
FAMILY MATTERS

The soft whirl of the dishwasher was the only sound in the kitchen as Allen wiped down the 
countertops, humming tunelessly under his breath. The smell of freshly brewed coffee drifted 
through the air, mingling with the scent of buttered toast and sizzling eggs. Sunlight filtered in 
through the window above the sink, catching the golden strands of his short, tousled hair. He 
wore nothing but soft pajama pants and a threadbare T-shirt that clung to his lean frame, a man 
perfectly at home in his domestic kingdom.

Nina appeared in the doorway, a blur of movement and confidence wrapped in a fitted charcoal 
blouse and matching skirt that hugged her full hips like a lover's grip. With one smooth motion, 
she brushed a loose strand of wavy black hair behind her ear, bronze fingers gliding across her 
cheek, clearly in a rush. Her heels clicked across the tile as she strode in, grabbing the travel 
mug Allen had already filled for her. Without missing a beat, she kissed him on the cheek, 
absentmindedly, out of habit, but still war, and glanced at the clock.

“I have ten minutes to get to the garage before Dante takes my parking spot again,” Nina 
muttered, mostly to herself, sipping the coffee.

Allen smiled, used to the routine. “You’ll make it. I added a shot of cinnamon, just the way you 
like it when you’re stressed.”

Nina looked up, her hard executive veneer cracking just slightly. “Thanks, babe.”

Allen loved that. That look Nina gave him when she didn’t have time to say more, but everything
softened in her face, like he was her anchor before the storm. Acts of service was one of his 
major love languages and Nina never failed to show appreciation. He’d built his days around 
moments like that.

After Nina rushed out the door, Allen wandered to the living room. The apartment was spotless, 
as always. A cozy space filled with color and warmth. Their wedding photo hung above the 
couch, Nina was adorned in an intricate, flowing white bridal dress, while he wore a white suit 
that was nearly as flashy, with a goofy grin, both drunk on love and imported spirits from both 
sides of the family.

Allen sat down with his Switch, looking to get lost in a world filled with large monsters and 
weapons bigger than the character wielding it, but after ten minutes of zoning out, he found 
himself glancing at the empty seat beside him. Their apartment was full of routines. Full of love, 
but lately, full of silence too.

Loneliness had become an old friend that had long overstayed their welcome. Allen didn’t want 
to feel this way, not in a home they built together, but he couldn’t help it. It was a difficult topic to
broach when Nina was the one holding all the cards, finding it hard not to sound selfish when 
trying to bring up his feelings to her.

The scent of roasted peppers and toasted cumin lingered in the air like a promise as Allen 
stirred the thick, glossy sauce, steam rising in curls from the skillet. The soft sway of romantic 
Latin jazz filled the apartment, the playlist chosen with care, something sultry, something hers. 
He’d gone all out tonight, rich chicken mole, warm tortillas wrapped in a linen towel, and a bottle
of chilled white wine catching the candlelight on the counter. It wasn’t just dinner, it was a quiet 



kind of date night, one that didn’t require leaving the house, saying you matter, without ever 
needing the words.

The front door clicked open just as Allen lit the last tealight candle, the flame flickering to life like
punctuation on his intent.

“Something smells amazing,” Nina called out, her voice laced with fatigue and fondness. She 
slipped out of her heels with a sigh, undoing the top buttons of her blouse as she entered. Her 
hair, still pinned in place from a long day of power moves and impossible decisions, framed her 
like a queen returning from the battlefield. Allen met her halfway with a kiss—slow, sure, and 
lingering just long enough to say I missed you.

“Something smells incredible,” Nina called, setting her laptop bag by the door and slipping off 
her heels with a groan. She padded toward the kitchen, loosening her blouse buttons. Her hair, 
still neatly pinned at the crown, made her look like a goddess returning from war. Allen met her 
halfway with a kiss, this one slow, real, lingering just enough to say I missed you today.

“I made mole,” Allen whispered against her lips, hand grazing her hips.

“You spoil me,” she replied, weary but smiling, and melted into the touch like it was the only 
thing tethering her to the ground.

Ever the devoted gentleman, Allen pulled out her chair with a warm smile, easing Nina into it 
with a tenderness reserved only for her. Candlelight danced between them as they ate, sharing 
bites, glances, and quiet laughter. Between the rich food, the heat of the music, and the soft 
intimacy threading through each moment, the world outside their apartment faded to nothing. 
This was what Nina craved more than anything, not rest, not silence, but him, this man who 
always knew exactly what she needed before she even asked, and tonight, like always, he 
delivered.

When it was clear neither of them could manage another bite, Allen rose from his seat and 
crossed to her side, cupping her face gently in his hand and leaning down to kiss her forehead, 
then her lips. “I like spoiling you.” he murmured, voice low and warm. He took her hand and 
helped her to her feet, guiding her into the living room where a cozy blanket and their favorite 
show waited. She curled into him without hesitation, her head nestled on his shoulder, his arm 
draped around her as his hand traced lazy circles over the curve of her hip. For a while, 
everything felt perfect.

Somewhere between episodes, Allen broke the silence with a burning question, “Have you 
thought more about… starting a family?”

Nina went still. She sighed. “Allen…”

“I’m not trying to pressure you,” Allen said, but his grip tightened slightly. “It’s just… we’ve been 
dancing around it for years now.”

“I’m not ready. Besides, I’m still on the pill” Nina’s voice was firm, but soft. She could see that 
Allen was not content with her answer, so she continued, “You know how much is riding on this 
promotion. Once I’m in the partner circle, we can talk about-”



“About what? There’s always going to be something. Another account, another partner to 
impress, another late night. I want to believe we’ll get there, but I’m starting to feel like I’m not 
even in the picture anymore.” Allen cut in, trying not to get too worked up in the process.

Nina sat up. “That’s not fair.”

“I stay home for us. I cook, I clean, I keep this place warm so you can walk into the peace you 
deserve at the end of your day, but it’s like you’re never really here anymore. What happens if 
we don’t have kids? If you just keep climbing forever and I get left behind?” The words were 
painful for Allen to say.

Her voice sharpened. “So now I’m selfish for having ambition?”

“I didn’t say that!” Allen barked, standing. “But do you even want this life with me, or am I just 
convenient? Someone to dote over you and cater to your every need, while you chase your 
dreams?”

Nina stood too, eyes blazing. “You know damn well I love you.”

“Then why won’t you share your life with me? Why does work always take priority over a future 
we both said we wanted all those years ago?” He questioned, eyes searching for an answer.

Nina’s hands balled into fists at her sides. Her voice cracked, finally breaking. “Because I’m 
terrified I’ll lose myself if I become a mom! I’ve worked so hard, Allen. I’ve clawed my way to 
where I am, and you want me to just risk it all, like it won’t cost me everything?” She tried to 
walk away from the uncomfortable conversation, but Allen followed, gently catching her near the
table.

Allen stared at her, eyes rimmed red. “I want a family. I want us to raise someone, together. Not 
because it’s convenient or ‘next on the list’, but because I know we’d be amazing at it! You’re 
always so excited, so caring whenever you’re around your sister’s kids…”

Nina threw her hands in the air and shouted, “I wish we could have a kid without me giving up 
everything, but we both know that’s not possible!”

“I wish that were true too, but we’ll never know for sure unless we try!” Allen shouted back.

The room rang with silence. Allen and Nina’s chests heaved. Then, without thinking, they 
crashed into each other. Their lips collided, rough and desperate. Her kiss was all teeth and 
tongue, her nails scraping down his back through the thin fabric of his shirt. He yanked it off and
flung it across the room without breaking contact, his hands gripping her waist, pulling her flush 
against him as though proximity could fix everything they’d broken with words.

Nina shoved Allen back a step, eyes blazing, and turned around, hands braced on the dining 
table. Her skirt was hiked up over her hips, the soft curve of her ass framed perfectly by black 
lace panties that clung to her like a second skin.

Allen didn’t hesitate. He stepped in close behind her, dragging his hands down her sides with 
sinful intent, fingers sinking into her full hips hard enough to bruise. With a swift tug, he peeled 
the lace down her thighs, watching the way her arousal glistened in the low candlelight. “You’re 



soaked,” he growled, voice ragged, fingers sliding through her folds with dutiful pressure. 
“Dripping all over the place...”

“For you,” Nina gasped, throwing a glance over her shoulder, lips parted in defiant pleasure. 
“Even when I’m furious with you. Especially then.”

Allen let out a breathless chuckle, fingers plunging into her slick heat, pushing two fingers into 
her slick heat. They sank in deep, curling upward as she arched with a moan. Then a third 
followed, stretching her as her body clenched down hard, thighs trembling with the effort to hold 
back.

“F-Fuck… Allen, I swear-” Nina’s words shattered into a sharp breath as he pulled his hand 
away, only to press the thick head of his cock to her entrance, slick and twitching.

“You want it?” Allen rasped, his mouth at her neck, teeth grazing her skin as he teased her 
opening, not yet giving her what she craved.

“Yes,” Nina hissed, trying to drive her hips back onto him. “Stop teasing!”

Allen thrust forward in one brutal stroke, causing Nina to cry out, nails scraping the wood as 
Allen buried himself to the hilt. He didn’t wait, pace turning savage, hips slamming into her ass 
with rhythmic, frustrated force. Her walls gripped him, hungry, unforgiving, each thrust making 
her gasp louder..

“I hate fighting with you,” Nina moaned, voice wrecked as her body rocked beneath him.

“You started it,” Allen growled, grabbing a fistful of her hair and yanking her head back to 
expose her throat. He bit down, not hard, but enough to leave a mark, his breath hot and heavy 
against her skin.

“And you’re going to finish it,” she gasped, eyes wild, teeth bared in a twisted grin of pleasure. 
Allen didn’t usually take control like this, but when he did, it lit something molten deep inside 
her, always making her weak in the knees.

Allen reached around to rub her clit in tight, merciless circles, feeling her body tense and buck. 
She came suddenly, overwhelmingly, legs shaking, a scream torn from her lips as she clenched
around him, milking him with every pulse.

Allen didn’t hold out much longer. With a strangled groan, he drove into her one final time, 
burying himself as deep as he could, as his release tore through him. His whole body seized, 
heart pounding, breath caught, shaft pulsing deep inside her as he spilled everything he had, 
filling her with heat and need and something wordless.

Allen and Nina sank to the floor moments later, tangled in each other beneath the flickering 
candlelight. Their skin was slick with sweat, muscles twitching from spent exertion, bodies still 
pressed close like they couldn’t bear to let go. Allen held her tightly against his chest, arms 
wrapped around her protectively, and for a long, aching moment, neither of them said a word. 
Only their breathing filled the silence, deep, shaken, alive.

The sun filtered through half-closed blinds, casting pale streaks of light across the empty bed. 
Allen stirred with a soft groan, the remnants of last night still echoing through his body,  bruises 



of pleasure and tension still coiled in his spine. He reached out instinctively, hand brushing cold 
sheets. No Nina. His heart sank, she was already gone, again.

Allen stared at the ceiling, lips pressed into a tight line. Part of him had hoped, stupidly, that 
after last night, things might shift. That maybe they’d wake up tangled together, sweaty and 
content, whispering apologies. That maybe she’d call in late, just once.

Instead, the coffee pot was already half-full in the kitchen, her mug missing, and a yellow sticky 
note stuck to the fridge door in her rushed handwriting. “Meeting with Vancouver team this 
morning. Let’s talk more tonight. I love you.” He read it twice before tossing it in the trash. He 
wasn’t even angry, just tired. Tired of being the part of her life she squeezed into margins.

Allen wandered through his usual routine, listless but trying not to think too hard. He scrubbed 
last night’s dishes, vacuumed, tidied the already spotless apartment. Then, hoping to shake off 
the ache inside him, he settled into his gaming chair and powered up his PC.

The familiar login chime greeted Allen with a calm feeling of nostalgia and escape. Within 
minutes, his headset was on, his fingers dancing across the keyboard, eyes locked on the 
screen, but the usual immersion didn’t come. Something felt… off.

A slow heat had started to bloom in Allen’s chest, subtle at first. He tugged at the collar of his T-
shirt, thinking maybe the AC was acting up again, but the warmth didn’t fade. It spread, crawling
across his skin like invisible fingers, trailing down his stomach, into his thighs.

He shifted uncomfortably in his seat.

Allen’s palms grew damp with sweat, breathing quicker by the moment. The warmth intensified, 
moving lower, blooming hot and steady between his legs. This wasn’t ordinary arousal, it was 
heavier, more primal, like it was radiating from his very core.

Gunfire and shouted commands crackled in his headset but faded into static behind the rush in 
his ears. His vision swam, not from the screen, but from the strange, swelling pressure building 
inside. He shifted in his seat, the sensation impossible to ignore. Then a new jolt struck him, his 
nipples, tingling sharply beneath his shirt, sudden and unbearably sensitive. He flinched, 
startled.

Adjusting his posture, thinking it would help, only made the warmth between Allen’s thighs pulse
with more intensity. His shaft was hard, aching, throbbing against the waistband of his pajama 
pants, but it felt different. The arousal wasn’t coming from desire. It was more like a need, as his
body was responding to something it didn’t understand.

Allen tried to focus on the match, only to miss a shot and be taken out. He groaned, ripping the 
headset off and shoving back from the desk. He stood, but his legs felt shaky, his skin prickling 
all over. The sensation was unbearable now, his nerves on fire with heat and want and 
confusion.

“I… I need to cool off,” he muttered, stumbling toward the bathroom like a man caught in a fever
dream. The moment the door shut behind him, he yanked off his shirt, panting as he braced 
himself against the counter. The mirror fogged slightly from the heat radiating off his own skin. 
He stared at his reflection, flushed cheeks, sweat beading at his collarbone, pupils wide.



The world tilted around Allen, everything spinning as something deep inside him shifted, 
relentless, unstoppable, and wholly indifferent to his comfort. His legs buckled beneath him as 
he staggered toward the toilet, thighs trembling like he’d run miles uphill. The fire in his gut 
refused to fade, burning hotter with each breath. His cock was painfully hard, straining against 
his boxers, every throb less like desire and more like demand, insistent and overwhelming.

Allen dropped the seat and collapsed onto it, chest heaving, forehead slick with sweat. The cool 
porcelain under his thighs did nothing to fight the molten ache inside him. Shaking, he pushed 
his pajama pants and boxers down to his ankles, freeing his erection, the air hitting him like a 
shockwave.

Cock twitching violently, Allen’s face was a deep red, a bead of pre-cum already glistening at 
the tip. He hadn’t even touched himself yet, and he felt on the edge. The ache was unbearable, 
urgent, primal. When he finally wrapped his hand around his shaft, the sensation made him cry 
out, “Oh-Oh GOD!”

Allen’s hips jerked, his whole body jolting like he’d been struck by lightning. The touch wasn’t 
just good, it was exquisite. Every nerve ending lit up, overloaded. It was like his hand was made
of velvet and electricity, every stroke sending ripples down his spine and curling his toes. It felt 
better than anything Nina had ever done with her mouth. Better than her hand, better than sex, 
better than anything he’d ever known.

At the same time, it felt wrong, somehow, too intense, too all-consuming, yet Allen couldn’t stop.
His hand moved again, slower, testing. The slippery glide of his palm over his shaft was almost 
too much. He groaned, head falling back,lip caught between his teeth to stifle the sounds 
threatening to pour out of him.

Allen’s balls were drawn tight, tucked close to his body, thighs trembling as if they couldn’t 
decide whether to spread wider or clamp shut. His body needed this release like it was starving 
for it. Each stroke didn’t just bring him closer, it pulled him deeper, like his pleasure was 
dragging him under. His nipples ached now, sharp little sparks each time he breathed too deep. 
His toes curled against the cold tile floor, barely grounding him. His skin felt softer, almost 
unfamiliar, hypersensitive, like his whole body was tuning to a different frequency.

“Why does this feel so good…?” he gasped, pumping faster now, slick shaft pulsing with need 
as his thoughts were lost in a haze of sensation. His breath came in short, desperate draws, the
heat in his belly coiling tighter and tighter. The pleasure was unnatural, unbearable, delicious. 
There was no logic left, no sense of time, just the wet, obscene rhythm of his hand and the 
overwhelming, terrifying pleasure that felt like it could swallow him whole at any given moment.

Then it happened. A strange tingling stirred at the base of Allen’s scalp, like static. He blinked, 
groaned, slowing just slightly, confused as warmth prickled across his skin. “What the…” his 
throat stealing his voice away. He reached back with his free hand to scratch at his head, and 
his fingers sank into something softer, longer.

Thick blonde strands spilled past Allen’s ears, over his neck, down his shoulders, smooth and 
silky where it had been short and messy only moments before. He stared at the strands 
dangling in front of his eyes, stunned.

“W-what is going on?,” Allen whispered. He noticed that his voice had changed too, no longer 
as deep. It was lighter, still recognizable, but soft around the edges, prettier, almost melodic. He



froze, panting, a tremor running down his spine, the realization crashing into him like cold water.
His body pulsated with pleasure, but the fear was rising behind it, too.

The tingling traveled to Allen’s face, beginning with a tightness in his jaw, like something was 
pulling, rearranging, reshaping it. His square jaw gave way to something finer, eyes looking 
larger, almost doll-like beneath the mess of long blonde hair. Cheekbones rose subtly, nose 
narrowing, lips tingling. He pressed a hand to his mouth and felt them swell beneath his fingers, 
plumper, fuller, pillowy-soft. The kind begging to be kissed or fucked. Just the thought of his lips 
pressed against Nina’s skin had his breathing grow more erratic, lungs struggling to pull in air as
arousal took over.

“T-this can’t be real,” Allen whispered, as a fluttering warmth tickled beneath Allen’s nipples, 
barely noticeable at first, like goosebumps, but grew quickly, expanding outward with each rapid
beat of his heart. His nipples tightened, darkened, hardened with excruciating sensitivity.

The sounds that brushed past Allen’s lips were high, needy, and undeniably feminine. Again he 
felt compelled to explore, as if someone was guiding his hand, insisting that he enjoy the 
process more, curiosity overtaking fear. The soft flesh under his palm swelled with a delicate 
pace, like something blooming. It pushed up into his touch, pressing out, firming, rounding, 
fighting against his hand.

Allen stared down in disbelief as two mounds of flesh began to rise on his chest, swelling rapidly
beneath the pale skin, his nipples riding the crests of each growing orb. They grew past 
handfuls within seconds, his fingers spreading wide to contain it, but it was no use, there was 
too much. His breasts squeezed between his fingers, flesh flowing past them, heavy and 
buoyant all at once. His palm slid over soft, supple skin stretched taut with new weight, the 
gentle bounce of each breast like a hypnotic rhythm synced with his hammering pulse.

“Mmmmmm…. Ahhhhhh…” Allen moaned, startled by the sound of his own voice, so high and 
sultry now that he was turning himself on. Absentmindedly, his thumb brushed over his nipple.

The euphoria he felt surged through every fiber of his being. His back arched off the toilet seat, 
hips jerking, cock twitching in his other hand as a bolt of white-hot pleasure shot straight from 
his nipple down to his shaft. He couldn’t stop the sound that ripped from his throat, a breathy, 
wanton cry of need that echoed off the bathroom tiles

Another wave of heat hit, rushing lower, deeper. “Oh God… my hips… w-what now?!” Allen 
cried out as the sensation surged outward. His narrow frame buckled, then widened. A 
delectable, twisting heat spiraled through his waist and pelvis, bones creaking and reshaping. 
His fingers flew to his side just as his hips flared out, inch by inch, stretching his pelvis wide. His
once-flat sides altered into smooth, curved slopes that begged to be gripped, worshiped.

Center of gravity slipping, changing, Allen could feel the shift in weight as he sat, another 
blissful feeling creeping in, low and deep, spreading into his backside. There was a gentle, taut 
pull, then an intense, expanding pressure that burgeoned outward. “Oh… nghh… no no no… 
my ass!” It was plumping fast, rolling beneath him, filling, lifting.

Allen reached behind, his palm pressing into one cheek just in time to feel it swell beneath his 
fingers, hot and impossibly soft, like rising dough in an oven. Another surge, another bounce of 
growth. His ass pushed outward, taking on the perfect curve of a peach, then more. He rose 



slowly on the seat as his rear filled out beneath him, each bounce of new weight lifting him up 
with a subtle shake, “Oh fuck… it’s… so big! It’s lifting me… God, I can feel it jiggling!”

Allen’s thighs spread to accommodate the growing width of his hips and ass, skin flushed, 
muscles trembling. His body was a perfect storm of softness and sensitivity, proving 
increasingly difficult to hold on.

His thighs were quaking, his whole body flushed and slick with sweat. Breasts heavy and 
bouncing with each heaving breath. Hips wide, ass lifted off the toilet seat, and his hand, so 
delicate now, slender fingers gripping tight, still furiously stroking away. It felt like his body was 
on the edge of combustion, every nerve sparking, every breath a moan.

“I-I can’t stop… I’m gonna COOOOME!” he cried out, voice hoarse, pitched high and ravenous. 
His back curved, pushing his butt further out, eyes wide and glassy, as the orgasm finally 
overtook him.

The first spurt hit Allen’s hand in a hot, messy ribbon, but even in the blinding pleasure, he felt 
something strange. “Ohh… ahhh! F-FUCK!” His cock pumped again… then shrank. Not just 
softening, but shortening. With each wet eruption, it drew back slightly, losing mass even as it 
vibrated with ecstasy.

“N-no… not my dick! I… AHHHHH… I n-need it!” Allen cried, moans turning frantic. Spasm after
spasm, each thick and wet, caused his shaft to shorten further, nearly half the size in his hand 
now. His balls tensed up, pulling tighter and tighter to his body. Then, a twist. Not painful, but 
persistent within his center.

Allen’s balls slipped upward, sucked into his body with a strange, wet pressure, like his insides 
were reaching for them. The moment they vanished, a heavy warmth flooded his pelvis, nesting.

“W-what?!? something’s inside…”

Allen felt the shape of it, as if his body had unfolded new chambers, warm and waiting. A rush of
pleasure hit his spine as his testicles shifted, changed, becoming softer, lighter, ovaries now 
nestled within the walls of a brand-new womb. A part of him that he’d never even considered 
having before. A part that now belonged to him completely.

Barely a stub in Allen’s hand, his cock coated his finger with juices that weren’t just semen 
anymore. He whimpered, lilted and raw, as the last of his shaft throbbed and receded, until only 
the swollen, twitching nub of his clit remained, hypersensitive and quivering with its final shiver 
of bliss.

Then came the strangest sensation yet, Allen’s empty sack tightening, pulling forward, the skin 
tingling and stretching, and then it opened. Not torn, not broken, but parted, like petals 
unfolding.

Wet heat poured from him, slick and shining. The flesh softened, reshaped, reoriented into the 
plump lips of his new slit, glistening, twitching, pulsing with need.

Allen wailed helplessly, back tightening, curved, as his thighs clamped shut then spread wide 
again. His fingers brushed the outer lips, then the swollen clit nestled at the top, and he nearly 



screamed from how sensitive he was. “I have a… I have a pussy… ohhh f-fuck, I feel 
everything!”

The euphoric high still echoed through Allen’s brand-new sex, while he collapsed backward, 
boneless, spread wide, drenched in sweat and pleasure. He was panting, dazed, his eyes 
unfocused, but there was no mistaking it now. Allen’s old life was gone. In his place, flushed and
trembling, was a woman. A woman made for something new.

Taking a moment to regain some level of composure, Allen’s legs wobbled as she rose from the
toilet, still adjusting to her new, generous curves. Her hips swayed wider than she expected, ass
jiggling with every tentative step. The sudden weight on her chest shifted too, two heavy, 
buoyant globes tugging forward with every motion.

“Shit! Whoa-” Allen gasped, stumbling sideways. She reached out just in time, catching herself 
on the edge of the sink. Her bare thigh bumped the cabinet door. The cool touch of the 
porcelain under her palm grounded her, but only for a moment.

Allen lifted her head toward the mirror, still fogged from the heat radiating off her own body. 
Carefully, she reached out and wiped it with her forearm, and then froze. Staring back at her 
was a goddess.

Long, tousled blonde hair framed a heart-shaped face with sweet, kiss-me lips and flushed 
cheeks. Allen’s lashes were long and dark, her eyes large and sparkling with bewildered lust. 
She looked soft, radiant, edible. A face that invited caresses and kisses.

Allen blinked. “...That’s me?” She stepped closer to the glass, watching the bounce of her 
breasts, huge and firm, impossibly round, nipples still erect from attention. They looked heavy, 
but they sat high on her chest, impossibly perky, as if daring gravity to try.

Allen’s hands came up, cupping them again. The softness, the weight, the way they filled her 
palms and spilled beyond them. “Oh my god…” she whispered, breath hitching. “These are 
mine…”

Eyes drifted down past Allen’s narrow, feminine waist, past the sultry flare of her hips. Her 
thighs were thick, plush, perfect for squeezing, and her ass… She turned slightly, giving the 
mirror a side view.

“Jesus Christ,” Allen whispered, stunned. Her rear was round, pear-shaped, defiant. It jutted out 
with a sinful bounce, the kind of ass people paid to sculpt with years in the gym, or thousands 
on the table.

“I’m…” she blinked, swallowing hard, her thighs clenching at the heat building again, “I’m a total 
fucking bombshell.” Then came the realization, her own reflection, was actually turning her on. 
Her hand drifted down without thinking, fingertips grazing her soft mound. Just the faintest brush
against her slick lips made her legs quiver. Her clit throbbed in welcome.

Allen couldn’t believe it. She was terrified, yet she couldn’t stop looking. Standing there, 
completely naked, she trembled in front of the mirror. The woman staring back at her was pure 
sex, lips swollen from moaning, breasts flushed from pleasure, thighs sleek from the last 
orgasm that had remade her. Her breath fogged the glass again as she leaned forward slightly, 
her eyes wide, lips parted, mesmerized by her own reflection, ready to kiss herself.



Allen’s right hand rose slowly, reverently, cupping one of her massive breasts. It was so soft. 
Heavy, yes, but not sagging. Perky, full, almost weightless in how it resisted gravity with every 
subtle lift. Her fingers sank into the warm, tender flesh, the sensation firing along her spine. She 
sighed softly as she kneaded the globe, exploring the new shape of herself.

“Ohhh… they’re so warm… so perfect…” Allen squeezed harder, fingers checking the bounce, 
thumb brushing over the swollen nipple. It was stiff still, sensitive, clamoring for attention. She 
rolled it gently between her fingertips, and her hips twitched in response, mewling in response to
the incredible sensation that followed.

.

Allen pinched her peak harder, her knees nearly giving out from under her. The other hand had 
already begun to drift lower, tracing the curve of her belly, down between the wide swell of her 
hips, until it dipped between her thighs. Her new folds were slick and hot, impossibly soft, like 
silk soaked in heat. She let out a soft, drawn-out moan as her fingers brushed her clit. It was tiny
and swollen, but so sensitive it made her body writhe with pleasure from the lightest touch.

“Fuuuck… I can’t believe… this is me…” Allen’s fingers moved in slow circles around the slick 
bud, teasing, coaxing, before slipping lower, parting the wet lips of her new sex. The heat 
between them was incredible. Her entrance thrummed as if begging her fingers to come in. She 
didn’t resist.

Two fingers slid inside with ease. Allen’s body welcomed them. “Oh… oh god, yes!” she panted,
pressing her forehead to the mirror, breath fogging the glass. Her walls clenched around her 
fingers, tight and wet, so alive. Her hand pumped slowly, then deeper, curling inside, finding 
pleasure points she never knew existed. Her thumb circled her clit while her inner muscles 
gripped her exploring digits.

It was a whole new world of sensation, soaked, full, and endlessly responsive. “I’m so tight… so 
fucking wet…” Allen’s voice continued to heighten her arousal. Her body felt like a toy she 
couldn’t stop playing with, every inch an invitation to drown in pleasure.

This was more than just a primal, ravenous attraction. Allen was falling in love with the feeling of
being this woman, of being touched as her, of touching herself. The best part is, she was only 
getting started.

Allen’s breath came in swift, tattered exhales. Her fingers plunged into her slick, soaking core, 
each thrust igniting a deep, molten pull that coiled through her belly and fluttered beneath her 
skin. Her clit thudded beneath her circling thumb, her thighs shuddering with feral hunger. One 
nipple still tingled from the sharp pinch she’d given it, a lingering spark that made her shiver. 
Her eyes stayed locked on her reflection, flushed, wanton, and utterly dripping with lust.

She was so close again. So close…

Click.

The bathroom door swung open. Allen’s head snapped around, her eyes wide with panic. Her 
fingers froze inside herself just as Nina stepped into the doorway. For a split second, time 
stopped.



“WHAT THE FUCK?!?” Nina shrieked, eyes flying open, pupils dilated, her voice laced with fury 
and confusion. “Who the fuck are you?!?”

Allen stumbled back, her fingers slipping out of her drenched slit with an audible, wet pop, legs 
buckling beneath her. She crashed against the wall, arms instinctively flying to cover her 
breasts, face burning with shame and shock. “N-Nina! I-!”

“Don’t you fucking Nina me!” Nina barked, advancing like a storm. “Where is Allen?!? What the 
hell are you doing in our apartment?!? Did you fucking drug him? Did you hurt him?!?”

Allen was shaking, heart hammering, still catching her breath. Her thighs were still twitching, 
juices still dripping down her inner legs. She looked like the very definition of post-orgasmic 
bliss, flushed, panting, sticky, and now absolutely terrified.

“I-It’s me!” she gasped. “Nina… it’s me! I am Allen!”

Nina froze mid-step. “What?”

Allen pressed a hand to her own bountiful chest, eyes wide and pleading. “I-I don’t know how… 
last night, the fight, the wish… and this morning! I just… I started changing. It felt so good I 
couldn’t stop, I didn’t know what was happening…”

Nina’s mouth opened, then closed. Her eyes darted from the tall, curvy, divine vision cornered 
by the sink, to the soaked fingers still trembling at Allen’s side, to the unmistakable wedding 
band that still barely clung to her delicate hand. “No,” Nina whispered. “No. This is bullshit.”

“I swear,” Allen cried, still breathless, voice cracking. “It’s me, Nina. It’s really me.”

Nina’s eyes searched hers. Even through the thick lashes and new softness, Allen’s gaze was 
there, raw, vulnerable, real. Two sensual pools full of love.

“I’m serious, Nina,” Allen pleaded, her arms still trying to cover her modesty. “It’s me! Ask me 
anything! Twenty questions, whatever it takes! Just… please… don’t call the cops.”

Nina folded her arms, still standing in the bathroom doorway like a guard at a palace gate. Her 
eyes were narrowed, lips tight, body thrumming with suspicion and adrenaline. “Fine. You want 
a chance? You get ONE.” Her heels tapped against the floor like a ticking clock. “You say you’re
Allen? Prove it! Answer everything right or I’m getting my phone…”

Allen nodded quickly, brushing damp strands of blonde hair from her flushed face. “Go. Ask.”

Nina didn’t hesitate. “What’s my favorite wine?”

“Chilean Cabernet Sauvignon. Red, dry, deep oak barrel. You hate sweet stuff.” Allen remarked,
hoping that little addition to the answer would help prove her identity.

Nina’s eye twitched. “Lucky guess. What’s the nickname your mom used to call you?”

“‘Sunshine.’ But only when she wanted me to do the dishes.” Allen replied with a quickness.

Nina blinked.



Allen swallowed, offering more facts that only they both would know. “You snore a little when 
you sleep, but only if you’re on your back. You always heat your tortilla in the microwave for 
exactly twelve seconds, because you say ten isn’t enough and fifteen makes it rubbery. Your 
first vibrator is in the back of your sock drawer, still in the box, because you were too 
embarrassed to use it and told me it was a wine bottle opener.”

Nina turned red. “O-okay, stop! Jesus…” She stared, hard. Her mouth worked as if trying to 
form the next argument, to hold on to doubt, to logic, but her brain was struggling to keep up.

“Fine,” she said coldly. “So maybe you somehow got all that from my socials or asked someone 
close to me.”

Allen laughed, breathless and exasperated. “Seriously? Come on, Nina!”

“Then prove it!” Nina shouted. “Prove something no one else could possibly know.”

Allen paused. Her mind raced. Then it clicked, she remembered. “The birthmark.”

Nina blinked. “What?”

“I have a birthmark. You used to call it my ‘punctuation patch.’ Remember? It looks like a 
question mark.”

Nina narrowed her eyes. “Okay then, show me.”

Allen nodded, tugging her hand across her left breast, lifting the heavy globe gently, carefully, 
revealing the inner curve near the underside, just above the ribs. There it was. Same color, 
same twisted shape. Faint, but unmistakable.

Nina was at a loss for words, forgetting to breathe. Her jaw fell slack. She stared, frozen, as the 
meaning of it hit her. It was Allen. There was no possible way anyone else could know that 
mark, let alone have it, especially on a body that should’ve been impossible.

“Oh my God…” she whispered. “It’s really you.”

Allen nodded slowly, still holding her breast up, as if waiting for permission to let it fall. “Yeah,” 
she said softly, voice trembling. “It’s me.”

Nina stepped back a half pace, one hand over her mouth, eyes flicking over Allen’s body, not 
just in shock, but processing. Her mind reeled. “But… how the fuck is this even possible?”

Allen gently let her breast drop back into place, the heavy orb giving a soft bounce against her 
chest. She crossed her arms instinctively, still trying to shield her dripping sex, even as her 
flushed face betrayed how exposed, and how recently satisfied, she truly was.

“I-I don’t know how it happened,” Allen said, voice cracking a little. “I woke up this morning, 
made coffee, did the dishes, played a few rounds and then I just got super, super horny,” Allen 
continued, her hands gesturing in frantic little circles as if trying to contain the absurdity. “Like, 
crazy horny. I thought I was overheating, or losing it or something. So I went to the bathroom to,
you know, deal with it, and next thing I know, I’m moaning like a porn star and my cock is 
shrinking. I’ve got boobs so big I need a damn counterweight just to stand up straight.”



Nina just stood there, wide-eyed, unmoving.

“So…,” Allen added, cheeks burning, “yeah. I jacked off in the bathroom and turned into a 
woman.”

There was a beat of silence.

“…You masturbated into a sex change?” Nina asked flatly.

Allen threw her hands up. “It wasn’t part of the plan!”

Nina stared at her for a long moment, her lips twitching slightly, like she was caught between 
shouting again or bursting into laughter. Finally, she exhaled and rubbed a hand over her 
mouth. “Jesus Christ, Allen. Only you could somehow jerk your way into a new gender.”

Allen gave her a helpless, almost comical look. “I mean… you did shout that you wished we 
could have a kid without you giving up your career. I shouted that I wanted the same thing. Then
we had insanely angry sex. Maybe something heard us?”

“Maybe? But unless we find some guy to knock you up, or pay an ungodly amount for a 
procedure, there’s still no way for us to have a kid, so the wish didn’t exactly come true, did it.” 
Nina countered.

In that moment, Nina took Allen in, really looking at him, the flushed cheeks and swollen lips. 
She admired the tight waist and the sinful curve of hips that swayed even when Allen was 
standing still. At the full breasts that had just been cradled in Allen’s hands, and the dripping 
heat between her legs still catching the bathroom light.

Nina’s throat bobbed in a swallow. “You…” she began, voice tight, “…you actually look…”

Allen raised an eyebrow. “Look what?”

Nina hesitated. Her eyes trailed down Allen’s nude form again, lingering for a second too long 
on her thighs and the pinkish tips of her breasts. “You’re… ridiculously hot,” Nina muttered, 
barely audible. “It’s… it’s not even fair how gorgeous you are.”

Allen blinked, startled. “Wait, you’re turned on?”

Nina looked away, cheeks red, suddenly defensive. “I didn’t say that.”

Allen stepped forward awkwardly, still learning how to balance her new curves, the sensual 
sway that came slightly with each step. “You’re blushing.” she teased.

“I’m processing,” Nina snapped, but her voice wavered. Her eyes dropped again, unwilling or 
unable to stop staring.

Allen smiled, a little crooked, still nervous, but there was a flicker of confidence underneath. 
“Well… if it helps… I still really like you staring at me.”

Nina swallowed again, her eyes never leaving Allen’s. Nina stepped forward slowly, like a 
predator closing in, not out of threat, but out of undeniable, magnetic desire. Her hand rose, 
fingers brushing blonde strands from Allen’s face, tucking them behind one delicate ear. Allen 



froze, lips parted, breath shaky. Her cheeks flushed deeper beneath Nina’s gaze. Then, softly, 
carefully, Nina leaned in.

Their lips met with a gentle pressure that quickly turned into something deeper, richer. Nina’s 
mouth molded to Allen’s, tasting the heat still lingering there, drinking in the helpless little gasp 
Allen gave. Her hands cupped Allen’s cheeks, thumbs brushing against her warm, pink skin.

Allen whimpered, her body instinctively pressing forward, soft curves molding into Nina’s suit.

That sound, the whimper, was like a match to gasoline. Nina growled low in her throat, trailing 
her kisses down to Allen’s neck. Her lips brushed the sensitive skin just below Allen’s ear, then 
down to the base of her throat. Nina’s breath was hot. Her mouth opened, and her teeth grazed 
skin before she gave a gentle, deliberate nibble.

“Ahhh!” Allen gasped, shivering against her, body reacting instantly.

Nina pulled back just enough to whisper against her neck, voice husky. “God… I didn’t know I 
needed to hear you make that sound.”

She grabbed Allen’s hand, small, slender, trembling in hers, and led her out of the bathroom. 
Allen stumbled at first but followed, heart pounding. They entered the bedroom. The late 
afternoon light filtered through the curtains, bathing the bed in gold.

Nina stopped at the edge of the mattress and turned. Allen barely had time to blink before Nina 
pushed her, firm but careful, onto the bed. She landed on the soft comforter with a bounce, her 
breasts rising and settling with the motion, hair splayed out beneath her like a halo. Her thighs 
parted slightly, her new slit still glistening and exposed, and the look in Nina’s eyes turned from 
wonder to hunger.

Nina stood over her for a moment, breathing hard, eyes raking over every inch of Allen’s new 
body. She licked her lips slowly. “You’re beautiful,” she whispered.

Allen squirmed, shy and breathless. “Nina…”

“Shh.” Nina hushed her lover, index finger wagging as if to say that Allen had made a mistake in
interrupting her. “Let me look at you.”

Allen, for all her confusion and shock and lingering fear, felt wanted, desired, more than she 
ever had before.

Nina’s eyes were locked on Allen like a panther about to feast, dark, smoldering, starving. 
Standing at the foot of the bed, never looking away, she began to undress. Her blouse hit the 
floor first, then her bra, tossed aside without ceremony. Her luscious globes spilled free, taut 
buttons already hard, her skin flushed and glowing with arousal.

Nina’s skirt followed, sliding down curvy hips to reveal toned legs and soaked black panties, 
clinging to her heat. Allen watched, eyes fixated, breath held, lips parted as Nina slid the last 
piece of fabric off and stepped back onto the bed naked, glorious, and unstoppable.

Nina crawled up the mattress towards her next conquest, her body graceful and fluid, every 
muscle coiled with desire. Allen sank into the sheets, her legs parting on their own, waiting for 



permission to breathe. She hovered just above Allen, their lips barely apart, the air thick with 
anticipation.

Their lips met in a greedy clash, hot and wet. Nina’s tongue immediately pushed past Allen’s 
parted lips, swirling and stroking, claiming. Allen whimpered into Nina’s mouth, hips rolling as if 
following an unspoken command, her soft body melting beneath Nina’s firmness.

The kiss broke only when Allen was struggling to breathe. Then Nina began her descent.

Her lips trailed down Allen’s cheek, throat, collarbone. Soft nips and kisses marked the path, 
each one stealing Allen’s breath again and again. When Nina reached the heaving swell of 
Allen’s breasts, she paused, eyes flicking up. “You were always cute,” she murmured. “But 
now… now you’re fucking irresistible.”

Allen whimpered, fingers tangling in the sheets. “Mmmmm… N-Nina…”

Nina smiled, then took one of Allen’s nipples into her mouth. Allen cried out, hips bucking, the 
sound airy and sharp. Her back arched helplessly as Nina’s tongue flicked and circled the stiff 
nub, teasing it mercilessly before giving a firm suck. Her teeth grazed it just enough to make 
Allen moan like a woman on fire.

“Ohhh f-fuck!” Allen gasped, hands flying to Nina’s shoulders, clutching desperately. “That… 
nghh, that feels so much… better… than before!”

Nina only moaned into her breast in response, the sound vibrating through the sensitive tissue 
and sending another bolt of heat between Allen’s thighs. Nina’s free hand came up to knead the
other globe, rolling the tip between her fingers while her mouth worked the first, tongue lapping, 
lips sucking, dragging wave after wave of pleasure out of Allen’s newly awakened body.

Allen was shaking beneath her, a bundle of nerves and breathless lust. “I’m gonna… Nina, I’m 
gonna lose my mind!”

Nina pulled back a string of saliva attached to her lover lip, Allen’s nipple flushed and glistening 
with drool. Nina’s lips were curved into a wicked, hungry smile. “Good,” she whispered, voice 
low and dripping with heat. “That’s the idea.”

Allen was helpless beneath Nina. Allen coiled against her lover, her hands clenching the sheets,
as Nina’s mouth lavished her breast with worshipful desire. Each flick of tongue, every pull of 
lips around her nipple made Allen’s body twitch, her thighs clench, her hips roll uncontrollably 
against the air. Then she felt it.

Nina’s free hand, warm and steady, sliding down her trembling stomach. Allen whimpered, her 
whole body tensing as those fingers reached the slick heat between her thighs, spreading her 
open with an ease born of how soaked she was.

Nina paused, her lips still wrapped around Allen’s nipple, and gave a low, muffled chuckle of 
amusement. “Mmm… fuck, baby,” she breathed. “You’re so wet…”

Allen covered her face with her arm, letting out a helpless sound, like a wiper that forgot how to 
hide itself, her body shivering at the words. Her thighs strained to stay open, muscles fluttering 



with helpless tension as Nina’s fingers glided down her slick heat, parting her tender new folds 
with possessive care, teasing, tracing, gathering the wetness like it was something precious.

“You’re dripping, Allen,” Nina whispered, all breath and friction. “It’s adorable.”

Allen’s body was ablaze, every breath stoked with shame, arousal, vulnerability, and a helpless,
clawing need that collided within her core, all at once. Her new sex was impossibly sensitive, 
every nerve singing as Nina’s fingertips traced soft, slow circles around her clit. She squirmed 
beneath the touch, hips jerking upward in desperate defiance of the agonizingly slow rhythm, 
her body begging for more even as Nina held her on the edge. “P-Please…”

Nina’s eyes flicked up, dark and full of carnal cravings. “You want it?”

Allen nodded quickly, lip trembling. “Yes! Nina… pleas-” She didn’t get to finish.

Nina drove her fingers deep into Allen, not with cruelty, but with the kind of fierce, aching need 
that only came from knowing every inch of the woman she loved.

Allen screamed, a loud, desperate cry of pleasure that tore from her throat as her hips bucked 
violently. Nina’s fingers filled her new channel in one swift, wet stroke, knuckles deep. Her walls 
clamped down around them, slick, drawing Nina in, the sensation overwhelming.

“Oh, baby,” Nina groaned, staring in awe at how Allen writhed beneath her. “You’re so tight… 
fuck, you were made for this.”

Nina fingers began to thrust, harder, faster, each thrust precise, curling deep like she knew 
exactly where Allen needed her most. Nina’s control was absolute, every motion deliberate, 
commanding her lover’s body to surrender. Allen could barely breathe. Her body moved on 
instinct, hips lifting to meet each thrust, flesh bouncing wildly with every rough stroke. Her 
moans poured out unrestrained, each one dragged from her throat by the woman who knew her
inside and out.

Allen’s hands reached for Nina’s shoulders, desperate for something to hold onto—but her 
strength gave out, and her fists twisted into the sheets instead. “Nina! I… I can’t… I’m gonna… 
OOOHHHH F-FUUUUUCK!”

“Come for me,” Nina hissed against Allen’s ear, curling her fingers with ruthless precision. 
“That’s it, baby… give it to me. Let me feel you fall apart.”

Allen shattered. Her body seized, back arching high off the bed as a cry ripped from her throat, 
sharp, wild, gorgeous. Her pussy clenched down around Nina’s fingers, drumming tightly, 
milking them as hot wetness poured out around each pump. She came with a force that left her 
quivering, breathless, body twitching helplessly beneath the woman who owned her completely.

Nina didn’t look away. She watched her fall apart, biting her lip, eyes blazing, grinning like a 
goddess drunk on power, love, and the beauty of what she’d made.

“You’re mine now,” she whispered, voice dark and low as she slowly drew her fingers free, 
glistening with Allen’s essence. “Every last inch of you.”



Allen lay in a dazed haze of pleasure, chest heaving, skin glowing with sweat, thighs still 
shivering from the orgasm Nina had wrung from her moments earlier. Her pussy was still 
fluttering with aftershocks, her nipples hard, her lips parted, tongue lolling slightly, short of 
breath and florid .

Allen barely registered Nina moving until she felt the warmth of thighs straddling her hips.

She blinked as Nina crawled up her body, poised with her dripping slit just above Allen’s own, 
eyes wild with need.

“You’re not done yet,” Nina whispered, voice velvet-dark, demanding and with promise. “Not 
even close.” She eased her hips down, letting gravity and longing guide her, until their soaked 
slits slid together in perfect, electric friction.

Allen breath snagged, refusing to leave her lungs as the sensation set her nerves alight. Her clit,
still tender and swollen from her last orgasm, shuddered the instant Nina pressed into it. “Ohh…
ohhh f-fuck!”

Nina’s head fell back, her hips grinding down in slow, greedy circles, as passionate cries rushed
past her lips like a woman possessed. The heat and sultriness between them was dizzying, the 
squelch of their bodies rubbing together obscenely loud in the quiet room.

Allen whimpered, body slack beneath her, arms limp at her sides. Her tongue peeked between 
parted lips, eyes fluttering, nearly crossing under the onslaught of stimulation. She was undone, 
overstimulated and wide open.

Nina leaned down, forehead pressed to Allen’s, eyes locked. Their breath mingled, fast and 
shallow. She grabbed Allen’s hands and interlaced their fingers, pinning them to the bed on 
either side of Allen’s head.

Nina leaned in, her forehead resting against Allen’s, their breath mingling in fast, shallow bursts.
Then she laced her fingers through Allen’s, pinning them beside her head, locking Allen down 
with something more intimate than force.

“You’re lucky, baby,” Nina panted, a smile in her voice even as her hips began to thrust harder, 
faster. “You get to feel this now… every time. Again and again.” She pressed down, her rhythm 
becoming relentless. “Multiple orgasms,” Nina breathed, voice dripping with heat. “Welcome to 
the club.”

Nina and Allen’s clits rubbed together with perfect pressure, again and again, the friction so raw,
so intimate, their wet folds clinging and sliding as their movements grew more desperate, more 
synchronized. Nina’s eyes burned into Allen’s. “Come with me,” she cooed. “Now, together… 
come with me.” They came, not in turns, but as one, shattering.

Bodies tensed as Nina and Allen screamed, together, shaking against one another as their 
pussies clenched and throbbed in perfect, drenched unison. Allen’s back arched. Nina’s nails 
dug into her hands. Their slippery mess soaked their thighs, their bedsheets, their skin.

Nina and Allen stayed locked like that for a breathless moment, hips still grinding with the last 
tremors of need, until the waves softened and their bodies finally gave in, collapsing, tangled, 
and utterly spent.



Allen lay dazed, eyes glittering as she stared up at the ceiling. “Holy shit.”

Nina chuckled, her lips brushing Allen’s cheek. “You’re welcome.”

The aftermath wrapped around them like a second skin, damp sheets, flushed limbs, the shared
warmth of bodies that had given everything. Allen’s head rested on Nina’s chest, listening to the 
steady thrum of her heartbeat as their breaths slowed in sync. The room smelled of sweat, sex, 
and something new, something blooming quietly in the stillness between them.

Nina gently brushed a hand through Allen’s long golden hair, watching how it spilled over the 
pillow in soft waves. Her fingers traced lazy circles on the small of her back, where her curves 
met in delicious dips and swells. “You know,” Nina murmured, “you’re going to need a new 
name.”

Allen blinked sleepily. “What?”

“Allen isn’t exactly… ladylike.” Nina continued.

Allen chuckled, half into a sigh, eyes fluttering shut. “Okay, fair. I was thinking maybe-”

“Alice.” Nina cut Allen off, her voice was gentle but firm, like she was laying down the law with a 
kiss instead of a gavel. Allen paused, the word echoing in her head. It fit, strangely. Like a coat 
she hadn’t realized was tailored for her.

“Alice…” she whispered, trying it out on her tongue.

Nina smiled, brushing a kiss to her temple. “Yeah. You look like an Alice.” The silence stretched,
warm and easy.

“…I kind of like it,” Alice admitted, smiling against Nina’s skin. They shifted together, Nina 
turning slightly so their faces met. She cupped Alice’s cheek, her thumb brushing her bottom lip.
Alice leaned in, and their lips met in a slow, tender kiss, nothing rushed or wild, just soft warmth,
a promise of something real beyond the surreal.

When they pulled apart, Alice nuzzled close, her arm around Nina’s waist, their bodies locking 
together like puzzle pieces that have been shaped for it. Wrapped in each other’s arms, bodies 
still humming with shared satisfaction, they drifted off together, Nina with her fingers buried 
gently in Alice’s hair, and Alice, peaceful for the first time since waking that morning, resting her 
head against the woman she loved.

Sunlight spilled through the curtains, casting a golden glow across tangled limbs and rumpled 
sheets. The room was still heavy with the scent of last night, sex, sweat, and skin, but the air 
now felt light, warm, filled with the soft breaths of sleep.

Alice stirred first. Her eyes flickered against the light, then she smiled, an easy, radiant thing, 
the kind of smile that came from waking up next to someone who loved you with all of their heart
and soul. Her head was nestled against Nina’s shoulder, her arm draped possessively across 
Nina’s bare waist.



For a moment, Alice simply watched Nina sleep. The strong lines of Nina’s face. The gentle 
parting of her lips. The contrast between confidence and vulnerability that she rarely let anyone 
see.

Alice couldn’t help herself. She leaned in and nuzzled her nose against the crook of Nina’s 
neck, planting a soft kiss there, then a playful one. Nina groaned sleepily. “Mmm… what time is 
it…?”

“Too early,” Alice whispered, trailing her lips up to Nina’s ear. “But I couldn’t wait to wake you.”

Nina’s arm tightened around her. “You’re a menace.”

“I’m your menace,” Alice said, nipping her ear gently.

That earned her a groggy chuckle from Nina, but after a quiet moment, the teasing left Alice’s 
tone. “Hey,” she murmured. “Can I ask you something?”

Nina cracked one eye open. “Anything.”

Alice swallowed, brushing a few strands of blonde hair from her own face. “Last night… that 
wasn’t just some kind of heat-of-the-moment fling, right? You don’t… regret any of it?”

Nina opened both eyes now, blinking fully awake. “Alice…”

She reached up and cupped her wife’s cheek, thumb brushing lightly over the curve of her lips.

“I don’t plan on going anywhere,” she said, voice clear. “You’re still you. Maybe shaped a little 
sexier, but I love you, beyond how you look, or what form you take.”

Alice’s throat tightened, and she leaned into the touch. “Things won’t change?” she asked softly.

“Well,” Nina said, a devilish grin cracking her lips, “you might have to refrain from distracting me 
all the time with that succulent body of yours...”

Alice laughed, tearful and relieved, returning to their tender kiss, slow and full of gratitude. 
Eventually, Nina rolled out of bed and padded toward the shower, stretching her arms above her
head as she moved, her silhouette glowing in the morning light. Alice watched her go, smiling 
softly to herself.

By the time Nina was toweling off, the smell of breakfast was already drifting down the hall.

Alice stood at the stove in one of her old, now oversized tees, bare-legged, hair messy, 
humming as she flipped pancakes. Coffee brewed on the counter, the scent rich and warm, 
familiar. She moved with ease, pouring Nina’s mug just the way she liked it, black with a hint of 
cinnamon, splash of milk, and just a pinch of brown sugar.

Nina came in buttoning her blouse, smiling as she took the cup from Alice’s waiting hand. “Still 
the best housewife ever,” she murmured, taking a grateful sip.

Alice winked. “You better believe it.”



Nina stole one last kiss, her hand lingering at Alice’s waist, then snatched a pancake for the 
road. “Love you,” she said at the door, already slinging her bag over her shoulder.

“Love you more,” Alice called back, and as the door closed, leaving her in the warm quiet of 
their apartment, she stood barefoot in the kitchen, still smiling. Maybe everything had changed, 
but some things, the important things, were exactly the same.

Time passed, but unlike before, it felt full now. The apartment, once echoing with quiet distance 
and late-night tension, was alive again. Laughter returned, kisses in the hallway, playful teasing 
in the kitchen. The quiet kind of joy that came from simply being seen, from waking up to 
someone who wanted you, every day, without question.

Nina and Alice had found their rhythm again, but it was a new rhythm. A little faster, a little 
wilder, and a hell of a lot hotter. Their passion hadn’t dimmed after that first night, it intensified.

Spontaneous make-out sessions while folding laundry. Alice crawling under Nina’s desk during 
a Zoom call. Nina pulling Alice into the shower for “two-minute” rinses that turned into half-hour 
steam-soaked romps. They couldn’t keep their hands off each other, and they didn’t want to.

Just a few months after Alice's transformation, life was already humming with color and heat.

The two of them had slipped into their new roles so naturally, it was as if they’d always been this
way. Nina was still every bit the sharp-dressed executive who prowled office floors by day, and 
prowled Alice by night.

One of Nina’s favorite new hobbies? Spoiling the hell out of her wife. Clothes shopping had 
become a weekly ritual. Not out of necessity, but for fun, because nothing thrilled Nina more 
than watching Alice twirl in front of a mirror in the latest curve-hugging dress or scandalously 
short skirt. Her goddess of a wife, soft, busty, dangerous, turned every store aisle into a runway.

“Come on,” Nina purred, handing Alice a shimmering pink crop top and a pair of dangerously 
tight black leather shorts. “Just try this one. For me?”

Alice took them with a smirk. “You just like seeing me almost pop out of my clothes.”

“Exactly,” Nina said without shame.

Alice stepped into the changing room and slipped into the outfit. The moment she stepped out, 
Nina was already biting her lip.

“Turn around for me,” Nina purred.

Alice did a slow, teasing spin. The crop top clung to her full, sweetly curved breasts, the hem 
barely brushing the lower swell. Her thighs pressed tight together in the leather shorts, her ass 
practically overflowing out of them.

“Oh, baby,” Nina said, standing and taking a slow step forward, “I’m going to ruin you in that 
outfit.”

Alice shivered, biting her lip. “We’re in public.”

Nina leaned in, lips brushing her ear. “You say that like it’s a problem.”



Moments later, they slipped back into the dressing room, door clicking shut behind them. Alice 
was already moaning softly as Nina pressed her against the wall, one hand tugging her shorts 
down, the other yanking the crop top up to free her breasts. Nina’s lips locked around one nipple
as her fingers slid into Alice’s already dripping slit.

“Mmm, someone likes the risk,” Nina whispered, pumping her fingers faster. “Soaked already…”

Alice bit her knuckle, trying to muffle the sounds threatening to pour out of her. “You’re… fuck, 
you’re the one who… who started it!”

Nina chuckled against her skin, a feeling of déjà vu as she spoke. “And I’m going to finish it.”

Alice came hard, hips jerking against Nina’s hand, a high-pitched gasp escaping her before she 
slapped her own hand over her mouth. They both stifled their laughter as they cleaned up 
hastily, Alice trembling and glowing, eyes wild and cheeks pink.

When Nina and Alice finally stepped back out, Alice’s clothes adjusted just enough to be decent,
as Nina handed the outfit to the clerk. “We’ll take it.”

Outside the dressing rooms, Nina was attentive. She never let Alice open a door, never let her 
pay, always walked on the street side, and held her hand like she was made of gold.

As for Alice, she adored it. She leaned into the role with glee, sipping lattes while Nina shopped 
for her, blowing kisses over her shoulder while trying on lingerie, basking in the compliments, 
the stares, the craving in Nina’s eyes.

She’d whisper, “You spoil me,” every time Nina kissed her knuckles or pressed her against the 
dressing room wall.

To which Nina would always grin and say, “Damn right I do. You’re my goddess.”

Alice, often glowing, would whisper back, “And don’t you forget it.”

Nina still spent a large chunk of her time at the office, but was better about making time for 
Alice. The arguments were practically gone, closer to each other than ever before. They were 
both lost in each other’s love and passion.Beyond the sex, however, something else had 
bloomed, freedom.

Alice leaned fully into her new self. At first, it was small things, lingering in the mirror, 
experimenting with makeup, wearing Nina’s tank tops just to watch her lover lose focus, but that
confidence grew, emboldened by Nina’s constant praise and the raw truth that she felt good in 
her skin. Unrealistically, jaw-droppingly good, and she knew how to use it.

While Nina worked, Alice still enjoyed getting lost in digital worlds, only now she streamed 
online as she played. “CurveyHoneyPixels” became a rising name in the streaming world. Her 
setup was simple, tight tops, cute giggles, exaggerated ditzy reactions when she missed shots 
or “accidentally” bent over while on camera. Behind the screen, she was sharp as hell, tactical, 
cunning, a gaming queen in disguise, but the viewers came for the bounce and the voice and 
stayed for the charm.



Alice flirted shamelessly, blew kisses to chat, and read donation messages in her sugary high-
pitched coo, all while raking in tips hand-over-fist. Off-camera, she launched a mature content 
account. Spicy solo content, suggestive photos in lace, leather, and nothing at all. Sometimes 
she streamed herself in suggestive poses with plushies and gamer gear. The results were 
explosive.

Alice was pulling in nearly as much money as Nina, maybe more, depending on the month. 
Their home life was playful, passionate, and beautifully balanced. They celebrated wins, Nina’s 
next promotion, Alice’s sponsorship deals, with wine, strip poker, and celebratory sex that shook
the bedframe. They shared quiet mornings with coffee and crossword puzzles. They made each
other better. 

By all appearances, Alice was living a dream. She had it all, an impossibly beautiful body that 
commanded attention with every sway of her hips, a skyrocketing fanbase who adored her 
every giggle and bounce, and a wife who couldn’t keep her hands, or mouth, off her for more 
than a few hours at a time.

The apartment was filled with love, with laughter, with the scent of coffee, arousal, and success.
Some nights they collapsed together in bed, muscles sore from pleasure, skin sticky with 
passion, breathless from joy. It was nearly close to perfection, except one thing remained.

When Alice lay awake in the soft hours of night, Nina sleeping soundly against her chest, she 
felt it. That hollow ache just beneath the surface, quiet, persistent, profound. It wasn’t 
dissatisfaction, as she loved her new life, she loved Nina, and she loved being desired, admired,
feeling truly beautiful for the first time. She never once regretted becoming Alice, but she still 
wanted what Allen once wanted, a family, a child of their own.

It hit Alice in the smallest moments. A baby crying on a TV ad, a passing stroller on her walk to 
the post office, the tiny shoes at the mall. Something inside her tugged, an instinct now deeply 
woven into her biology. She didn’t know if it was old dreams resurfacing or new organs 
whispering possibilities, but it was there.

Alice never did tell Nina, why would she? There was nothing Nina could do about it now. They 
were both women. Two wombs, no seed. She wasn’t about to ask Nina to consider letting her 
find sperm donors or surrogacy, not when they'd finally found their groove, their joy. Alice didn’t 
want to risk breaking that.

So Alice smiled, she laughed, she bounced and teased and moaned for the camera. She kissed
Nina, fucked her, cuddled her, made pancakes and promises, but sometimes, when she was 
alone… she’d place a hand on her belly. Right over where she knew the womb sat, deep and 
quiet, and she’d whisper, “I still want you.”

Alice didn’t know who she was speaking to. A child who didn’t exist? Herself? The universe?

Something, however, was listening, because one night, after Nina had fallen asleep curled 
behind her, the apartment utterly still, Alice felt it, a flutter, a radiating warmth from the center of 
her very being.

It started like any other night, only hotter, more voracious. Alice lay beneath Nina, her golden 
hair fanned out across the pillow, her lush bosom rising and falling with anticipation. Her legs 



were wrapped around Nina’s hips, pulling her close, and their mouths collided in a searing kiss 
as Nina sank down onto her.

Alice and Nina exchanged cries of ecstasy into each other’s mouths, hips rolling in perfect 
rhythm. Sweat slipped across their skin, their curves sliding and grinding. Nina’s hands pinned 
Alice’s wrists above her head, something that always made Alice want it more, nails digging 
lightly into her skin as their bodies moved like they were made to fit.

Nina’s thighs flexed as she rode her wife, burying her face against Alice’s neck, lips grazing 
sensitive skin. “You’re so fucking sexy,” Nina growled, voice thick, her thrusts deepening. “You 
drive me insane, Alice.”

Alice writhed and wailed helplessly, her swollen clit rubbing perfectly with each motion, her 
breasts bouncing with every grind. “N-Nina… God, don’t stop…”

Nina didn’t plan to. She was lost in Alice’s body, the softness, the drenched heat, the delicious 
friction of their nipples brushing with every thrust whenever they pressed their bodies together. 
Suddenly, she felt a tingle. It started in her chest.

Nina paused, mid-thrust, breath hitching. “S-Something doesn’t… feel right…” Her breasts 
tingled sharply. The ache deepened into pressure.

Alice’s eyes fluttered, looking up at her, dazed. “Nina?”

Nina’s hands went to her chest, just in time to feel it compress. Her breasts were flattening, 
retracting into firm muscle. The soft swell gave way to tight, sculpted pectorals. Her nipples 
darkened, hardened, no longer framed by curves but by strength.

Nina’s back curved as heat flared down her spine. Her arms and shoulders thickened, growing 
broader, heavier. The soft femininity of her form melted away, replaced by lean definition and a 
growing sense of power.

Nina gasped, and the sound came out deeper. Her voice dropped an octave, ragged and husky 
and undeniably masculine. “What the fuck is happening?”

Alice was in a state of complete shock and awe, watching her wife’s changes unfold. She sat up
partially, her breasts pressed to Nina’s now-solid chest, hands framing Nina’s broadening 
shoulders. “Nina? You're changing… just like I did!”

Nina grunted, sweat glistening across her body as her muscles continued to thicken, hair 
shortening strand by strand until it framed her jaw in a tousled, masculine cut. Her hips slimmed,
ass firmed, and her thighs shifted with taut muscle. The curves that once defined her melted into
a strong, stunning masculine build. Then, between her legs, there was more heat, a swelling, 
surging sensation that made her thrust involuntarily.

Nina’s groan rumbled from her throat, deep and new, as her body strained forward. Alice felt it 
too, something hard pressing against her slick folds, something growing. Her eyes widened. “N-
Nina…?”

Thick, hot, pulsing between her legs, Nina was growing a cock. The head pushed against 
Alice’s folds, guided by instinct, gliding into her drenched core with a slow, shuddering thrust 



that made both of them cry out. Alice curved into Nina, as her wife gripped her hips, the wish 
taking its hold over them.

Nina hovered over Alice, panting, body still reshaping between thrusts, new muscles flexing, 
hair cropped short and tousled, voice deep and raw. Her chest, once soft and full, was now firm,
defined, slick with sweat, but the biggest change, the one buried inside Alice, made her moan 
with every movement. Alice felt it all.

Nina’s brand-new shaft stretched Alice open perfectly, thick, hot, impossibly hard. Every thrust 
sent it gliding through her slick walls, dragging across nerves Alice hadn’t known could feel this 
much. Her body vibrated around it, tight and sopping, desperate for every inch. She was dizzy 
with arousal.

“N-Nina,” Alice gasped, digging her heels into Nina’s now-slim waist. Her thighs clamped around
her husband’s hips, pulling him in. “Oh my god, you’re… you’re inside me…”

Nina grunted, a deep, masculine sound, as his hips snapped forward, plunging deeper. “I’m 
gonna fuck you senseless,” he growled into her neck, voice gravel and heat.

“Yes… fuck, YES!” Alice cried, arms wrapping around his broad shoulders. Her nails raked 
down his back, dragging over the muscles there, savoring every twitch, every growl that 
followed. She clung to him, welcoming his weight, the solid feel of a body built to claim her.

Nina thrust harder, faster, every stroke driving his new cock deeper into the fluttering heat of 
Alice’s soaked sex. Their bodies collided, skin on skin, sweat slicking the friction as breasts 
pressed to pecs, legs tangled, mouths seeking each other in fevered kisses between moans.

Alice was losing herself, completely. She licked along Nina’s jaw, biting gently at his neck. 
“You’re everything I ever wanted,” she whispered, eyes wild with joy and lust. “Strong, hot, 
mine… and now, now we can… fuck, we can have a baby, Nina!”

The words hit hard, unlocking something primal within Nina. He groaned loudly, hips slamming 
forward, cock twitching inside her. Alice clawed at him, legs locking tighter, voice rising into a 
scream of pleasure. “You’re going to knock me up, aren’t you? My big, strong husband… gonna
fuck a baby into me!”

Nina lost control. His cock swelled inside her, balls tightening as he roared, burying himself to 
the hilt. Alice arched beneath him, her pussy spasming around him as her orgasm exploded. 
They climaxed together, screaming each other’s names, bodies shaking as wave after wave 
crashed through them both.

Hot spurts filled Alice, thick, fertile, filling her womb. She felt every burst of it, welcoming it.

Her nails dug in deeper. Her voice was unsteady in his ear. “Put a baby in me… please” and the
wish was heard.

Alice’s legs trembled around Nick’s waist, heels still locked behind him as her body continued to
pulse and clench, drawing him deeper. Her slick, swollen folds milked his cock in rhythmic 
aftershocks, every twitch from his still-hard shaft triggering more waves of blissful spasms inside
her.



It didn’t spill out. Her body kept it, like it knew. Like the wish still lingered, still shaping her from 
the inside out with purpose, as Nina filled her womb to the brim.

Nina collapsed on top of Alice with a groan, chest heaving, sweat-drenched muscles trembling 
from the intensity of what they’d just shared. He was heavy now, strong and solid, but Alice 
clung to him as if she never wanted to let go. His length still nestled inside of her.

Nina and Alice’s bodies were a mess of heat and slickness, skin stuck together, limbs tangled. 
They didn’t care. Alice brushed her lips against his ear, her voice hoarse and breathless.

“I love you… so much, Nina…”

He chuckled softly against her neck, a low, rumbling sound that vibrated through her chest.

“It’s not Nina anymore,” he whispered, voice deep and calm. “I… I think I’d like to be called Nick 
for now on.”

Alice’s eyes twinkled, smiling slowly.

“Nick,” she repeated, tasting it on her tongue. It felt right. It fit him, her husband, her partner, her
future.

Nick pulled back just enough to look down at her. His eyes, still fierce, still familiar, were filled 
with something new. A soft awe, a swelling warmth, devotion.

“I don’t know how the hell this happened,” he murmured, brushing a strand of damp blonde hair 
from her cheek. “But I know this, you are everything I’ve ever wanted. No matter how much we 
change… I’ll love you. Protect you. Raise this child with you. I’m yours, Alice. Always.”

Alice’s eyes welled with tears, her smile radiant even as they slipped free. She reached up, 
cupping his strong jaw, guiding him down for a kiss, slow, sensual, full of promises, love, and 
something bigger than both of them. They stayed like that for a while, wrapped in each other, 
bodies still connected.

Somewhere inside of Alice, in the warm, quiet stillness of her womb, a spark had taken hold.

The world had adjusted seamlessly. Somehow, reality itself had shifted when the wish rewrote 
their bodies, their roles, and the trajectory of their lives.

There were no awkward questions, no lingering confusion. To friends, coworkers, and even 
distant family, Alice and Nick had always been just that, an undeniably devoted, slightly 
unconventional couple with a love that shone like sunlight through storm clouds.

Nobody remembered Allen. Nobody remembered Nina. Truth be told, Alice and Nick didn’t miss 
them either, because what they had now was everything.

Many months had passed since that fateful night. Nick stepped into the apartment, his tie 
loosened, sleeves rolled, carrying the weight of another promotion. Executive Partner. The firm 
had been practically begging to push him higher. He was sharp, magnetic, commanding, and he
carried himself like a man who had everything under control.



The moment Nick walked through the door though, his whole face softened. There Alice was, 
standing in the kitchen, barefoot in a thin maternity tee stretched across her round, very 
pregnant belly. Her hips swayed as she cleaned the counter with one hand and balanced her 
phone with the other, checking chat notifications from her earlier stream.

Alice’s long blonde hair was tied up in a bouncy ponytail. Her breasts, heavy and full, strained 
against the cotton. Her belly jutted proudly, low and large, her glow unmistakable. She was 
looking as radiant as ever.

“Hey, handsome,” she said over her shoulder, grinning. “I saw the announcement, did they 
finally give you your own office?”

Nick smirked, tossing his keys on the counter and coming up behind her, arms sliding around 
her belly as he kissed her neck. “Damn right they did. But I’ve got my favorite view right here.”

Alice giggled, leaning back into him, her belly resting in Nick’s arms like a sacred bond. 
“Smooth.”

Nick squeezed Alice gently, then felt a kick from within her. “Whoa… someone’s ready to meet 
their dad,” he said, grinning.

Alice turned in his arms, planting a soft kiss on his lips. “He kicks every time he hears your 
voice.”

When Nick retreated to shower and decompress, Alice sat down at her custom streaming setup.
Her fans were already buzzing in her pre-chat.

CurveyHoneyPixels LIVE in 10 minutes

 [CurveyHoneyPixels]: “Belly bounce, anyone?”

 [CurveyHoneyPixels]: “Yes, it’s real. Yes, he’s active.”

 [CurveyHoneyPixels]: “Soft moans if he kicks at the right moment…”

Alice had learned quickly how to blend gaming and kink-friendly roleplay. The moment her 
pregnancy started showing, a certain segment of her fans lost their minds. The requests flooded
in, ASMR belly rubs, “accidental” milk stains, tight tees barely covering her bump as she 
“struggled” to sit forward during gameplay.

Alice gave them what they wanted, with limits. It was fun. It was hers. She felt sexy, powerful, 
worshiped, but more than anything, she felt complete.

Later that evening, Alice curled up with Nick on the couch. Her head on his lap, his hand resting 
over her belly, both of them watching their favorite television show, quietly marveling at the way 
their son seemed to turn flips inside her every time Nick so much as whispered to her bump.

Alice smiled, eyes misting. “I never thought I could have all this,” she whispered. “You. This 
baby. The career. The love. The sex. All of it. I thought it had to be a choice.”



Nick leaned down and kissed Alice’s forehead. “It was a choice. We just… made the right wish.”
and as their son kicked again, hard enough to jostle her belly, they both laughed, eyes shining, 
hearts full.

The evening had settled in soft and slow. Alice lounged on the couch, legs stretched over Nick’s
lap, wearing one of his oversized T-shirts that barely covered her round belly. Her fingers toyed 
idly with a bowl of chocolate-covered pretzels, salty and sweet, exactly the combination she’d 
been craving all week.

“Mmm…” Alice moaned around a mouthful, “these are so good.”

Nick chuckled, running his fingers gently along the swell of her belly. “You said that about the 
pickles dipped in peanut butter yesterday.”

“I stand by that,” Alice remarked, licking chocolate from her fingertips. As her eyes dropped 
down toward his lap, her playful smile widened. Her hand drifted over, slow and deliberate, 
settling over his crotch. She gave it a firm, teasing rub.

Nick’s brows shot up. “Oh?”

Alice’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Well… I am pregnant, and when I have cravings, I get what
I want.” As she rubbed again, a noticeable bulge began to press against the fabric of his 
joggers. She looked positively delighted. “After all, happy wife,” she sang sweetly, “happy life.”

Nick groaned dramatically, but he was already hardening beneath her touch. “I swear, I am 
more than just a walking slab of man-meat.”

Alice smirked and pulled herself up with a little grunt, her belly shifting slightly as she stood and 
took his hand. “Sure you are,” she said, tugging him toward the bedroom. “You’re also my 
favorite snack.”

Nick followed with a mock-sigh and a grin. “You’re insatiable.”

The door clicked shut behind them with a gentle thunk. From the other side, the faint sounds of 
laughter, kisses, and growing passion began to rise once more, two people hopelessly, 
completely in love, ready to make more memories in the life they’d wished for, and earned.


