heels clicking, smile patient as ever.

“Tonight,” she said, “you’ll partner up. Take each other’s hands. Dance together.”

Some guys shuffled in place, clearly uncomfortable. A few of us looked around the room, waiting to be told what the hell that meant.

But Charlotte didn’t elaborate. “Dance,” she said. “Don’t think. Just feel.”

The music swelled. Something slow, rich, with bass that throbbed low like a heartbeat.

Kyle approached me without a word.

He offered his hand. I guessed it made sense. We were the friendliest, after all.

My fingers trembled as I placed mine in his. His palm was warm, a little damp, but firm. Familiar in a way that shouldn’t have felt comforting.

We stepped closer. The space between us vanished.

My breasts pressed into his chest and I gasped, just a little. The sensation wasn’t what I expected. It wasn’t awkward. It was electric. The contact sent a jolt straight down my spine. Soft flesh against soft flesh, the warmth of our bodies fusing in a way that made my head spin.

We moved slowly to the rhythm, hips swaying in a pattern that was too sensual. My heels clicked gently against the polished floor, and his arm slid around my waist, pulling me even closer.

Our thighs touched. Our stomachs grazed. Our chests rubbed.

Every time his body brushed mine, I felt another jolt. Not just physical arousal—though that was there, throbbing beneath the lacy black panties I’d slipped on just an hour earlier—but something deeper. Something hot and humming inside me, like a wire had been stripped bare and left exposed.

His hand slid slightly lower on my back.

I let it.

His thumb traced the dip of my spine, and I shivered in his grasp. My head tilted forward instinctively, resting against his shoulder, and I felt the silky length of my hair brush against his jaw.

I could smell him—clean skin, heat, and something newly feminine. Just like me.

“Jason,” he whispered, barely audible above the music. “What’s happening to us?”

I didn’t have an answer. My throat was tight. My cock was hard. My nipples were stiff, trapped in the cups of my bra and aching every time my breasts shifted against him.

But my body wanted this.

God help me, I wanted it.

“This is insane,” I murmured back. “But it feels…” I couldn’t finish the sentence.

Because his hand moved again—lower, firmer—and my breath hitched in my throat.

We didn’t stop dancing. Didn’t pull apart. Not even when the song ended.

Because now I wasn’t just feeling the gaze. I was craving it.
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It was late.

I’d already peeled off the heels, tossed them near the foot of the bed, and changed into one of the silk nightgowns they’d left folded in the dresser. Light pink. Thin straps. Barely anything to it. I told myself I only wore it because it was soft—and because there was nothing else—but that wasn’t the whole truth anymore. It felt right. Hugged my curves. Swayed around my hips in this way that made every step feel seductive. Like I was showing off without meaning to.

I’d just settled into the couch in the corner of the cabin, trying not to think about the way Kyle’s body had felt pressed against mine on that dance floor, when there was a knock at the door.

I opened it to find him standing there, arms folded, eyes darting down and then back up like he couldn’t decide where it was safe to look.

“Hey,” he said.

I stepped aside without asking and let him in.

He walked past me, stopped in the middle of the room, then turned around and looked—really looked. His eyes dropped to my chest and lingered before he caught himself and looked away.

“I’m sorry,” he said quickly. “It’s just… I don’t know what the fuck’s going on anymore.”

I crossed my arms over my breasts, mostly out of reflex. But all that did was push them up and together, and his gaze dropped again before he jerked it back up to my face.

“I get it,” I said, exhaling as I sat down on the edge of the couch. “You think I haven’t been doing the same thing all day?”

He sat too, leaving a little space between us. His leg bounced. His fingers twisted together. He looked like a man about to confess something, like the guilt was boiling under his skin and he didn’t know what to do with it.

“I keep… looking,” he said. “At you. At the others. It’s not just the curves. It’s the way you move now. The way you sound when you talk. It’s… I don’t know. It’s feminine. And I’m still into women, but now you—” He stopped, face flushed. “I’m sorry. I didn’t come here to be a creep.”

I let the silence stretch. My chest was rising and falling with every breath, the swell of it obvious, even under the soft fabric of the nightgown. I couldn’t blame him. Hell, if I’d seen someone like me a few days ago—someone soft, sexy, flushed with hormones and vulnerability—I probably would’ve stared too.

“You’re not a creep,” I said finally.

He looked at me.

I held his gaze. “I’ve been feeling it too. Toward you. Toward others. I didn’t want to admit it, but… something’s happening. And I can’t tell if it’s just the body, or the hormones, or the tea, or all of it. But I keep looking at you and thinking…”

I trailed off.

“Thinking what?” he asked, voice low.

“That I’d fuck you,” I said bluntly. “If we weren’t who we were. If this was just... what it was now. I’d want you.”

He stared at me like I’d punched the air out of him. “Jason…”

“It’s not just you,” I said, voice quieter now. “Your eyes on me? They make me feel something. Desired.”

I felt the tension pull tight between us like a rubber band. Neither of us moved, but it was all I could do not to reach out and touch him. His shoulders looked strong even under the thin feminine sweater he’d changed into. His lips looked too full now. His hair was getting longer. He looked like a woman with a man’s heat still hiding just underneath the surface.

And I wanted to see more of it.

He looked at me again—eyes dropping one last time to my chest. This time, I didn’t cover it.

I let him look. I wanted him to. And I knew he wanted me back.

We were still two guys. But we weren’t, not anymore.

And that line? It was getting blurrier by the second.

The cabin felt smaller than it had earlier, like the walls had leaned in while we were talking. The lamp by the window threw a soft glow across Kyle’s face, catching the shine on his lips and the smooth line of his cheekbones. He looked… different. Not just changed. Inviting.

I told myself I was just curious.

That’s what I called it when my hand moved first, resting on the cushion between us, then inching closer until the side of my finger brushed his thigh. He inhaled sharply but didn’t pull away. Instead, his knee angled toward mine, closing the gap like it had always meant to.

“This is insane,” he murmured, voice low. “We should stop.”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

Neither of us did.

The kiss happened almost by accident. A lean forward. A breath shared. Our noses brushed, and then his mouth was on mine—hesitant at first, like he was testing whether I’d flinch. I didn’t. My lips parted, surprised by how natural it felt, how my body responded before my brain could argue.

The kiss deepened quickly. His hand came up to my jaw, warm and steady, thumb brushing my cheek. I felt a jolt run through me that had nothing to do with shock and everything to do with wanting. Wanting this. Wanting him.

I pulled back just long enough to breathe. “We’re really doing this.”

Kyle smiled, a little crooked. “Guess so.”

We undressed each other slowly, like neither of us wanted to miss anything. He slipped the straps of my nightgown down my shoulders, the silk pooling at my waist. The air kissed my skin, cool and electric. His eyes dropped to my chest and stayed there, wide and hungry.

“Jesus,” he whispered. “They’re… perfect.”

I felt a flush creep up my neck. “They’re not—”

“They are,” he said, cutting me off gently. His hands came up, hovering for a second like he was asking permission without saying the words. When I nodded, he cupped my breasts, careful and curious, thumbs brushing my nipples in slow, teasing circles.

The sensation stole my breath. My nipples hardened instantly, aching with attention, and I let out a soft sound before I could stop myself. Kyle froze for half a second, then smiled again—this time with confidence.

“Like that?” he asked.

“Yeah,” I admitted. “A lot.”

I reached for him in return, fingers tracing the neckline of his sweater before pulling it over his head. His bra came next, unhooked awkwardly, then tossed aside. His breasts were full too, slightly smaller than mine but just as soft, just as sensitive. I pressed my palms against them, marveling at the warmth, the give.

We stared at each other for a long moment, taking in our bodies—curves where there hadn’t been any, softness layered over strength. We looked like women. We felt like women. And the realization sent a strange, thrilling heat through me.

Kyle laughed softly, breathless. “What do you think it would feel like… if we kissed like this?”

He leaned in again, and this time our chests met. Breast against breast. The contact sent sparks through me, a rush of sensation that made my knees weak. I moaned into his mouth as we kissed, deeper now, hungrier. His hands slid down my back, pulling me closer, and I felt the firm line of his cock beneath the softness.

We played like that—kissing, touching, exploring—our hands learning what our new bodies liked. I loved the way his fingers lingered, the way he reacted to my touch with little gasps and shivers. Every brush felt amplified, like my skin was tuned to a higher frequency.

I was still kissing him—her—Kyle, whatever the hell we were now. Our bodies pressed so close I couldn’t tell where mine ended and his began. Soft against soft, breasts brushing with every breath, nipples stiff and sensitive from all the contact. My mouth moved against his hungrily, but my thoughts had already drifted into uncharted territory.

I felt so small in his arms. Not weak. Just… yielding. Like my body was ready to be taken, ready to give in.

The words left my mouth before I had the good sense to swallow them.

“What do you think it’d feel like,” I murmured against his lips, “to be a girl on my knees for you?”

Kyle pulled back just enough to smirk, eyes dark and bright all at once. He didn’t laugh. Didn’t tease.

Instead, he raised his eyebrows and said, low and smug, “Why don’t you get down there and find out?”

I should’ve pushed back. Should’ve laughed it off.

But I didn’t.

Because something about the way he said it—confident, unbothered, in control—lit a fuse deep in my belly that I couldn’t ignore. My body moved before I fully understood what I was doing.

I slid off the couch, letting my silk nightgown fall all the way down. It whispered over my skin as it pooled around my ankles before I stepped out of it completely.

Now bare except for my panties, I knelt between Kyle’s legs.

He spread them slightly, his skirt riding up his thighs. His hair was a mess, his chest rising and falling fast, breasts flushed and tight with arousal. His lips parted, and he bit down softly when my hands landed on his knees.

I ran my palms up the length of his thighs, feeling the heat radiating through him. When I reached the hem of his skirt, I pushed it up slowly—inch by inch—exposing smooth skin, flushed and trembling.

Beneath it, he wore deep purple lace panties. The fabric clung to him like it was made for that body. His cock strained against the front, barely contained now, the damp spot at the tip making the lace turn darker.

I froze for just a second, staring.

The contrast of it—the hard shape framed in something delicate, feminine—hit me low and hard.

And then I pulled out his cock.

He widened his eyes just slightly.

I looked up.

I leaned in and licked a slow, deliberate stripe up the underside. Kyle let out a moan that rattled down my spine.

I took my time with it. My hands roamed up his thighs and around to cup his ass as my mouth explored every inch of him—slow, hungry, curious. Every time he gasped or whispered my name, I felt it between my legs like a pulse. I wasn’t just giving. I was getting. Power, sensation, purpose.

And God, I loved it.

When he came, it was with his hands in my hair, hips lifting into my mouth, the scent of sweat and silk and heat wrapping around me like a fog. I held him through it, licked him clean, even when my own thighs were trembling from how badly I wanted relief.

I stood slowly, a little unsteady as I caught my breath.

Kyle was still panting, flushed and glowing, but his eyes dropped immediately to the obvious bulge straining against the front of my panties. His lips parted just slightly as he reached out—just one hand—tracing the outline with featherlight fingertips.

I shuddered. The touch went straight through me, a bolt of sensation that made my knees buckle.

Kyle was breathing heavy when he stood, face flushed and lips parted, that glazed-over look still softening his features. For a second, I thought maybe he’d say something—thank me, pull me into another kiss, ask if I was okay. Instead, he just reached for my hand and tugged me gently to my feet.

“Come here,” he whispered, and kissed me again.

It was slower this time. Less hungry. More deliberate. Like he knew what he wanted now.

When he finally pulled back, he looked me over in a way that made my skin buzz all over again. “I want to try something else,” he said.

I didn’t even ask what. I just nodded.

His voice dropped low, teasing but sure: “Take off your panties and bend over the kitchen counter.”

My stomach dropped.

A tremor ran through me so fast I almost didn’t feel it. Like a current. Like fear. Or anticipation.

Maybe both.

I shuddered, my breath catching in my throat—but I obeyed. My fingers slid beneath the waistband of my panties, slowly peeling the soft lace down over my hips. The cool air hit my thighs first, then the slick heat between them. My cock—still stiff from everything I hadn’t gotten earlier—bobbed once, free and aching, already leaking.

I kicked the panties aside.

Kyle was watching me the whole time. Eyes dark, focused, like I was something to study. Or claim.

He reached for the hem of his skirt and pulled it off in one motion, panties following right after. He was hard again already, thick and flushed and impossibly perfect in the soft, golden light from the overhead bulb.

We were both naked now.

No clothes between us. No lies. Just two transformed bodies—curved and aching, stiff and soft, both of us somewhere in between what we’d been and what we were becoming.

Kyle stepped forward, strong hands sliding around my waist, gripping my hips like he owned them. His cock brushed against mine, and I flinched—barely—but didn’t move away.

He guided me to the counter.

The smooth surface was cold against my breasts as I bent forward, but my skin was too warm to care. I rested my palms against it to steady myself, every nerve ending already strung tight.

He lined up behind me.

His hands gripped my hips again, thumbs pressing into that new softness that I still couldn’t get used to. He spit on my ass and let it trail between my cheeks. Then I felt him. The heat. The weight. The way his cock nudged between my cheeks, sliding once, twice, teasing me before—

“Oh fuck—”

He pushed in.

I gasped—no, I moaned. Loud. Shaky. The stretch was sharp at first, deep and consuming, but not wrong. My thighs trembled. My breath caught. My cock throbbed untouched against the cold counter, and all I could do was brace myself.

He held still for a second, hands steadying me.

And then he moved.

God help me, he fucked me slow. Deep. Every thrust a little more sure, a little more perfect. My breasts rocked against the counter with every push of his hips. I could feel everything—how full I was, how hot he felt, how my own body started meeting him halfway without me even thinking.

It was too much. Too good. Too easy.

I came first—sobbing into the counter, untouched, just from the rhythm and the friction and the fucking weight of everything. I felt my cock pulse hard against the counter as my body tightened around him, my moan muffled only by my own arm.

Kyle wasn’t far behind.

His thrusts got ragged, faster, harder, until he spilled inside me with a strangled grunt. He stayed there for a long second, buried deep, breath hot against the back of my neck.

We didn’t say anything for a while.

Eventually, he pulled out and leaned against the counter beside me, breathing hard. “I should head back,” he said finally. “Before someone notices anything weird.”

I nodded, still bent over, body shaking slightly from the aftershocks. “Yeah,” I said softly. “Probably smart.”

But when he left, and the door clicked shut behind him, all I could think about was how much I already missed the weight of his hands on my hips.

And how badly I wanted more.
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I woke up slower than usual. I lay there for a while, staring at the ceiling, aware of every inch of myself. The weight on my chest. The ache low in my hips. The faint, lingering warmth that hadn’t faded with sleep.

I didn’t know who I was anymore.

When I finally got dressed, I pulled on a bra without fumbling this time. Slipped into panties that fit without effort. I chose a soft jersey dress that slid over my body easily, settled into place like it knew me. Even brushed my hair with a little care, watching the way it framed my face now.

I didn’t recognize the man I used to be in the mirror.

But I recognized someone that felt even truer to myself.

Charlotte was waiting for me outside the main hall, coffee mug in hand—real coffee this time. She looked pleased. Not smug. Not surprised. Just… satisfied, like a teacher watching a student finally understand something basic and important.

“Good morning, Jason,” she said. “Congratulations.”

I frowned. “On what?”

“On completing the program.”

I stopped short. “Completing? I thought this was a week.”

She tilted her head slightly. “For some people, yes. For others, it doesn’t take that long.”

I folded my arms, a habit I still hadn’t broken, even though it only emphasized what I’d grown into. “You’re telling me I’m done because I… adapted?”

She took a sip of her coffee and met my eyes calmly. “I’m telling you that you demonstrated empathy, embodiment, and self-awareness under observation.”

“Observation?” My stomach tightened. “What does that mean?”

She didn’t dodge it. “There were cameras in the cabins. For safety. For evaluation.”

My face flushed hot. “You watched me…with Kyle?”

“I did,” she said gently. “You experienced what it’s like to be objectified completely.”

I swallowed hard. A dozen protests rose to my tongue—about consent, about privacy, about how insane this all was—but none of them stuck. Because underneath all of it was the simple truth that she already knew.

I’d chosen to experience it all.

Charlotte set the mug down on the railing beside us and turned fully toward me. “You came here defensive. Certain of who you were. Certain of what women were to you.” Her gaze dropped, briefly, then returned to my face. “Now you know what it feels like to be seen that way. To be wanted. To be judged. To be vulnerable.”

I laughed quietly. “You mean objectified.”

“Yes,” she said.

She studied me for a moment, then asked the question like it was casual, like it wasn’t about to split my life in two.

“The only thing left now,” she said, “is deciding if you want to stay this way or not.”

I looked out at the trees, the cabins, the quiet morning that felt like a held breath. My body felt settled. Aligned. Like it had finally stopped fighting itself.

“I used to think being a woman meant being weaker,” I said slowly. “That it was about softness and emotions and… needing attention.”

Charlotte didn’t interrupt.

“But this?” I gestured to myself. “This feels powerful. Being able to move through the world and feel everything instead of pushing it down.”

I turned back to her. “I like it.”

She smiled then, triumphant.

“You don’t have to decide today,” she said.

I nodded, my chest tight with something that felt suspiciously like peace.

As I walked toward the hall for breakfast, hips swaying without effort, I realized something else too—something I never thought I’d admit.

I didn’t want to go back.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.
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Epilogue – Saturday Morning

Back Home

The city was louder than I remembered.

Car horns, barking dogs, someone shouting into a phone across the street. It was all familiar, but it hit different now—sharper, closer, like my skin picked up more than it used to. I moved through my apartment with bare feet on hardwood floors, wearing one of the softer dresses they’d let me keep from the retreat. Pale gray cotton. Hugs the hips just right. No bra. Just because I could.

I was pouring a cup of that magic tea when my phone buzzed.

Kyle

Hey. You home safe?

I smiled before I could stop myself. Something about seeing his name hit low in my stomach. I sat on the couch, still warm from morning sun, and thumbed out a reply. I wasn’t gay. I mean, I don’t know what I was. But Kyle and I shared something special, an experience unique to us. And neither of us had opted to change back. Not yet.

Me

Yeah. Got in last night. Everything feels weird now. Too fast. Too loud.

The reply came almost immediately.

Kyle

Right? It’s like I left a dream and came back to… what? My old life doesn’t fit anymore.

He wasn’t wrong.

I glanced down at my chest—soft, full, still barely used to the weight—and then at my nails, which I’d painted light pink without thinking. It was all second nature now. The way I crossed my legs. The way I sat back in the chair and stretched, feeling how my hips moved differently. I didn’t even think about it anymore.

I brought my phone back up.

Me

I keep waiting for the panic to hit. For the “what the hell did I do” moment. But it hasn’t.

Another buzz.

Kyle

That’s because you chose it. We both did.

He sent a second one right after.

Kyle

You looked good at the end. Confident. Like it finally fit you.

I swallowed hard. My thighs pressed together just from reading that.

Me

You looked good too. You always did.

There was a pause. Long enough I thought maybe I’d pushed too far. Then:

Kyle

I keep thinking about the cabin. The counter. The way you sounded when you moaned.

I felt the breath leave my lungs, slow and full. My hand curled in my lap, fingers drifting over the hem of my dress.

Me

Yeah? I’ve been thinking about that too.

Another buzz.

Kyle

Maybe I come visit next weekend. Or sooner.

My lips parted, but no one was there to see it.

I didn’t answer right away. I just leaned back into the couch, dress riding up, skin still warm from the memory of his hands on my hips, his voice in my ear.

Me

It’s a date.

The retreat was over.

But whatever this was…was just the beginning.
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