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The bedroom was bathed in the soft amber light spilling from the hallway, casting long shadows that danced gently across the walls. Warm, still, and slightly perfumed — the air carried the faint scent of lavender and something distinctly Amanda... sweet, clean, and undeniably feminine.

Amanda Buchanan stood at the mirror, brushing her thick, chestnut hair, each strand catching the light as it cascaded over her bare shoulders.

The robe she wore was a rich, deep violet — sheer, silky, trimmed in soft lilac lace. It shimmered as she moved, clinging to every decadent curve of her body. The matching bra and panties underneath were a dusky plum — the bra barely containing the full weight of her generous breasts, her cleavage swelling over the top, pale, luscious, and ripe.

The panties were high-waisted, the lace snug around her wide hips, hugging her plump buttocks so perfectly it looked sculpted. The robe, loosely tied at her waist, kept slipping open, revealing more of her ivory body with every subtle shift. Her thighs, thick and smooth, were kissed by the short hemline, just barely hidden when she turned. Every inch of her was sensual without effort. She didn’t pose. She didn’t strut.

She just was.

Lucas Buchanan sat on the edge of the bed, eyes fixed on the floor, a prisoner of his own thoughts and anxiety. 

His frame was slight, his skin pale and nearly translucent under the lamplight. His narrow shoulders slumped beneath his thin sleep shirt, his knees bony and close together, his size 8 feet tucked in awkwardly. His voice was high-pitched, reedy — especially next to hers. Everything about Lucas felt soft. Small. Fragile.

“You, uh... look nice,” he said, barely above a whisper.

Amanda turned. Her robe swayed open a little more as she looked at him, smiling gently. “Thanks, babe.”

She walked toward him barefoot, the plush carpet muffling her steps. With each move, her wide hips rolled in a figure-eight motion, the robe sliding farther apart until it framed her like a gift waiting to be unwrapped. Her breasts bounced lightly beneath the purple lace, full and natural, her dark nipples visible through the sheer fabric of the bra.

Lucas’s mouth went dry.

She sat beside him, and the bed shifted under her curvy weight. Her thick thigh pressed against his narrow one, and he flinched slightly — not from discomfort, but from difference. Her body was soft, plush, vibrant. His was slight, stiff, and pale by comparison. He could feel the warmth radiating off her skin.

“You’re quiet tonight,” she said, brushing his hair away from his forehead. Her voice was calm, but there was something searching in her gaze.

“I just...” He swallowed, hard. “I don’t get it. Why you married me.”

The words hung there.

Amanda blinked once, slowly. Then she leaned in and kissed his cheek — her full lips warm against his cool skin. “Because I love you, silly boy.”

But he couldn’t look at her. Not when he kept seeing the way men reacted to his wife —gawked at her — whenever they went out. The way other men they shamelessly looked at Amanda’s breasts, her hips, her ass... and then did a double-take when they saw him. Like he didn’t belong beside her. Like he was her little brother; or had simply snuck into someone else’s dream life.

“I see how they stare at you,” Lucas said, voice tight with insecurity, thinking of the couple’s afternoon trip to the mall that day. “Then they look at me like... I’m a joke.”

Amanda stood slowly.

Without a word, she let the violet robe slide off her shoulders. It whispered to the floor.

Lucas stared.

The lingerie clung to her like it was made for worship. The bra lifted and cradled her heavy breasts, the dark lace barely covering her nipples now. Her waist curved in like an hourglass, then flared out into wide, round hips that seemed to defy gravity. The panties clung to her thick thighs and the juicy roundness of her ass like a second skin.

“I know what they’re thinking too,” she said, walking toward him. “But forget about those other men. They’re just animals. They don’t know what it’s like to have me. You do.”

She straddled his lap without hesitation, her thick luscious thighs warm and pillowy on either side of his narrow ones. Lucas's breath caught — his manhood (?) already excited beneath his thin shorts, helpless against the press of her curvy body. She surrounded him. Her softness overwhelmed his senses. She was too much... and he was clearly not enough.

Her hands, warm and firm, guided his to her waist. “Lucas, touch me, baby,” she whispered. “You always act like you’re not allowed to.”

Her husband’s small hands trembled against the swell of her hips. Her skin was impossibly smooth, her curves decadent and heavy in his grasp. Compared to her, Lucas felt like a scarecrow — all bones and skin and nerves.

But then she kissed him — slow and deep, her lips greedy, searching — and rolled her hips against him, letting out a soft, breathy moan that seemed to melt into the silence.

“You’re not like them. You’re not some knuckle-dragging brute of an animal,” she whispered. “That’s why I chose you.”

A pause.

“Even if sometimes... I forget to remind you.”

Lucas’s throat tightened. She was trying. He could feel it — not just in her body but in the way her voice softened, the way her hands cradled his thin frame with a gentleness that made him ache.

And still, he couldn’t meet her eyes. Because some part of him — the part curled up in the pit of his stomach — still believed she was only trying to convince herself.

He nodded, barely, as if that was enough. She didn’t press.

But she didn’t smile either. 

Lucas watched Amanda as she turned back toward the vanity, her backside wobbling in invitation without her trying, adjusting a strand of dark brown hair, running a finger along the strap of her plum lace bra. 

She was still preparing for bed, but the ritual felt anything but mundane. It was erotic. Hypnotic. Every slow motion of her curvy ivory body seemed choreographed for seduction, though he knew it wasn’t. Amanda was just... like that. A force of femininity. Soft, ripe, fertile, radiant.

His sad eyes traced her silhouette — the slight arch of her lower back, the generous swell of her hips, the full sway of her breasts barely held in place by the dark lace. He swallowed hard, trying to temper the arousal stirring inside him with the quiet ache of disbelief.

Nearly a decade together, and still, Amanda didn’t feel real.

He remembered their first year of dating — the shy flirtation, the long phone calls, the nervous touches. Back then, he’d been surprised by how quickly he’d fallen for her. He could still recall their first date: her laugh echoing across the tiny booth of that retro diner, the way her big brown eyes locked onto his with mischievous warmth. Her body had been different then — still curvy, but... not quite like now.

In fact, if he was being honest, Lucas’s only real complaint back then had been that Amanda was a bit flat-chested. Not that it had mattered. Back then she had everything else — a sharp mind, radiant beauty, a warm heart, an almost maternal glow when she talked about wanting kids someday. She was confident, compassionate, curious about the world. She read books. She loved animals. She wanted to make a home.

She was, in so many ways, the perfect woman.

And then something... magical happened.

It started slow, around the time she turned twenty-five. One day she mentioned her bras feeling tight. Then she laughed about needing to buy new ones. “I think I’m cursed,” she joked. “Some gypsy must’ve hexed me.”

He hadn’t thought much of it at the time. But then the changes kept coming.

Her B cups filled into C cups. The snug little bras she once wore were replaced by lacy, structured ones that gave her a fuller, rounder shape. And then—almost overnight—it seemed her chest ballooned again. C to D, then D to double D. Her cleavage deepened, her breasts swelled heavy and pendulous. Lucas would find himself staring sometimes, stunned by disbelief. It was like watching a fantasy slowly come to life.

Now she stood now in the mirror, adjusting the straps of the bra that lifted her ample breasts high on her chest. The purple lace framed her curves beautifully. She caught his gaze in the reflection and gave him a soft smile — one that should’ve reassured him.

Instead, it made him ache, albeit with deep gnawing insecurity.

That physical transformation — that miracle — had only widened the chasm between them. Amanda’s body had grown into goddess-like proportions. And he... hadn’t. He still looked like the same skinny, awkward man she’d dated in college. If anything, he felt smaller beside her now. More fragile. More inadequate.

Lucas remembered the day his lovely wife tossed her last “training bra” into a box destined for Goodwill, giggling as she held it up like a relic. “Look at this thing!” she said, tossing it into the bin. “I can’t believe I ever fit into that.”

Lucas had laughed with her. But inside, he was almost trembling with disbelief. That day had become the second happiest day of his life. The first, of course, had been the day Amanda said Yes, Yes, Yes I will marry you Lucas Buchanan!

Now, back in the present, Lucas tore his eyes away from his wife's reflection as she reached for a jar of moisturizer, idly rubbing it into her soft, glowing skin. The scent of vanilla and something floral reached him, making it even harder to focus.

“I paid the gas bill today,” Amanda said softly, her voice calm but tired.

He glanced up, surprised.

“Wasn’t it due next week?”

“They changed the due date,” she replied, rubbing lotion into the thick curve of her thigh. “I didn’t want a late fee. Again.”

Lucas said nothing.

The silence sat between them, hot and thick. Amanda sighed, turning to face him fully now. Her body looked impossibly full in the dim light — soft, sensual, her hips flaring wide above those smooth, strong thighs, her heavy breasts gently swaying as she moved toward the bed.

She sat down beside him again, brushing a hand along his back.

“I know you’re trying, babe,” she said gently, almost rehearsed. “But we need to talk about the rent for next month. I can’t keep covering everything myself.”

Lucas clenched his jaw. “I know. I said I’d figure it out.”

“I know you did,” she replied, but her voice was more tired than hopeful. “And I know the economy’s brutal right now. But your... income streams just aren’t cutting it.”

He winced. “You mean the medical trials? Like I said, it’s just until I can finally find a job again.”

She gave him a soft, apologetic look. “I’m not judging. I just—how many more experimental antihistamines can you take before you start glowing in the dark?”

It was a joke. A gentle one.

But he didn’t laugh.

Instead, a familiar wave of helplessness settled in his chest. That same choking cocktail of shame and inadequacy. He was 34 years old. His wife was stunning — distractingly so — and here he was, taking part in pharmaceutical experiments to help cover their grocery bills. There were days when even the clinic nurses seemed confused that he had a wife like Amanda.

She reached over again, this time letting her hand slide across his chest, over his shoulder. Her touch was soft and warm and inviting.

“You’re always so tense,” she murmured, lips brushing against his neck. “Let me help you relax.”

Lucas stiffened.

Her body pressed against him, thick and lush, the full weight of her breasts molding to his side. She kissed him again, more slowly this time, her hand drifting down toward the waistband of his shorts.

He knew what she wanted. He wanted to want it too.

But nothing happened.

No spark. No rise. Just an aching pit in his stomach.

She kissed him harder now, gently biting at his lower lip, trying to coax some kind of passion from him. Her hips rolled against him again. Her skin was so warm. Her body so overwhelming.

And still — nothing.

Lucas pulled back, swallowing hard. “I... I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

Amanda froze. For a second, neither of them moved.

Then she sat up, adjusting her robe around her shoulders even though it did nothing to hide her lingerie.

“It’s okay,” she said softly, though her tone was less certain now. “It happens.”

But it hadn’t always happened. Not before the layoffs. Not before the mounting bills. Not before the weight of being less than started eating him from the inside out.

And now, the most beautiful woman he’d ever known was lying beside him, begging for something he couldn't give.

And Lucas had never felt smaller. Weaker. Not much of a man.
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Lucas couldn’t sleep that night.

He lay in bed beside Amanda, staring at the ceiling, his mind looping over every unpaid bill, every disappointed glance she’d cast in his direction lately — whether she meant to or not. He hated how her affection now felt dipped in pity, how her touches sometimes lingered too long on his shoulder, like she was comforting a child.

That’s when he saw it.

A pop-up on his laptop screen while he was checking an old inbox. Clinical trial volunteers needed. Healthy male participants, 25 to 35. It was from a life science startup called Bloom Labs — and the payout was enormous, far more than he’d ever seen offered for something like this. He’d hesitated at first, scrolling past it, but the image of Amanda’s face—her soft chestnut hair framing her angelic features, her warm brown eyes full of a quiet longing—haunted him. She’d been dropping hints lately about wanting a baby, about wanting to start a family. But they couldn’t afford it. Not yet.

He squinted at the Bloom Labs email again, trying to figure if this was some sort of scam.

Compensation up to five figures. Five figures. Enough to buy time. Enough to give Amanda a break. Enough, maybe, to start being a man again in his own house.

So, he clicked. Filled out the preliminary form. And within an hour, his phone rang.

"Mr. Buchanan? I'm calling from Bloom Labs. We’d like to invite you in for a screening," the woman on the other end said, her voice smooth and professional. "This is a highly selective trial, but based on your initial responses, you’re an excellent candidate."

He’d almost hung up. Almost. But then he thought of Amanda again, and he said yes.

A week later, he stood outside a sleek, glass-walled medical building that looked more like a tech startup than a lab. Stepping inside Bloom Labs, Lucas was immediately greeted by the redheaded secretary, her green eyes sparkling with amusement as she handed him a clipboard. He couldn’t help but notice how attractive she was, her pale skin contrasting with the deep red of her hair, her lips curving into a knowing smile as she watched him take a seat.

He sat down in the waiting area, heart thudding, and glanced around.

It took him less than a minute to realize something strange.

Every other guy in the room looked... like him. Or at least, adjacent. Soft-bodied. Narrow-shouldered. Some a little chubby, others bird-chested and pale. There was not a single alpha-looking man in the room. Lucas wasn’t sure if that comforted or disturbed him. Several of them were accompanied by beautiful wives or girlfriends — tall, curvy women in sleek jeans and leggings, with glossy hair and glowing skin.

He couldn’t help but wonder what they were all here for. Was this trial really just about testing some new drug? Or was there more to it? He wondered if he should’ve asked Amanda to come. But no — this was something he wanted to do for her. Alone. So he could show her he was still capable of taking care of things. Of taking care of her.

He looked down at the form. Frowned. 

The paperwork only deepened his suspicions. How often do you and your wife engage in sexual activity? On average, how long does intercourse last? Do you feel satisfied with your sexual performance? The questions made him squirm, but he filled them out anyway, his handwriting shaky and uneven.

There was even a section asking about arousal response to visual stimuli. Lucas felt his cheeks flush as he ticked boxes, trying not to imagine who would read these. Would it be that redhead? Or someone clinical? Someone cold?

He forced his pen to keep moving.

Finally, the receptionist called his name. “Lucas Buchanan?"

A door opened. A nurse emerged.

She was striking. Latina. Mid-thirties, maybe. Voluptuous. Her navy scrubs hugged wide hips and a full chest. Her hair was tied back in a tight braid that somehow made her even more commanding. Her name tag read Vanessa. She gave him a single, unreadable glance and motioned for him to follow.

He trailed her down a white hallway, the soft squeak of his shoes echoing in a rhythm that felt too loud.

Inside the consultation room, she closed the door with a soft click. It looked like any other doctor’s office—white walls
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