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Chapter 1: The Coin and the New Normal
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James Harper had never been what you’d call a deep thinker. At twenty-eight, he was perfectly content with his graphic design job, his weekly Mario Kart tournaments with Jordan, and the quiet certainty that adulthood was mostly just paying bills and pretending to have it together.

That all changed on a random Tuesday night at O’Malley’s Pub.

“Another round?” Jordan asked, sliding onto the worn barstool beside him. Jordan Mills had been James’s best friend since freshman year of college—tall, steady, with that dry sense of humor that could deflate any drama. Tonight he looked tired from another long day fixing other people’s code at his software gig.

James drained the last of his IPA and grinned. “Why not? It’s not like I have a hot date waiting.”

They clinked glasses. The conversation drifted, as it always did, from work complaints to video game nostalgia to the eternal question of why life felt... stuck. James had been in a rut for months. Same apartment. Same takeout orders. Same string of first dates that went nowhere.

At some point Jordan pulled something out of his jacket pocket—an old, tarnished coin he’d bought that afternoon at a dusty flea market. “Look at this thing. Guy said it was from the 1800s. Probably just junk, but it’s got a cool engraving.”

James turned it over in his fingers. One side showed a swirling pattern that almost looked like two figures swapping places. He laughed. “Feels heavy for junk. Maybe it’s cursed.”

“Cursed to do what, exactly?” Jordan smirked.

James flipped the coin high, caught it, and, in a moment of beer-fueled dramatic flair, held it up like he was making a toast. “I wish life would just switch things up for once. It just gets exhausting sometimes, you know? Same old script every day.”

The coin felt warm in his palm for half a second. He shrugged and slid it back to Jordan. They both laughed it off, ordered one more drink, and closed out the tab.

By the time James stumbled into his apartment, the whole thing was already forgotten.



Jamie Harper woke up slowly the next morning, sunlight cutting across her face like it had a personal grudge. Her head throbbed from the beers, but something else felt... wrong. The weight distribution on her chest was different. Her hips felt wider. Her legs were smoother.

She sat up. Long hair—actually long, chestnut-brown and wavy—tumbled over her shoulders. She froze.

“Okay,” she whispered. Her voice came out soft, melodic, and completely natural. Not cracking. Not hoarse. Just... hers. “This is a dream. Definitely a dream.”

She swung her legs out of bed. The motion felt fluid in a way her old body never had. Bare feet padded across the floor—smaller feet, narrower—and she pushed open the bathroom door.

The mirror didn’t lie.

Staring back at her was a woman. Same height, roughly. Same hazel eyes she’d always had. But the face was softer, cheekbones higher, lips fuller. A feminine jawline. And below that... curves. Real ones.

Jamie’s hands moved almost on their own. She hesitantly cupped the weight on her chest, feeling the soft, unfamiliar fullness. Her fingers traced down to her narrower waist and wider hips, exploring the smooth, gentle flare that definitely hadn’t been there yesterday. The skin felt softer everywhere. She turned sideways, eyes wide at the new silhouette in the mirror.

“Holy shit,” she breathed, voice catching. She ran her hands through the long hair cascading over her shoulders, then touched her face — the smoother jaw, the fuller lips, the way her cheeks rounded when she made expressions. Everything felt sensitive in a way that was both fascinating and deeply unsettling.

She poked her left breast again. It jiggled. She poked it once more, then immediately regretted it.

“Nope,” she said, voice rising. “Absolutely not. This is a prank. Jordan put something in my drink. Hallucination mushrooms. Something.”

Her hand drifted downward almost instinctively, sliding over the front of her sleep shirt. She froze.

The familiar shape she had expected to find... wasn’t there.

Jamie’s eyes went wide. She pressed a little harder, then yanked her hand back like she’d touched a hot stove.

“Oh my God. Oh my God. He’s gone. My little friend is just... gone.” Her voice cracked into a horrified squeak. “This isn’t happening. This is a nightmare. A very detailed, very personal nightmare.”

She yanked open the medicine cabinet. Tampons. Birth control pills with her name—Jamie Harper—printed on the label. A pink razor. Moisturizer. None of this had been here last night.

Heart hammering, she rushed back into the bedroom and threw open the closet.

Women’s clothes. Rows of them. Jeans that looked tailored for curves. Blouses. A few dresses she couldn’t imagine wearing. Sneakers mixed with a pair of ankle boots. On the floor sat a laundry basket with lacy bras and underwear that definitely hadn’t belonged to James.

“Great,” she muttered. “The universe went full wardrobe department on me.”

She needed to get dressed for work. That meant... a bra.

Jamie dug through the drawer like it was a booby-trapped treasure chest. She pulled out a simple black one and stared at it like it was written in alien hieroglyphics.

“How the hell do you even...?”

She tried putting it on backwards first, hooking it in front of her stomach, then awkwardly twisting it around her torso like a contortionist. The hooks fought back. After three failed attempts and several creative curse words, she finally got it fastened — only to realize the cups were on her back.

“Medieval torture device,” she growled, yanking it off and starting over. “Who designed this? A sadist with trust issues?”

On the fourth try, she managed to get it on correctly. She adjusted the straps, looked in the mirror, and sighed.

“Congratulations, Jamie. You have now defeated... clothing.”

Her hair was another battle. She tried a ponytail. It came out lopsided. She brushed it out and left it down, hoping for the best. 

Next came makeup. She attempted mascara. One eye looked decent. The other looked like she’d been punched by a raccoon. After the third try she gave up and drew on angry eyebrows instead. “This is why men invented sunglasses.”

In the kitchen, she made coffee on autopilot. The first twinge hit while she was pouring creamer—a dull cramp low in her abdomen. She froze.
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