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New Developments




I had been inside the antique shop for maybe twelve minutes, and already I wanted to leave.

My wife, Jenna, moved through the place like she had found a secret museum built just for her. She touched the edge of a chipped blue vase, tilted her head at a stack of yellowed postcards, and got weirdly excited about a brass lamp with a dent in the shade.

“This is cute,” she said.

“It’s a lamp.”

“It has character.”

“Well, I can go dumpster diving for you if trash is what you want.”

She gave me that look over her shoulder. The one that said she knew I was being an ass and loved me anyway, but only barely.

I shoved my hands into my jacket pockets and followed her down another narrow aisle. The floorboards creaked under my boots. Everywhere I looked, there were little shelves packed with things nobody needed anymore. Porcelain dogs. Tarnished spoons. A framed photo of some stern dead guy with a mustache that made him look like he’d disapproved of electricity.

Jenna loved all of it.

I loved Jenna, which was how I’d ended up there on a Saturday afternoon instead of at home, in sweatpants, watching the game with a beer balanced on my stomach.

She stopped in front of a glass case full of old watches.

“Kyle, look at this.”

I leaned in. “It’s broken.”

“You don’t know that.”

“The hands are missing.”

She smiled. “Okay, that’s fair.”

We kept walking. She found a scarf, then a chipped teacup, then a stack of old romance paperbacks with shirtless guys on the covers. She fanned through them while I stood beside her trying not to look as bored as I felt.

“You’re enjoying this,” she said.

“I’m having the time of my life.”

“You’re lying badly.”

“I’m hungry.”

“You ate before we came.”

“That was in my old life. The one I barely remember because we’ve been here so long.”

She laughed, and that helped. It always did. Jenna’s laugh had been getting me into places I didn’t want to go for almost nine years.

Then she saw an antique camera.

It sat on a low shelf near the back, half hidden between a dusty globe and a box of tangled costume jewelry. Big, square, and ugly in that old-tech way. Black plastic with a strip of brushed metal across the front. The kind of camera people used before phones made everyone think they were a photographer.

Jenna crouched and picked it up with both hands.

“Oh, this is cool.”

I looked at it and snorted. “You don’t even take pictures.”

She turned it over, checking the little buttons and the viewfinder. “I could take pictures.”

I groaned. “Oh great. Just what you need. Another hobby.”

“You say that like I don’t stick with things.”

“You bought knitting needles last year.”

“I knitted.”

“You made half a scarf.”

“It was a learning scarf.”

“It was a potholder with ambition.”

She ignored me and lifted the camera to her eye, pointing it at me.

I held up a hand. “No.”

“Come on.”

“Absolutely not.”

“You’re being dramatic.”

“I’m being private.”

“You post gym selfies.”

“I post progress updates.”

“You flex in dirty mirrors.”

I opened my mouth, then shut it because she wasn’t wrong.

Jenna grinned behind the camera. “Smile, tough guy.”

I gave her the deadest stare I could manage.

She pressed the button.

A sharp click snapped through the aisle.

Then the camera whirred.

We both froze.

A white square slid out of the front.

Jenna lowered the camera slowly. “Oh my God.”

I stared at the little photo sticking out of it. “There’s film in that thing?”

“I guess.”

“That can’t still work.”

“Well, it just did.”

She pulled the picture free and held it by the edges, waving it once before stopping herself. The blank surface started to darken, cloudy shapes spreading across it.

I stepped closer despite myself.

At first it was just shadows. A blur of the aisle behind me. The brass lamp. The postcards. Then a figure came into focus where I should have been.

But it wasn’t me. Not exactly.

The person in the photo stood where I had stood, wearing my jacket, my jeans, my boots. Same height, maybe. Same posture, stiff and annoyed. But the face was softer. The jaw narrower. The mouth fuller. Dark hair brushed around cheekbones I sure as hell didn’t have. I had actual breasts under my jacket, obvious even through the fabric. The jeans hugged hips that were not mine.

It wasn’t a photo of me. It was a photo of a woman wearing my clothes.

My stomach dropped hard enough that I felt it in my knees. “What the fuck?” I asked.

Jenna didn’t laugh. That made it worse. She stared at the picture, her brows pulled together. “Kyle…”

“No.” I took a step back. “Nope. That’s not funny.”

“I didn’t do anything.”

“Then what is that?”

“I don’t know.”

The shop felt too small all of a sudden, too crowded with old junk and stale air. My skin prickled under my shirt, and I had the stupid, irrational urge to check my face with both hands.

Jenna looked from the photo to me. Her expression had changed. Curious, but worried too.

I hated that. I hated the way she was studying me, like she might see something different if she looked long enough.

“Can we go?” I asked.

“Kyle—”

“Please.” My voice came out lower, rougher. Not angry. Scared, which pissed me off. “I don’t like this. I don’t want to stand here holding some cursed garage-sale camera while it spits out freaky pictures of me.”

She swallowed and nodded. “Okay. Yeah. We’ll go.”

She set the camera back on the shelf like it might bite her.

But she kept the photo.

I didn’t say anything. I just turned toward the front of the store and walked faster than I needed to, with Jenna close behind me and that impossible little picture pinched between her fingers.
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Dinner tasted like nothing.

That wasn’t Jenna’s fault. She’d made chicken thighs with garlic and lemon, roasted potatoes, and the green beans I usually pretended were better than they were because she liked making them. Normally, I would have gone back for seconds.

But tonight, I sat there cutting the same piece of chicken into smaller and smaller pieces.

Jenna sat across from me. She was as quiet as I was.

She wasn’t angry quiet, the kind where I knew I had said something stupid and was supposed to figure it out before bed. This was different. Her eyes dropped to her plate. Every now and then she looked at me, then looked away before I could catch her properly.

The house felt too still around us. A car passed outside, headlights sliding across the front window and disappearing.

I kept thinking about the photo. I hated that.

I hated that a stupid little square of film had followed me home without being in my pocket. Jenna had tucked it into her purse before we left the antique shop. I had seen her do it and said nothing because asking her to throw it away would have made me sound ridiculous. Scared of a picture. A grown man scared of a woman who looked sort of like him.

Except she didn’t look sort of like me.

That was the part I couldn’t let go.

She had my stance. My irritation. My shoulders, almost. But everything else had been rearranged into something softer and cleaner. My face, but not. My mouth, but fuller. My body, but with curves where there should not have been curves. The jacket had pulled across her chest in a way that made my stomach turn, because it had been my jacket. My clothes. My expression.

My wife had been staring at that picture for too long before she put it away.

I set my fork down. The sound was small, but Jenna looked up immediately.

“What?” she asked.

I rubbed my thumb along the edge of my plate. “I didn’t say anything.”

“You made a face.”

“I have a face.”

“You made your thinking face.”

“My what?”

“The face you make when you’re trying not to be weird about something.”

I let out a breath through my nose. “I’m not being weird.”

Jenna gave me a flat look.

“Fine,” I said. “I’m being a little weird. But that’s just because I feel so weird.”

She didn’t smile.

That bothered me more than it should have. Jenna smiled easily. Too easily sometimes. She could find something funny in a flat tire, a late bill, a terrible movie. But now she just sat there, her dark blond hair tucked behind one ear, her mouth pressed into a soft line.

“What’s going on with you?” I asked.

Her fork paused above her plate.

For a second, I thought she might lie. I could see it cross her face. She considered saying nothing. Considered blaming the long day or the shop or the fact that I had been a pain in the ass from the minute we walked in.

Then she put the fork down too.

“I can’t stop thinking about the photo,” she said.

The back of my neck went hot.

I stared at my plate. “Yeah. Well. It was creepy.”

“It was.”

“Right.”

Silence stretched out again.

I picked up my fork because I needed something to do with my hand. I pushed a potato through a smear of sauce and didn’t eat it.

“What about it?” I asked.

My voice came out casual, but not enough. I heard the strain in it. So did she.

Jenna looked at me for a long moment.

Then she said, “How good you looked.”

I stopped moving.

The fork stayed in my hand, angled against the plate. I blinked once, then looked up at her because there was no way I’d heard that right.

“What?”

Her cheeks colored, but she didn’t take it back.

“You heard me.”

“No, I don’t think I did.” I gave a short laugh that had no humor in it. “Because it sounded like you said I looked good as a woman.”

She swallowed. “In the picture, yeah.”

My face burned.

There were a lot of things I could have said. Normal things. Husband things. A joke, maybe. Something crude enough to knock the moment sideways and let us both pretend she had not just said that.

Nothing came out.

Jenna’s eyes stayed on mine, careful and a little nervous.

“It was still you,” she said quietly.

“No, it wasn’t.”

“Kyle—”

“No.” I sat back hard in my chair. “No, that was not me. That was some messed-up camera trick, or old film, or whatever. It wasn’t me.”

“I know. I know.”

“Do you?”

Her jaw tightened. “I’m not trying to upset you.”

“Well, you’re doing a pretty solid job.”

She looked down then, and I immediately felt like an asshole.

But I was upset. More than upset. I was embarrassed in a way I didn’t understand. It got under my skin. My wife had looked at a picture of me turned into a woman and thought I was attractive. Not funny. Not weird. Attractive.

And some part of me wanted to know exactly what she’d felt.

I pushed my plate away.

Jenna didn’t reach for me or apologize again. She just sat across from me, quiet, with her hands folded near her untouched food.

The silence came back heavier than before. This time, neither of us tried to break it.
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I woke up hard and irritated, which wasn’t totally unusual. The weird part was everything else.

My sheets felt too rough.

That was the first thing I noticed. It felt like too much information coming through my skin. The cotton dragged across my chest when I rolled onto my back, and I sucked in a breath before I could stop myself.

I lay there staring at the ceiling fan, waiting for my brain to catch up.

Beside me, Jenna was still asleep, curled on her side with one knee poking out from under the comforter. Her hair was a mess on the pillow. Her mouth was parted a little. Totally peaceful.

Must be nice.

I shifted again, and the sheet moved over my chest. “Jesus,” I muttered. My nipples tightened. That got my attention. I shoved the blanket down and looked at myself.

At first, I didn’t see anything. Same torso. Same stomach I’d been pretending was still “winter weight” even though it was April. Same dark hair trailing down from my chest toward my waistband.

Then I looked closer.

My chest looked… swollen.

Not dramatic or anything anyone would point at across a room. But there was more there than there had been yesterday. A softness under my pecs. A slight, embarrassing fullness around the nipples that made my chest look less flat than it should’ve.

I sat up too fast.

The movement made everything bounce a little. “Oh, fuck no.”

Jenna stirred but didn’t wake up.

I got out of bed and went to the bathroom, shutting the door quietly behind me. The mirror over the sink was not flattering. It showed me exactly what I didn’t want to see.

I turned sideways. Then front again. Then pressed my palm against one side of my chest.

I was still me, but softer.

I pinched the flesh near my nipple and hissed through my teeth. It wasn’t just tender. It felt charged. A sharp little spark went straight down my stomach and hit me low, where I was already half hard in my boxer briefs.

I let go immediately.

“Nope,” I said to my reflection. “No. We’re not doing that.”

My reflection looked tired, broad-shouldered, and annoyed. Also, apparently, a guy who had developed man-boobs overnight.

Great.

I leaned closer to the mirror and frowned. Maybe I’d been putting on weight and ignoring it. That made more sense than anything else. Too many takeout lunches. Too much beer. Not enough cardio. I was thirty-four, not twenty-four. Bodies changed. Men got soft. It happened.

That was all this was.

I needed to go on a diet. I needed to stop eating like a raccoon with a credit card.

I needed to throw away the leftover pizza in the fridge and maybe use the gym membership I kept paying for because canceling it felt like admitting defeat.

There. Solved. Except my skin still felt wrong.

I got in the shower and turned the water hot, trying to burn the weirdness off me. For about ten seconds, it helped. Steam filled the bathroom. Water ran over my shoulders and down my back, and I tipped my head forward, letting it soak my hair.

Then the spray hit my chest, and I grabbed the tile wall. The sensation wasn’t pain. It was pleasure.

The hot water struck my nipples and rolled down over the swollen skin beneath them, and my whole body reacted. My cock thickened fully, heavy between my legs. My breath came out shaky and pissed off.

I moved out of the spray.

Then, because I was apparently an idiot, I moved back in.

It felt good. Too good.

My chest tightened. My thighs shifted apart without permission. The water kept hitting those sensitive points, steady and hot, and every nerve seemed to be awake. I could feel drops sliding over my stomach, into the hair below my navel, down to where my erection stood hard and obvious.

I didn’t touch myself. I wanted to. That was the problem.

I wanted to wrap my hand around my cock and get it over with while the shower worked over my chest. I wanted to see if it would feel different. Better. More intense.

That thought made me feel weird.

I turned the knob colder until I swore under my breath, then stood there with my hands braced on the wall, letting the chill knock some sense into me.

By the time I got out, I was still confused, still half hard, and in a worse mood than when I’d gone in.

The towel was another problem.

I dragged it over my chest and froze, teeth clenched. The cotton scraped over my nipples, and they peaked instantly, tight little points under the fabric. My cock gave a dumb, eager pulse.

I lowered the towel and stared at it like it had betrayed me.

“Get it together,” I said.

My voice sounded normal. My face looked normal. Everything was normal if I didn’t look below my neck or think about the antique camera or the photo in Jenna’s purse.

So naturally, I thought about the photo.

The woman in it had filled out my jacket, enough that the fabric had pulled across her chest in a way that made it impossible not to notice.

I looked down at myself. “No,” I said again, quieter.

Getting dressed was its own private humiliation.

My undershirt brushed my chest when I pulled it on, and I had to stop halfway, arms raised, fabric caught over my shoulders. The cotton slid over my nipples slowly enough to make my stomach clench. I stood there in the bathroom with my shirt half on, breathing through my nose like I’d just lifted something heavy.

It was ridiculous.

I forced the shirt down. Then my dress shirt. Then my slacks. Belt. Socks. Watch. Normal things. Work things. The uniform of a man who had emails to answer and meetings to survive.

But every layer made me more aware of my body.

My shirt seam brushed my chest. My nipples stayed hard, trapped under cotton and button-down fabric, sending little sparks through me every time I shifted. Even the waistband of my briefs felt different against my hips, though I told myself that was in my head.

Jenna was awake when I came back into the bedroom. She sat up against the pillows, hair loose around her face, watching me with sleepy eyes. “You okay?” she asked.

I grabbed my phone from the nightstand without looking at her. “Yeah.”

“You sure?”

“Just tired.”

She studied me for a second too long. I hated that I wondered what she saw. I hated that I wanted to cross my arms over my chest. Instead, I straightened my collar and reached for my keys.

“I’ve got an early meeting.”

“You never have early meetings on Thursdays.”

“I do today.”

She didn’t call me on the lie.

I went downstairs, poured coffee into a travel mug, and left without breakfast. The whole time, my shirt kept rubbing against me. Every step. Every reach. Every stupid little movement. By the time I got into my car, I was hard again and furious about it.

I sat behind the wheel with both hands gripping it, staring through the windshield at my quiet street.

There was nothing to do. That was what I kept telling myself.

I couldn’t call in sick because my nipples felt weird. I couldn’t tell my wife I thought a haunted camera had given me tits. I couldn’t sit in the driveway all morning spiraling over a body that was probably just reacting to stress, bad sleep, and too much sodium.

So, I started the car.

I backed out and drove to work like everything was fine, while my body kept whispering that it absolutely wasn’t.
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By ten in the morning, I’d reread the same email four times and still had no idea what it said.

Something about budget approvals. Normal work stuff. The kind of thing I usually handled before my second coffee.

But my tits wouldn’t stop distracting me.

That sounded insane, even in my own head, but there it was. Every time I leaned forward, the fabric pulled across my chest. Every time I sat back, it settled against me again, soft and constant. My nipples had stayed hard since I’d left the house, which felt less like arousal now and more like a punishment designed by someone with a very specific sense of humor.

I shifted in my chair and felt it again. I glanced down.

My dress shirt looked wrong. The buttons weren’t straining, but the front didn’t hang the way it usually did. The fabric lifted in two subtle curves beneath my pecs, pulling just enough to make my stomach go cold.

I sat up straighter and crossed my arms. Bad idea.

My forearms pressed against my chest, and the contact sent a hot little jolt through me. I uncrossed them immediately and grabbed my coffee like that had been the plan.

“Morning, Kyle.”

I looked up too fast.

Beth from accounting passed my desk, holding a stack of folders against her hip. She gave me a polite smile, then slowed for half a second. Her eyes flicked over my face.

Not my chest. My face.

“Morning,” I said.

My voice came out normal. Thank God for that.

She kept walking, but I watched her expression change before she turned the corner. Not obvious. Just a tiny crease between her eyebrows, like she’d noticed something she couldn’t place.

My pulse kicked harder.

I opened my laptop camera by accident when I meant to click the spreadsheet.

My own face appeared in the little preview window.

I slammed it shut.

Nope.

Not doing that at my desk.

I tried to work. I really did. I answered two emails. I took notes during a video call with my camera off. I nodded at things nobody could see me nodding at.

Then Mark walked over.

Mark was my boss, and he had the gift of appearing at the exact moment a person least wanted to be observed. Mid-forties, silver at the temples, gym-fit in a way that made him deeply annoying. He stopped beside my cubicle with his tablet in one hand.

“You got those revised numbers?”

“Yeah.” I clicked around too fast. “I’m cleaning them up now.”

“Good. Send them before lunch.”

“Will do.”

He started to turn away, then paused. I felt his attention move over me.

It was physical. I swear I could feel it. His gaze went from my collar to my face, then back again. His brows pulled together.

“What?” I asked.

Mark blinked. “Nothing.”

“You made a face.”

“No, it’s just…” He leaned in a fraction, squinting. “Are you wearing makeup?”

Everything inside me stopped.

“What? No.” I said it too loudly. A couple of heads lifted over the partition nearby.

Mark held up a hand. “Okay. Jesus. I’m not accusing you of anything.”

“I’m not wearing makeup.”

“Fine. You just look…” He searched for the word, which was a mistake because I was already dying in real time. “Different.”

My skin went hot from my throat to my hairline. “I didn’t sleep well,” I said.

“Yeah. Maybe.” His eyes dipped again. Not to my chest, thank God, but close enough that I wanted to crawl under my desk and live there. “Get me the numbers.”

“Yep.”

He walked off.

I sat frozen for three full seconds. Then I stood up.

My chair rolled back too fast and bumped the partition. I ignored it. I walked toward the bathroom with my head down, trying not to move too quickly because quick movement made my shirt drag across my nipples, and that made my body react in ways I was not prepared to explain at work.

The men’s room was empty. Thank God.

I shoved the door open, went straight to the sink, and looked in the mirror.

It was still me, mostly. I didn’t look like a different person. I looked like someone had taken my face and adjusted the settings.

My cheeks had color in them. They were rosy like I’d been outside in cold air or had some subtle blush brushed under my cheekbones.

My eyelashes looked longer.

That couldn’t be right. Eyelashes didn’t just grow over breakfast and a sales call. But they framed my eyes differently, darker and thicker, making them look wider than usual. My eyes themselves looked strange too. Still my brown eyes, but clearer somehow.

Then there was my mouth. I leaned closer.

My lips were fuller. They were plumper, smoother, and pink in a way no amount of denial could explain. The lower one had a slight pout to it now. My mouth looked soft and…kissable?

I hated that word the second it crossed my mind. “What the hell?” I whispered.

I gripped the sink and stared harder, trying to force my face back into making sense. I’m a thirty-four-year-old project manager. A husband. The guy that posted progress gym photos. That guy should’ve been looking back at me.

My gaze dropped before I could stop it and landed on my shirt. I unbuttoned the top two buttons with clumsy fingers, then pulled the fabric away from my undershirt.

My chest had grown.

The flesh beneath my nipples had rounded out since morning, and the thin white undershirt clung to it. Two soft mounds pressed forward, sensitive and obvious to me even if nobody else had noticed yet.

I touched one through the cotton. My knees almost buckled.

The contact shot straight through me. My nipple tightened under my fingertip, hard and aching, and heat rolled down my body into my cock. I was getting hard in the office bathroom, staring at my girly face in the mirror with my shirt open.

I yanked my hand away.

“No,” I said.

But my body didn’t care what I said.

My cock pressed against my slacks, thickening fast. The pressure was shameful but hungry. I could feel my pulse in it. I could feel my chest too, that new fullness sitting there under my shirt, tender and warm and aware of every breath.

I looked back at my reflection. Are my cheeks even pinker now?

I wanted to be horrified and only horrified. I wanted to splash cold water on my face, button my shirt, call Jenna, call a doctor, call anybody who could tell me I wasn’t losing my mind.

But under the panic was something worse. Curiosity.

That small, sick pull I’d felt at dinner when Jenna said I’d looked good in the photo. The same traitor part of me wondering what she’d think if she saw me now. Wondering if she’d stare. Wondering if she’d touch my face, my mouth, my chest.

I squeezed my eyes shut. “Get a grip,” I muttered.

When I opened them again, the man in the mirror looked scared.

The almost-woman looked turned on.

Both of them were me, and I had no idea what to do with any of it.
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I parked in the driveway and sat there with both hands on the wheel, staring at the garage door. My shirt felt too tight across the chest now. The buttons still held, but the fabric pulled when I breathed too deeply, and my undershirt rubbed me raw in a way that made my jaw clench.

I’d spent the afternoon hunched at my desk, arms crossed, then uncrossed, trying to hide from everyone and from myself. Every movement reminded me they were there. I’d gone to the bathroom three more times just to stare at my face and hate what I saw a little less each time, which scared me more than the changes themselves.

Jenna opened the front door before I got to it.

She stood there in leggings and one of my old T-shirts, hair pulled back, bare feet against the wood floor. She looked so warm and pretty.

Then her eyes landed on my face. Her expression shifted before she could hide it.

“Hey,” she said softly.

“Hey.”

I stepped inside and set my bag down. I wanted to move past her, get upstairs, lock myself in the bathroom, maybe wrap duct tape around my chest until I looked right again.

She touched my arm, and I stopped.

“Kyle.”

“Don’t.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You’re staring at me.” She didn’t deny it.

Her gaze traveled over my face, and I felt every inch of it. My stupid rosy cheeks. My longer lashes. My mouth that had looked pink and full all day no matter how many times I wiped it with a paper towel. Then her eyes dropped lower.

To my chest.

I crossed my arms fast. The pressure made me suck in a breath.

Jenna noticed. Her lips parted, just a little. “Oh.”

“It’s nothing.”

“Kyle.”

“It’s fat,” I said, already hating how desperate I sounded. “Water retention. Sodium. I don’t know. Something medical.”

Her brow creased. “You should see a doctor.”

“I will.”

“When?”

“I don’t know. Soon.” The word sat there between us, weak and useless.

Jenna stepped closer. I didn’t step back, which felt like a mistake. She smelled like the citrus soap she used at the kitchen sink. Clean and familiar. Her hand lifted, then stopped before touching me.

“Can I see?” she asked.

My face went hot. “No.”

“Okay.”

The fact that she backed off immediately made me feel like an ass.

I dragged a hand over my mouth and looked away. “I’m sorry. I’m just… I’m not doing great.”

“I can tell.”

“Fantastic.”

“I’m not judging you.”

“No, you’re just staring at me like I’m some science experiment.”

Her eyes flashed. “That’s not fair.”

I knew it wasn’t. I said it anyway because fear made me mean.

She looked down, took a breath, and when she looked back up, her voice was quiet. “I’m staring because I’m worried. And because you look different.”

My stomach tightened.

“And?” I asked, because apparently I wanted to suffer.

Jenna’s gaze softened. “And because you look beautiful.”

The room tilted for half a second. I laughed once, harsh and embarrassed. “Don’t say that.”

“It’s true.”

“I’m your husband.”

“I know who you are.”

“I’m not beautiful.” She didn’t argue. She just looked at me in that steady way that made lying feel pointless. I turned away and went into the kitchen, needing space. She followed, but not too close.

I opened the fridge, stared at leftovers I didn’t want, and shut it again.

Jenna was looking again. Not trying to hide it now. Her eyes rested on the front of my shirt with an intensity that made my skin tighten. My chest responded before my brain could stop it. My nipples peaked under the layers, aching and obvious to me, and a low pulse of arousal moved through me.

Her attraction was right there on her face. Not pity or disgust. Want.

It confused the hell out of me. It also went straight to my cock.

I was standing in our kitchen, scared out of my mind, while my body reacted to my wife looking at the parts of me I wanted to deny.

She took one careful step closer. “Do they hurt?”

“They’re not breasts.” The words came out too fast. Jenna’s eyes lifted to mine. I swallowed. “They’re not,” I said again, but weaker.

Her expression was gentle, but there was a spark in it she couldn’t quite hide. “Okay.” Then her eyes flicked down again, and her voice lowered. “I just want to touch you.”

My body went still. Heat spread across my chest, tight and humiliating, and my cock thickened in my work pants.

Jenna saw the shift in my face, and her cheeks flushed. “You’re into this,” I said. She didn’t answer quickly enough. “Jesus, Jenna.”

“I’m into you.”

“That’s not the same thing.”

“It is to me.”

I shook my head. “No. No, it’s not. You don’t get to make this sexual when I’m freaking out.”

“I’m not trying to.”

“You looked at that photo like—” I stopped.

“Like what?”

Like you wanted her. I couldn’t say it.

Jenna’s voice was barely above a whisper. “You don’t think that camera…”

“No.” I cut her off hard. “No way.”

She closed her mouth.

“There’s no cursed camera,” I said. “No magic antique-shop bullshit. That’s not real.”

“Then what’s happening?”

“I don’t know.” For the first time all day, I let my arms fall to my sides. My shirt pulled across my chest, outlining the fullness there. Jenna stared.

I could see her trying not to.

Part of me wanted to let her touch. That was the worst part. I wanted her hands there, warm and familiar, testing the weight, finding out how sensitive I was. I wanted to watch her face when she realized what her touch did to me.

Then panic crushed the thought flat. I stepped back. “I can’t.”

Her eyes snapped to mine. “Okay.”

“I mean it. I can’t have sex tonight. I can’t do anything with this.” I gestured at my body, angry and helpless. “I don’t even know what this is.”

“I said okay.”

My throat tightened. She came closer anyway, slow enough that I could move if I wanted, but I didn’t.

She wrapped her arms around my waist and held me carefully, avoiding my chest. That almost broke me. I stood stiff for a second, then let my chin drop to her shoulder.

“I’m scared,” I admitted.

“I know.”

Her hand moved over my back in small, steady strokes.

I closed my eyes and held on, hard and confused and turned on despite myself, while my wife touched only the safe parts of me.
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Jenna fell asleep with her back to me, one hand tucked under her cheek, breathing slow and even.

I lay beside her wide awake, staring at the dark.

The bedroom was quiet except for the fan and the occasional shift of the house settling around us. It was the kind of night I’d lived through a thousand times without thinking about my body at all.

Now I couldn’t stop thinking about it. My chest felt heavy under my T-shirt.

Every breath shifted the fabric over me, and every little drag made my nipples tighten until they hurt in a way that was almost good.

I kept telling myself to leave it alone. Don’t touch. Don’t check. Don’t make it real. Then my hand moved anyway.

I slid my palm over my stomach first, pretending I had some other reason for it. My fingers brushed the hem of my shirt, then crept up over my ribs. The closer I got, the harder my heart beat. By the time my hand covered one side of my chest, I was holding my breath.

They were so soft. Jesus.

Soft and full in my palm, they were more than a handful now. The shape was impossible to deny. My T-shirt stretched over rounded flesh that hadn’t been there two days ago, and when I pressed in carefully, my nipple pushed back against the cotton, tight and sensitive.

My cock twitched under the sheets.

What was strange is it wasn’t hard in the way I was used to. It was half there, thickening and then fading, confused and oversensitive. I cupped myself through the shirt and squeezed lightly.

A sharp wave of pleasure moved through me, so fast I had to clamp my mouth shut. My hips shifted under the blanket. I looked toward Jenna, but she didn’t stir.

My face burned in the dark.

I was in bed next to my sleeping wife, feeling myself up like desperate college guy, except the body under my hand didn’t feel like the one I’d had yesterday. It felt new and wrong.

I found my nipple and rolled it between two fingers. “Fuck,” I whispered, barely sound at all. The word shook on the way out.

I pinched harder. My cock gave another weak pulse, and I slid my other hand down before I could talk myself out of it.

Under my boxer briefs, everything felt different.

That was the part that almost made me panic.

My cock was smaller. I knew it the second my fingers wrapped around it. It was still there, but less firm, less heavy, not filling my hand the way it always had. It lay against my palm half-hard and sensitive enough that the first stroke made my stomach jump.

My balls had changed too.

Smaller. Tighter against my body. Less weight in the sac when my fingers brushed beneath me. I froze for a second with my hand between my thighs, fear cutting through the heat.

But my chest throbbed under my other hand, and my cock pulsed against my palm, demanding attention with a strange, helpless sensitivity. I could be terrified in the morning. I could fall apart after sunrise.

Right then, I needed relief so badly it made me stupid. I stroked myself slowly.

There wasn’t enough hardness to work with the way I usually did, so I adjusted, using shorter motions, lighter pressure. My thumb slid over the head, and I nearly came off the mattress. The sensation was too direct, too bright. I bit down on my lip hard enough to keep the sound trapped in my throat.

My other hand twisted my nipple.

I almost moaned.

I turned my face into the pillow and breathed through my nose, fast and shallow. My body felt split in half, but both halves were betraying me. The hand on my chest made everything hotter. The hand on my cock kept finding nerves I didn’t recognize. I wasn’t thrusting into my fist so much as shaking under it, chasing something that built faster than it should’ve.

I tugged both nipples. My hips jerked and the orgasm hit before I was ready.

It started in my chest, deep behind the swollen flesh, a tight, electric pull that snapped downward through my stomach. My cock spasmed in my hand, small and slick and impossibly sensitive, and pleasure rolled through me so hard I couldn’t breathe.

I bit my lip until it hurt.

My whole body clenched. My thighs pressed together. My back arched off the mattress, just a little, because I couldn’t help it. Heat spilled into my underwear in weak pulses that felt anything but weak. Every twitch dragged another wave out of me. My nipples stayed hard between my fingers, aching as if they were wired straight into the center of me.

It kept going, and going, and going. It was unlike anything I’d ever felt before.

I lay there shaking in silence, one hand still under my shirt, the other trapped in my shorts, sticky and useless. My pulse hammered in my throat.

Jenna slept beside me, unaware.

When I finally pulled my hands away, the loss made me shudder. I stared at the ceiling again, breathing like I’d run miles. I should’ve felt better. Instead, I felt exposed.

Because nothing about that had felt fake. Nothing about it had felt like stress or imagination or too much beer or bad sleep. My body had changed, and I liked it.
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I woke up to the feeling that something else had shifted. There was some kind of strange redistribution of weight. My chest felt heavier. My hips felt wrong against the bed. There was an absence between my thighs that my half-asleep brain noticed before I did.

I lay still.

The room was pale with morning light. The shower was running down the hall, which meant Jenna was already up. For one stupid second, I wanted to pretend it was a normal morning. I wanted to roll over, complain about my alarm, and be the guy I’d been before that camera clicked.

Then I moved, and my chest shifted. Slowly, I pulled the sheet down. “Oh, no.” The words came out thin and useless.

They were breasts. No dodging it. No “man-boobs,” no swelling, no weird water retention. Full breasts lifted the front of my T-shirt, round and obvious beneath the stretched cotton. When I sat up, they settled with real weight, tugging at skin that felt tight and tender. My nipples pressed hard against the shirt, and the simple drag of fabric made heat spark low in my belly.

I grabbed the hem and pulled the shirt up enough to see.

My breath stopped.

They were mine. They matched me somehow, shaped to my body, pale skin flushed faintly around tight nipples. They were full enough that my hands looked like they belonged there when I cupped them in panic.

Then I noticed the other thing. There was something missing.

There was no familiar weight behind my thighs. No cock shifting in my underwear. No balls pulling warm and heavy beneath me. Just a smooth, strange pressure between my legs and a deep, wet ache I didn’t understand.

My hands went cold.

“No,” I said. “No, no, no.”

I shoved the sheet away and sat on the edge of the bed. My joggers hung low on my hips, which looked wider than they had any right to look. My thighs touched more than usual. My whole body felt softer, rearranged, too sensitive everywhere.

I hooked my thumbs under the waistband.

For a second, I couldn’t do it.

Then I yanked the joggers down.

I stared.

My cock was gone.

There was no way to make that sentence less insane. It wasn’t tucked, hidden, shrunk, or confused. It was gone. In its place was a clean slit between my thighs, framed by soft folds, pink and slick where my body had opened into something impossible.

A pussy. I had a pussy.

I should’ve screamed. I should’ve passed out. I should’ve done anything except sit there with my mouth open, staring down at myself while my body reacted with a hot pulse of arousal so strong my hips twitched.

Humiliation slammed through me. Then pleasure followed it.

The folds between my legs tightened and throbbed. I felt wetness gather, felt the slick heat of myself in a way that made no sense and made too much sense at once. My breasts ached above it, nipples hard, skin humming.

“What the fuck is happening to me?” I whispered.

My hand moved before I could stop it. I touched myself with two fingers, barely brushing the outer folds. My whole body jerked.

The sensation was too much. New and direct and deep, not centered where my cock had been but spread through me, pulling up into my stomach and out to my chest. I touched again, more carefully, parting myself enough to feel the wet heat inside. My breath broke. My thighs opened a little on instinct, and that scared me almost as much as how good it felt.

I found a small, swollen point near the top and brushed it. White heat flashed through me. I clapped my other hand over my mouth.

That’s when the bathroom door opened.

I yanked my hand away, but it was too late to look normal. My joggers were around my thighs. My shirt was bunched up above my breasts. I was sitting on our bed, exposed, shaking, and wet between my legs.

Jenna stepped into the doorway, towel-drying her hair. She stopped dead. For one second, neither of us spoke.

Her eyes widened. They moved from my face to my chest, then lower, and stayed there. The towel slipped a little in her hands. Her lips parted.

“Holy shit,” she said.

I wanted to cover myself. I wanted to run. Instead, I just sat there, frozen by shame and this awful, pulsing need that wouldn’t shut off.

Jenna’s pupils were blown wide. She looked scared. She also looked turned on. Then she licked her lips.

That tiny movement set me on fire. My new body clenched around nothing, and I made a sound I hated immediately.

“Kyle,” she breathed.

“What do I do?” My voice cracked. “What do I do?”

She blinked, and some of the heat on her face shifted into panic. “I don’t know.”

I grabbed my joggers and pulled them up fast, hands clumsy. The fabric dragged over me, and I flinched because even that felt good. Too good. Wrong-good.

“I can’t go to work,” I said.

“No. Obviously not.”

“What the hell do I tell them?”

“You’re sick.”

“I’m not sick. I’m—” I looked down at myself and couldn’t finish.

Jenna crossed the room and sat beside me, close but not touching until I leaned into her. Then her arm went around my back, careful again, avoiding the parts of me that had changed.

She reached for my phone on the nightstand and handed it to me. “Call in.”

I stared at the screen. My thumb didn’t want to work. Eventually, I found Mark’s number and sent the weakest message of my adult life: Woke up sick. Need to take the day.

Jenna took her own phone from the dresser.

“I’m calling in too,” she said.

“You don’t have to.”

She gave me a look. “Kyle.” She typed quickly, then tossed her phone onto the bed. Jenna looked at me, scared and hungry and determined all at once.

“We’ll figure it out,” she said.

I nodded, because I needed it to be true.

But I could still feel my own wetness cooling against the inside of my joggers, and a terrible part of me already knew the old me wasn’t coming back easily.
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I spent the next hour wandering around the house. Nothing fit right.

My T-shirt was too tight across the chest and too loose everywhere else. My joggers kept sliding lower on my hips, which had somehow gotten wider without asking me. The fabric brushed between my legs when I walked, and every step made me aware of the soft, wet heat there. I hated how careful I had to be. Hated how my thighs touched. Hated that my body had new rules and I didn’t know any of them.

I caught my reflection in the dark TV screen and stopped.

My hair was longer.

Not just a little shaggy. Shoulder length. Dark, thick, and messy around my face, falling forward when I leaned in. I grabbed a handful and stared at it like pulling hard enough might make it short again.

It didn’t.

“Great,” I muttered. “Perfect.”

Jenna looked up from the couch, where she’d been searching something on her laptop and pretending not to watch me every ten seconds.

“What?”

“My hair.” I let it fall. “Apparently I’m growing it out now.”

Her eyes moved over me, and there it was again. Concern first. Then the other thing. The thing she kept trying to hide and couldn’t.

I crossed my arms, then immediately uncrossed them because my forearms pressed against my breasts. That was another word I was trying not to use. Breasts.

They were impossible to ignore. They shifted when I walked. They tugged at my chest when I leaned over. The nipples stayed hard under the shirt, sensitive enough that the cotton felt personal.

I stood in the middle of the living room and finally snapped.

“I feel like these things are just hanging so heavy off my chest.”

Jenna’s gaze dropped.

My face heated. “Don’t look like that.”

“I’m sorry.” She stood and came over, stopping a few feet away. “Come on. I’ll lend you a bra.”

I stared at her. “Absolutely not.”

“Kyle.”

“No. I’m not wearing your bra.”

“You’re uncomfortable.”

“A bra isn’t going to make me feel any less uncomfortable.”

The terrible part was, she was probably right. My chest ached from the weight. The shirt kept rubbing. Every movement made me feel exposed.

Jenna’s mouth twitched, not quite a smile. “Funnily enough, you’re a similar size to me.”

I gave her a look. “That’s not funny.”

“It’s a little funny.”

I wanted to argue. I wanted to say no out of pride, or fear, or whatever was left of my masculinity after waking up without a dick. Instead, I looked down at my chest, felt the heavy pull of it, and sighed.

“Fine.”

We went upstairs. Jenna opened a drawer and pulled out a plain black bra. No lace. No sexy little straps. Just practical, soft, and real.

“Let’s take your shirt off,” she said.

I swallowed. “You’re enjoying this way too much.”

Her hands paused. “Do you want me to stop?”

That question cut through the embarrassment.

I looked at her. Really looked. She wasn’t laughing. She was turned on, but she was also waiting. She was giving me room to say no, but I didn’t want to.

“No,” I said. “Just… don’t make it weird.”

She raised an eyebrow.

I groaned. “Weirder.”

I pulled my shirt over my head.

The movement lifted my breasts, then let them settle again. Jenna’s eyes followed. Her throat worked as she swallowed. I saw it. I saw her trying to keep her face under control and failing.

Then she looked lower.

I wasn’t wearing underwear.

I’d forgotten until that exact second, which was insane, because my body had been reminding me all morning. My joggers hung low, barely keeping me covered. Her gaze flicked to the soft shape of me beneath them, and heat pooled between my thighs.

She stepped closer and tugged the joggers down. I let her. I shouldn’t have, but I did. The fabric slid over my hips, down my thighs, and pooled around my feet.

Then I was naked in front of my wife.

Not naked the way I knew how to be. Not with my cock hard and ready, not with the easy confidence of a husband who knew what his wife liked. This was different. My breasts were full and bare. My hips curved. My new pussy was hidden only by the angle of my thighs and the dark hair above it.

Jenna stared. Her lips parted. Her cheeks flushed. She looked hungry enough that it scared me. Then she lifted her hand.

“Please, let me touch you.”

I hesitated, but I couldn’t deny how much my body was aching for her touch. I nodded once. Her fingertips touched the side of my breast, barely there.

I moaned. The sound slipped out of me, and my whole body tightened around it. My nipples peaked hard. Between my legs, I clenched on empty heat.

Jenna went red.

“Sorry,” I breathed, humiliated.

“Don’t be.”

Her fingers moved again, light over the curve, testing the weight. Her fingers traced me like she couldn’t believe I was real. My breath shook. I wanted to cover myself, but I also wanted her hand to stay there forever.

Her attraction was all over her face now. Wide eyes. Pink cheeks. That focused look she got when she wanted me.

“What are we doing?” I asked her. My voice sounded wrecked.

Jenna looked up at me, her fingers still resting on my breast. “Having a little fun,” she said softly. “Lay down on the bed.”

I lay back on the bed before I could talk myself out of it. My breasts shifted as I settled against the pillows, full and bare on my chest, and the movement pulled a shaky breath out of me. My nipples were tight from Jenna’s fingers, aching for more contact even while the rest of me wanted to hide under the comforter and never come out.

Jenna stood at the foot of the bed, watching me. I should’ve told her to stop, but I didn’t.

She reached for the hem of her dress and pulled it over her head.

I’d seen my wife naked hundreds of times. Half-asleep in the morning. Laughing after showers. Bent over laundry baskets. Straddling me with her hair falling around her face. I knew the slope of her shoulders, the curve of her waist, the soft weight of her breasts when she leaned over me.

But looking at her over the tops of my own breasts did something strange to my head.

Jenna unhooked her bra and let it fall. Her breasts settled naturally, nipples already tight. Then she slid her panties down her legs, stepped out of them, and stood there completely naked, flushed and breathing a little too fast.

“You’re staring,” she said.

I swallowed. “So are you.”

Her eyes dropped to my chest, then lower, between my thighs. “Yeah, I am.”

She climbed onto the bed slowly, one knee beside my hip, then the other. Her skin brushed mine, warm and familiar, except nothing about me felt familiar anymore. She hovered over me, hair falling forward, eyes moving across my face, drinking me in.

Then she kissed me. Her mouth opened over mine, and I grabbed at her waist because I needed something to hold on to. My new body reacted all at once. Breasts pressing to hers. Nipples catching against skin. Heat gathering low and wet between my legs.

I made a sound into her mouth, and Jenna kissed me harder.

For a minute, I forgot to be horrified. There was only her tongue, her hands, the warm slide of her body over mine. Then she broke the kiss and moved down.

“Jenna,” I whispered.

She looked up. “Tell me to stop and I will.”

Her mouth found my chest.

The first kiss landed on the swell of my breast, and my fingers dug into the sheets. She kissed again, closer to the nipple, then opened her mouth and drew it in.

“Oh, fuck.”

The words broke out of me as she sucked, gentle at first, then firmer. Pleasure ran from my chest straight down through my stomach. My hips lifted before I could stop them. She used her tongue, circling the tight point, then tugged lightly with her lips.

I heard myself whimper like a girl.

My face burned, but Jenna only moaned against my skin, like the sound had done something to her too. She moved to the other breast and gave it the same attention, one hand cupping the one she’d left behind. I didn’t know where to put my hands. I touched her hair, then her shoulder, then my own chest before jerking my hand away like I’d been caught.

She kept going lower.

Her mouth trailed down my ribs, my stomach, the softer dip below my navel. Every kiss made me more aware of what waited between my thighs. I was wet. I could feel it. Slick and hot and embarrassing. My legs shifted apart on instinct, and I hated how easy it was.

Then Jenna settled between them.

I lifted my head, staring down at her past the rise of my breasts. “I can’t believe this is happening.”

Her hands slid over my thighs. “Neither can I.”

She kissed the inside of one thigh. Then the other.

I stopped breathing.

When her tongue touched me, I nearly came off the bed.

It was too good. That was the problem. Not just good in one place. Everywhere. Her tongue moved through the wet folds of my pussy, and my whole body answered. My breasts tightened. My stomach clenched. My hips jerked toward her mouth like I knew exactly what I wanted.

“Jenna,” I gasped.

She licked me again, slower, parting me with her tongue. The sensation was deep and bright and humiliatingly perfect. I threaded my fingers into her hair because if I didn’t hold on to something, I was going to lose my mind.

She made a pleased sound and slid two fingers inside me.

My back arched.

There was pressure and heat. The strange fullness of being entered. My body accepted her in a way that made my eyes sting. I should’ve felt invaded. I should’ve felt wrong.

Instead, I felt open.

A high, girlish moan escaped me.

I froze for half a second in shame, but Jenna didn’t stop. Her mouth found the small, swollen clit above my opening, and she sucked.

That was it.

There was no build. No control. Her fingers moved inside me, curling slightly, while her lips and tongue worked my clit with steady, hungry pressure. Pleasure snapped through me so hard I grabbed her hair and cried out.

I came too fast. My hips shook under her mouth. My new pussy clenched around her fingers in tight, helpless pulses, and the orgasm rolled outward through my chest until my nipples ached from it. I heard myself making soft, broken sounds I didn’t recognize and couldn’t stop.

Jenna held me through it, licking me gently until I trembled and pushed at her shoulder.

Only then did she lift her head. Her mouth was wet. Her eyes were wide and dark.

Jenna gave me a minute, maybe two. I needed them.

I lay flat on my back, one arm thrown over my face, breathing hard enough that it felt embarrassing. My body kept giving little aftershocks, small clenches between my thighs that made my stomach tighten every time. My breasts felt heavy and sensitive, nipples wet from her mouth and still peaked in the cool air.

I didn’t know what to do with any of it. My wife had just gone down on me. Not on my cock, but on my pussy. And my voice was high when I came. I should’ve been spiraling harder than I was.

Instead, I felt loose. Jenna kissed the inside of my thigh once, then stood.

I moved my arm just enough to look at her. “Where are you going?”

She walked to her dresser naked, hips swaying a little, skin flushed from wanting and from what she’d done to me. “Getting something.”

“That sounds ominous.”

She gave me a little wink before opening the bottom drawer. I watched her shoulders tense for half a second, like she was deciding whether to be embarrassed.

Then she pulled out a double-ended dildo.

I sat up on my elbows. My breasts shifted with the movement, and I hated that I noticed. “What the hell is that?”

Jenna turned around with it in her hand. It was thick, flexible, and longer than anything I was prepared to make eye contact with. There was a small control button near the middle.

My mouth went dry.

“Why do you have that?”

Her cheeks went pink, but she didn’t look away. “When you started developing breasts, I wondered where it might go.”

I stared at her.

“So you bought a sex toy?”

“Just in case.”

“Just in case my dick disappeared?”

She winced. “When you say it like that⁠—”

“That’s what happened.”

“I know.”

“You’re weird.”

Her mouth twitched. “You’ll be glad I’m weird once you feel this.”

The confidence in her voice did something to me. So did the way she looked at me, not with pity, not with panic, but with open hunger. My body answered before I could decide how I felt. Wet heat gathered between my thighs again, and I saw her notice.

Of course she noticed.

Jenna climbed back onto the bed and settled between my legs. She held the toy with one hand and guided one end to herself with the other. I watched her spread herself open and slide it into her own pussy, inch by inch, her lips parting as she took it.

I’d been inside her hundreds of times.

I knew the look on her face when she was being filled. The little breath she took. The way her thighs tightened. I’d always loved that I could do that to her.

But watching her take the toy, watching it disappear into her, I felt something new.

I didn’t miss being the one inside her. That should’ve scared me, but it just made me wetter.

Jenna shifted closer, the other end of the dildo angled toward me. My legs were open now, bent at the knees, helplessly inviting. I looked down past my breasts and saw her brush the tip against my slick slit.

My breath caught.

“Tell me if it’s too much,” she said.

I nodded because I didn’t trust my voice.

She pressed in.

The first stretch made my hands fist in the sheets. My body resisted for a second, then softened around it, opening in a slow, deep way that made my hips lift off the bed. She pushed farther, and the fullness spread through me, heavy and intimate, making every nerve light up.

“Oh fuck,” I breathed.

Jenna’s eyes stayed on mine as she eased in another inch.

My back arched. My breasts pushed upward, nipples tight and exposed, and I heard myself moan, low and helpless. It filled me in a way her fingers hadn’t, wider and deeper.

She kept going until there was nowhere else for it to go.

“Fuck,” I hissed as she pushed all the way in. The word came out broken.

Jenna looked wrecked. “You okay?”

I nodded fast. “Don’t stop.”

Her pupils went dark. Then she pressed the button.

The vibration started inside both of us at once.

I made a sound I didn’t recognize. So did she. The toy hummed deep in me, spreading pleasure through my pelvis, up my stomach, into my breasts. My pussy clenched around it, and Jenna felt it. Her eyes fluttered. She rocked forward without meaning to.

That was how it started.

Slow at first. Testing. Her hips moved against mine, and the toy shifted inside us, pushing and pulling in tiny strokes that made me shake. Then she found the rhythm. She braced one hand beside my shoulder and rode it, grinding down as she fucked us both with the same thick piece of silicone.

I reached for her because I needed to touch something real. My hands found her breasts.

She gasped. “Yes.”

I cupped them the way she’d touched mine, thumbs brushing over her nipples. She leaned into it, and then her hands were on me too, squeezing my breasts, rolling my nipples between her fingers while she rode me harder.

It was messy and strange and the hottest thing I’d ever done.

Our breasts pressed together when she bent down to kiss me. I moaned into her mouth, and she swallowed it, rocking faster. The toy moved inside me with every thrust of her hips, filling me, vibrating, making my whole body pulse around it.

I wasn’t thinking about what I’d lost.

I wasn’t thinking about the camera.

I wasn’t even thinking about being a man.

I was thinking about Jenna’s mouth on mine, her breasts in my hands, the thick pressure inside me, and the way my body knew exactly how to take it.

She broke the kiss and rested her forehead against mine. “Kyle.”

The way she said my name nearly did me in, but it felt strange. Like the name wasn’t mine anymore.

I grabbed her hips and pulled her down harder.

She cried out. Her rhythm broke, then snapped back rougher. The bed creaked under us. My breasts bounced with each movement, hers brushing mine, and every contact sent another jolt through me.

I felt it building fast.

Too fast again, but I couldn’t slow it down. The vibration kept dragging me closer. Jenna’s fingers pinched my nipple just right, and my pussy tightened around the toy in a helpless grip.

“I’m going to come,” I gasped.

“Me too.”

She rocked hard, grinding herself against the base, fucking me with short, desperate strokes.

I came first.

Pleasure tore through me from the inside out. My back arched. My thighs shook. My pussy clenched around the dildo, milking it in tight pulses while the vibration kept going and going. I cried out, higher than I meant to, and clung to Jenna like I’d fall apart without her.

Her orgasm hit right after mine.

She froze above me, mouth open, eyes shut, hips pressing down hard as she shuddered. I felt her body tighten through the toy, felt her tremble against me, felt the wet heat of her pressed close while we both came around the same thing.

For a few seconds, there was nothing but breathing.

Neither of us said much. There didn’t seem to be any normal sentence that could follow what had just happened. Jenna lay partly on top of me, warm and damp, her hair sticking to her cheek. I had one arm around her back and the other resting over my own stomach, fingers curled there like I was trying to keep myself from floating off.

My body felt different after sex.

The first panic had burned itself down into something I didn’t want to call acceptance, not yet. But I wasn’t fighting every breath anymore. My breasts rested against my chest with their new weight. My thighs were soft where they touched. Between them, I was tender and wet and aware of everything.

I knew this would change my life. That should’ve crushed me. Instead, I lay there staring at the ceiling, thinking, I’m still here.

Jenna lifted her head from my shoulder. I glanced at her. “What?”

She smiled a little.

“No,” I said.

“You don’t even know what I’m going to say.”

“I know your face.”

“My face is innocent.”

“Your face is planning something.”

She kissed my shoulder, then pushed herself up. “I want to dress you.”

I stared at her.

She stared back, too pleased with herself.

“Absolutely not,” I said, but it came out weaker than I intended.

Jenna’s smile widened. “That wasn’t a real no.”

“It was a tired no.”

“A tired no can be negotiated.”

“I’m not one of your vintage lamps.”

“No. You’re prettier.”

My cheeks went hot.

“I’m serious.”

“That’s the problem.” I got off the bed.

Jenna’s eyes dropped over me as I stood. My body felt strange in the open air. I wanted to cover myself, but not as badly as before.

That was new.

Jenna went to her dresser and opened the top drawer. She came back with a black lace thong and a matching bra. She crouched in front of me and held the thong open.

My stomach tightened. “This is ridiculous.”

I breathed out, then I stepped into it.

The thong slid up my legs, over my thighs, and settled between them with a thin, intimate pressure that made my whole body clench. I grabbed Jenna’s shoulder for balance and pretended it wasn’t because the fabric felt good against parts of me I was still trying not to think about.

She stood and adjusted the waistband over my hips.

“There,” she said quietly.

I looked down. The black lace looked obscene against my skin. Feminine. It made my hips look curvier, my thighs softer, the smooth space between them more obvious.

I swallowed hard.

Jenna reached for the bra next. She helped me slide my arms through the straps, then moved behind me and fastened the hooks. The cups lifted my breasts, holding them in a way that made the weight easier.

I looked down at myself.

“Oh,” I said.

Jenna’s hands rested at my waist. “Better?”

I hated that the answer was yes.

“Maybe,” I muttered.

She kissed my bare shoulder and went to the closet.

I stood there in her underwear, feeling exposed and weirdly supported, while she sorted through hangers with the focus of a woman making an important life decision.

She pulled out a white sundress with tiny pink flowers scattered across it.

“No,” I said immediately.

“Yes.”

“That’s too much.”

“It’s cute.”

I sighed and waved her forward.

She unzipped the back and helped me step into it. The fabric brushed up my legs, light and cool, then slid over my hips and waist. She guided my arms through the straps and pulled it into place, adjusting the bodice over the bra. The dress fit better than anything I’d worn since the change started. That made me feel relieved somehow.

Jenna zipped me up.

The skirt fell above my knees, soft around my thighs. The top hugged my chest, not too tight, just enough to show the shape of me. My shape.

She handed me a pair of pale sandals with a small heel.

I sat on the edge of the bed and let her help me into them. Standing felt different. The little lift changed my posture, made my calves tighten, made the dress move around my legs.

Jenna looked at me like she’d forgotten how to breathe.

“You’re so pretty you don’t even need makeup,” she said. “But I’m going to give you a little gloss anyway.”

I should’ve objected.

Instead, I stood still while she opened a small tube and brushed gloss over my lips. It was cool and sticky, with a faint sweet taste. Her eyes stayed on my mouth the whole time.

“There,” she whispered.

She turned me toward the full-length mirror.

I didn’t move.

The woman looking back at me wore a white sundress and pink flowers. She had dark hair on her shoulders, full breasts, soft hips, bare legs, and glossy pink lips parted in shock.

She looked nervous. She looked beautiful. She looked like me.

I pressed a hand to my chest, feeling the steady beat underneath the bra and the body I hadn’t asked for.

“I can’t believe it,” I said.

Jenna stood behind me, her hands sliding gently to my waist. In the mirror, her eyes met mine. Neither could I.
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Jenna wanted to take me out. I stood by the front door in Jenna’s sundress, one hand on the knob, the other pressed flat to my stomach. My legs were bare. My lips were glossy. My breasts sat snug in her bra, lifted and shaped under the little white dress with pink flowers.

The sandals made me a little taller and a lot more aware of my hips.

Jenna waited beside me with her purse over one shoulder, dressed in jeans and a fitted green top that made her eyes look brighter. She wasn’t pushing me now. She was just standing there like we were going to lunch, which was exactly what we were doing, except I looked like a woman and felt like I’d stepped off the edge of my old life.

“You ready?” she asked.

“No.” I opened the door anyway.

The first blast of sunlight hit my face. The air was warm, and the skirt shifted around my thighs as I stepped onto the porch. I expected humiliation to slam into me. I expected to panic, bolt back inside, and rip the dress off.

Instead, I took another step. Then another. The world didn’t end.

No neighbor shouted. No car swerved. No one pointed and yelled that I was Kyle Mitchell from three houses down and I had no business looking like this.

I walked to Jenna’s car feeling exposed, yes, but not ashamed. The dress moved with me. The bra held me. My hair brushed my shoulders. My body had a rhythm to it now, a sway I kept trying to fight until I realized fighting it made me look stranger.

I slid into the passenger seat, smoothing the skirt under my thighs. “You’re enjoying this too much.”

“I’m enjoying you not looking miserable for five seconds.”

I looked out the window so she wouldn’t see me smile.

We went to a little lunch spot downtown, the kind of place with black metal tables outside and sandwiches that cost too much because they came with arugula. Walking from the parking lot to the door felt surreal. Men glanced over. Women glanced too, but differently. Assessing the dress, the shoes, the hair.

A group of guys near the corner looked at both of us and one whistled.

“Damn,” one of them said. “Looking good, ladies.”

My face went hot instantly.

Jenna looked over her shoulder and gave them a flat, unimpressed stare that somehow made them laugh and shut up at the same time.

I leaned closer to her. “That was awful.”

“That was mild.”

“Oh great.”

“You okay?”

I touched my cheek. It was burning. “I think so.”

The weird part was that under the embarrassment, there was a tiny spark of pleasure. Not at being whistled at exactly. That was gross. But being seen and desired, even stupidly, hit a part of me I hadn’t known existed yesterday.

We ate lunch in a booth near the window. Jenna ordered for both of us when I stared at the menu too long. I kept catching my reflection in the glass beside us: dark hair, soft mouth, floral dress, shoulders a little tense but not collapsing inward.

I looked good. That thought should’ve scared me, but it didn’t.

After lunch, Jenna took me shopping.

“For what?” I asked as we walked into a boutique that smelled like clean cotton and expensive candles.

“Your own clothes.”

“We don’t even know how long this will last.”

“Better safe than sorry.”

I gave her a look. “That’s becoming your whole philosophy.”

“It’s working so far.”

She started pulling things from racks. Jeans. Soft sweaters. Two bras in what she guessed was my size. A simple black dress she said was “practical,” which sounded fake. I tried not to care, but then she handed me a blue wrap top and I loved it before I even put it on.

In the dressing room, I stared at myself in outfit after outfit.

Some looked wrong. Some made me laugh. Some made Jenna make a noise in her throat that left me weak-kneed and smug. I didn’t know how I could feel smug with no clue what my life was now, but there it was.

At one point, she leaned against the wall outside the dressing room and said, “You should pick a name.”

I froze with my hands on the hem of a skirt. “What?”

“A name.”

“I have a name.”

“You do. But if we need one for this⁠—”

“This?”

She softened. “For you. Like this.”

I looked at the mirror. The woman looking back looked nervous, but less lost than before.

“Kylie,” I said before I could overthink it.

Jenna’s smile was small and bright. “Kylie.”

My stomach flipped.

We bought too much. Or Jenna did. I kept saying we didn’t need everything, and she kept ignoring me while wearing a smile.

By the time we got home, I was tired, overwhelmed, and comfortable in a way I couldn’t explain. Comfortable in my body. Not completely. Not without fear. But enough that when Jenna kissed me in the hallway, I kissed her back without flinching.

That kiss turned into hands roaming. Then we disappeared into the bedroom and made love again and again and again. I couldn’t get enough of my new body, and apparently, neither could my wife.

Later, wrapped in sheets with my head on her shoulder, reality came back.

“What am I supposed to do?” I asked. “About work. My license. My whole life.”

Jenna traced slow circles on my back. “We’ll figure it out together.”

Her arm tightened around me, and my body settled against hers, warm and tired and strangely mine.

Somehow, for that moment, it was enough.
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