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At twenty-three, Kyle Mercer had experienced plenty of strange mornings. He had never woken up with breasts. For approximately six seconds, that was not even the most alarming part of his morning. The first thing that had dragged him out of sleep was a peculiar absence between his legs. Still half unconscious, he shifted beneath the sheets, assuming he had somehow trapped his dick beneath his thigh or twisted his boxers during the night. Instead of finding the familiar weight against his body, he found nothing where something had always been.

Then his forearm brushed against something soft attached to his chest.

Kyle opened his eyes.

He stared at the ceiling while the last remnants of sleep disappeared with remarkable efficiency.

Very slowly, with the instinctive dread of a man checking whether the monster beneath his childhood bed had finally followed him into adulthood, he lowered his gaze.

Two unmistakable breasts rose beneath his gray T-shirt.

Kyle stopped breathing.

They were not enormous. Somehow, that made them considerably worse. They looked natural enough that for one disorienting moment his mind tried to accept them as something that had always belonged there.

The shirt stretched over a chest that had been flat when he went to sleep. When he cautiously lifted one hand and cupped himself, his palm encountered warm, yielding weight. His nipple tightened almost instantly beneath the pressure.

Kyle snatched his hand away.

“What the fuck?”

His voice came out wrong.

He froze again.

It was still recognizably his in cadence, but the pitch had climbed dramatically. The sound was not exaggerated or cartoonish. It was simply, unmistakably, the voice of a young woman.

Kyle threw the blanket aside.

That introduced several new problems at once.

His legs were smoother and subtly reshaped, with fuller thighs narrowing toward ankles that looked more delicate than the ones he remembered. His hips had widened. His waist had drawn inward enough that the boxers he had worn to bed were barely hanging on.

He grabbed the waistband before gravity finished the job.

“No.”

The word came out higher again.

Kyle looked toward the full-length mirror attached to his closet door and experienced the strange certainty that if he simply refused to move, perhaps reality would become embarrassed and correct itself.

Reality did not.

He climbed out of bed.

His center of balance had changed enough that his first step felt subtly wrong. His breasts shifted beneath his shirt, possessing weight and momentum of their own, and his hips moved with his stride in a way he could feel even before he saw it.

Kyle staggered to the mirror.

A woman stared back at him.

No.

That was not entirely true.

Kyle stared back at him.

His dark brown hair was unchanged, although it framed his face differently now that his jaw had softened. His green eyes seemed larger beneath subtly altered brows. His cheeks were fuller, his mouth softer, and his neck more slender.

Every feature remained recognizably his.

They had simply been rearranged according to an entirely different set of biological instructions.

Kyle turned sideways.

The reflection did the same.

His chest was full without being disproportionately large. His waist narrowed before flaring into rounded hips, and the loose boxers clung precariously to a backside that would absolutely have caught Kyle’s attention if it had belonged to any other woman.

That observation did nothing to improve matters.

He closed his eyes and counted to five.

When he opened them, the woman was still there.

“Okay.”

His voice trembled.

He pressed both hands against the dresser and forced himself to breathe.

He had gone to bed at eleven-thirty. He had not taken drugs. He had consumed exactly two beers while gaming online with Brandon. He had not been sick, concussed, struck by lightning, cursed by a witch or involved in any other event that seemed even remotely capable of explaining why his body had apparently rewritten itself overnight.

He had not made any wishes.

At least, he did not remember making one.

That thought was immediately replaced by a more urgent concern.

Kyle looked down at his boxers.

He did not want to check.

He absolutely had to check.

He hooked his thumbs beneath the waistband and looked.

For several seconds his brain refused to supply language.

The anatomy between his legs was entirely female.

Kyle dropped the waistband.

“Oh, fuck me.”

He sat heavily on the edge of the bed.

The movement made his chest bounce.

Kyle covered his face.

A doctor seemed impossible. How exactly did a person explain this at urgent care?

Hello. I had a penis yesterday.

His parents lived three states away. His older sister would either scream, assume he was playing an elaborate prank, or somehow manage to do both simultaneously.

There was exactly one person Kyle trusted enough to see him like this without immediately making the situation worse.

He reached for his phone.

Brandon answered on the fourth ring.

“Do you know what time it is?”

Kyle glanced toward the clock.

“Eight forty-three.”

“On Saturday.”

Kyle swallowed.

“Brandon.”

The sleepy irritation disappeared from Brandon’s voice immediately.

“What happened?”

Kyle almost laughed, not because anything was funny but because panic had apparently begun looking for alternative exits.

“I need you to open your door when I get there.”

There was a pause.

“You’re outside?”

“Not yet.”

“Kyle, what happened?”

“I can’t explain this over the phone.”

Another pause followed, longer this time.

“Are you hurt?”

“No.”

“Is somebody after you?”

“No.”

“Did you get arrested?”

Despite himself, Kyle nearly smiled. “No.”

“You sound...”

Brandon stopped.

Kyle closed his eyes.

“Different?”

“Yeah.”

Kyle looked once more at the woman in the mirror.

“That’s because I am. Just open the door when I get there, okay?”

“Kyle—”

“Please.”

Brandon went quiet.

Then his voice softened.

“Okay.”

Kyle hung up.

Getting dressed required another round of indignities.

His jeans would not go over his hips. Even if they had, his waist had changed enough that the fit would have been ridiculous. He finally settled for gray sweatpants tightened almost to their limit and an oversized hoodie that concealed most of his chest as long as he kept his shoulders slightly hunched.

At least his shoes still fit.

Kyle accepted that as the universe’s sole gesture of mercy.

Driving to Brandon’s apartment was worse than getting dressed.

Nobody knew what had happened to him, yet Kyle felt exposed at every traffic light. The city looked exactly as it had yesterday, which seemed personally offensive. People walked dogs. A woman pushed a stroller. A teenager stood outside a coffee shop staring at his phone.

Kyle had somehow become biologically female overnight, and nobody else had received the memo.

At one intersection, a man driving a pickup glanced over and smiled at him.

Kyle immediately looked away.

The realization that the man had probably been flirting sent an entirely new form of discomfort through him.

Twenty minutes later, Kyle pulled into Brandon’s apartment complex.

Brandon was already waiting by the open door.

Of course he was.

At twenty-three, Brandon Hayes had grown into the kind of man Kyle had spent half his life mocking for being offensively good at physical things. He stood six-foot-two, with broad shoulders, a lean waist and the muscular build of someone who genuinely enjoyed exercise rather than merely tolerating it.

He had pitched for his college baseball team for two years before deciding he preferred strength training to pretending his shoulder did not ache after every game. These days he coached part-time at a performance gym while finishing a kinesiology degree.

His dark blond hair looked artfully disordered despite Brandon’s lifelong claim that he did absolutely nothing to it.

He was also bisexual.

Kyle had been the first person Brandon told when they were nineteen.

Kyle had stared at him for three seconds and said, “Okay. You still owe me forty dollars.”

Brandon had laughed so hard that coming out had somehow become one of the least dramatic conversations of their friendship.

Now Brandon frowned as Kyle approached beneath the hood.

“Can I help—”

Kyle lowered it.

Brandon stopped.

Kyle stared at him.

Brandon stared back.

Recognition did not arrive immediately. Kyle watched confusion move across his face, followed by suspicion and finally the first impossible flicker of familiarity.

“Kyle?”

“Yeah.”

Brandon’s mouth opened.

Then closed.

Kyle walked past him into the apartment.

“Shut the door.”

Brandon obeyed automatically.

Kyle paced halfway across the living room before turning.

“What happened?” Brandon asked.

“I woke up.”

“And?”

Kyle spread his arms.

“And apparently I’m a woman now.”

Brandon looked at him more carefully.

Kyle crossed his arms without thinking. The movement squeezed his breasts together beneath the hoodie.

He immediately uncrossed them.

Brandon’s gaze flickered downward before snapping back to Kyle’s face with almost comical speed.

“How do I know you’re actually Kyle?”

Kyle stared.

“Seriously?”

“You showed up looking like somebody I’ve never met.”

“Fine. Sophomore year, you got so drunk at Dylan’s birthday party that you cried because Taco Bell discontinued the shredded chicken burrito.”

Brandon’s eyes narrowed.

“That proves nothing.”

“You called your ex and told him you still had his hoodie.”

“That proves less.”

“You didn’t have his hoodie. I was wearing it.”

Brandon went still.

Kyle continued.

“You threw up in a bush. I carried you back to the dorm. You told me I was the best straight guy you knew, and then you tried to kiss my forehead but missed and got my eyebrow.”

Brandon’s expression changed.

“Kyle.”

“Yes.”

“Holy shit.”

“Thank you.”

Brandon stepped closer.

Kyle instinctively retreated one pace.

Brandon stopped immediately.

That tiny reaction calmed Kyle more than anything else had.

“Can I look at you?” Brandon asked.

“You’re already looking.”

“You know what I mean.”

Kyle rubbed both hands over his face.

“I don’t know what anything means anymore.”

Brandon’s expression softened.

“Okay.”

Kyle dropped onto the couch. The impact sent an unfamiliar bounce through his chest, and he scowled when he realized he had noticed it.

Brandon took the chair opposite him rather than sitting beside him.

For several seconds, neither spoke.

Then Brandon asked, “Does anything hurt?”

“No.”

“Did you black out last night?”

“No.”

“Anything weird happen after we logged off?”

Kyle shook his head. “Nothing. We played games, I brushed my teeth, and I went to bed.”

“That’s not weird.”

“You lost three rounds in a row.”

“That was lag.”

Kyle stared at him.

Brandon smiled faintly.

The familiarity almost made Kyle smile back.

Then he remembered the considerably less familiar anatomy between his legs.

His face collapsed into his hands.

“I have a vagina.”

Brandon coughed.

Kyle looked up.

His best friend was very clearly attempting not to react.

“Don’t.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“You made a noise.”

“I wasn’t prepared for the sentence.”

“You think I was prepared for the vagina?”

Brandon considered that.

“Fair.”

Kyle leaned back.

“I don’t know what to do.”

Brandon rested his forearms across his thighs.

“We figure it out.”

Kyle looked at him.

“We?”

“You came here.”

Something in Kyle’s chest loosened.

Brandon had always been like that.

When Kyle broke his wrist at fourteen, Brandon carried his backpack for three weeks even after Kyle told him repeatedly to stop. When Kyle’s first serious girlfriend dumped him during freshman year, Brandon arrived with frozen pizza, beer and an unreasonable amount of hostility toward a woman he had previously liked.

When Brandon came out, Kyle had treated the confession as ordinary because Brandon needed him to.

They had spent more than a decade making difficult things simpler for each other.

Kyle desperately wanted this to become one of them.

“You hungry?” Brandon asked.

Kyle blinked.

“What?”

“You haven’t eaten.”

“I turned into a woman.”

“And women still need breakfast.”

Kyle stared.

Brandon stood.

“I’m making
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