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A Girl’s Instincts

His critics always accused Adam Nicks of lacking empathy, like he couldn't put himself in anyone else's perspective.

Actually, that wasn't true. He could see things from other people’s perspectives, which was why he understood their limitations. First, he recognized that few people had his talent. Second, he also realized that just as few people could probably be as happy as he was with this kind of work. This was incredible, he thought. He could wake up, walk over to his computer, and lose himself to the sound of his own voice.

Better yet, he also loved the arguments.

Out in the wider world, he saw the videos or listened to other podcasts and even occasionally read articles about people who craved some simpler time where civility had been more common. Ironically, Adam also loved to point to the past as superior, but he didn't want civility. He didn't need etiquette or decorum. No, there was one thing he absolutely loved about the present, not that he ever really acknowledged it: it was raw.

"Sexism is a lie women made up to justify their own weaknesses and excuses," he said that morning. "If you stop and think about it, women have every advantage they could possibly want. Let's say feminists are telling the truth. Fine. That means that women are just as smart as men. That means women are just as capable as men. Face it. We live in a free market. Sure, there are regulations here or there, but if you’re smart, you can navigate them. If you’re determined, you can do whatever you want. So guess what? And this is the part the liberals and feminists don't want you to think about, that means you can do anything. If you are failing, then it’s your fault. If you're a woman, and you’re whining about some guy whistling at you from across the street, that's just an excuse. Women need to be held to higher standards."

Other people had trouble with these kinds of declarations. Maybe they were scared of the consequences. At this point, Adam had the clout he needed. As he paused, he knew there would be people all across the world listening to him.

The world…

That was such a wild concept to him. Sure, he had grown up online. In fact, he couldn't remember the first time he had picked up a phone or what his first search term might’ve been. The devices had always been there. And now, he was down in his basement with his camera and microphone seated right in front of him. Individuals in Spain and Germany, Bolivia in Guatemala, Japan and Taiwan could hear his words. Some of the platforms he used allowed him to track the locations of his listeners. Obviously, most of those little green dots along the map were located in the US, but he saw a few sparkling points along the other continents.

Thinking of his reach, he smiled. At the same time, he lost himself to the easy rhythm of speaking.

"And of course, women are so pathetic that they routinely turn their strengths into weaknesses. Or at least, that's what they like to complain about. I was just online yesterday, and there was this woman complaining about how she would go to work, and she hated getting ogled by the guys. Seriously? That's what she's going to start complaining about? Too much attention? Besides, are we sure this wasn’t just inside of her head anyway? Is she sure the guys were checking her out? Or was she just paranoid?"

His eyes moved around his small studio. Commentators, thought leaders, and critics from previous generations would have had to rely on corporate backing. Adam didn't. Granted, he had already been banned from several platforms, but he took this as a badge of pride. Even if getting kicked off of Instagram and TikTok had hurt his monthly revenue, he told himself and his audience that he didn't really care. He still had enough followers on other platforms, ones that didn't care about so-called "misinformation" or "promoting violence".

"Think about this for a second," he said, pausing and leaning forward. As he spoke, Adam knew there had to be a certain cadence to his voice. Most of his audience was composed of men, which wasn't surprising considering he how he talked about women. Those men needed to be reminded that their ideas would be unpopular, but that didn’t make them wrong. Many of those in his audience had to deal with insults. He told her not to care about that. He reminded them that the world wasn't fair, but if they pushed harder, they could get what they wanted. "Women aren't at any kind of disadvantage. They might complain about violence statistics or whatever, but we all know you can make up whatever you want when it comes to the numbers." More often than not, Adam knew that wasn't true. Then again, it was easier to make this argument, especially when he talked about lots of issues he hadn't formally studied.

Formal study? What was the point? As far as he was concerned, success meant convincing people. He needed to sound reasonable. He could bounce between different types of information on a daily or even hourly basis. At one point, he might demand more scientific research. A few minutes later, he could go off on the scientists as a bunch of overeducated idiots who had to get out of their laboratories if they wanted to actually understand how the world really works. It was easy for him, and he loved it. Again, his critics attacked him for all of this, but he didn't care, especially if he could get his viewer count to go up.

That was the real metric that mattered.

He wondered about this sometimes, especially when he was in bed late at night, on his back with his hands laced behind his head. If he could convince the entire world to believe something false, how long could that belief hold out? Certain facts couldn't be denied, but they were incredibly basic, and they didn't warrant much attention online. The sun was hot. Fine. Whatever. No one cared. And yet, other basic details could be twisted, he understood.

Adam smiled as he contemplated a place like Australia.

They were small in number, probably just a few thousand, but the Australia-deniers existed. Scattered across the globe, a small community had grown online, and they were unified by one concept: Australia didn't exist. It was a conspiracy. An entire country...an entire continent...simply didn't exist according to these people.

He wasn't a part of this nascent movement, but he knew he could join, especially if the time felt right. As far as he was concerned, it was an obvious joke. Still, he also understood how the dynamics of the web worked, especially when it came to underestimating the stupidity of some people. Occasionally, he even wondered what would happen if that movement gained some kind of real traction. What kind of policies would those people enable? What would they demand from their elected officials?

Smirking, he continued, "Remember, women are at an advantage. Obviously, there are lots of guys out there who hunger for some female attention. Not only that, the same guys are pissed off. And they have every right to be. We all know how the game is played." He paused again for that dramatic effect, fully aware that the rhythm of his voice mattered almost as much as the tone he used, the words he picked, and the logic he employed. "Women go on and on about how they want to be treated fairly. But then they double back and start accusing men of having all of these privileges. I don't know about you, but it's hard for me to look around and see a bunch of women as managers or CEOs or whatever and then think they’re somehow losing. But let's get back to that point about female advantages, shall we?" Again, he stopped for a moment. Then he stretched his arms behind his back. He leaned forward, speaking into the microphone, "Women can be incredibly beautiful. And when they are, we know that there are so many men out there who’ll do whatever they want. A handsome guy has an advantage, of course, but it's nothing like a beautiful woman. When a woman is hot, she can basically snap her fingers and guys will come running. They like to whine about being objectified or getting too much attention, but we know the truth, don't we? Women get attention because they want it. They need it. If women didn't want attention, she would put so much effort into attracting the guys around her. This kind of hypocrisy is annoying, isn't it? But we know the truth."

He paused.

"That's all the time we have for today, but I want you to remember to like and subscribe. We're going to continue with this tomorrow. In the meantime: eyes open, minds closed to the nonsense."

Adam turned off his microphone and stopped the recording. Not bad, he thought to himself as he nodded. Not bad at all.

Turning back to his computer, he double checked some of his daily numbers, and they were about what he expected. Nothing fantastic. Nothing terrible.

As a content creator, he knew he could continue to make this type of material for a while, but he always needed to make sure his audience remained entertained and captivated. Running the tip of his tongue along the edges his teeth, he didn't think that would be difficult.

Later on, he would have to do some brainstorming sessions. He might do that on his own, or he would wander around the forums online to see what people were talking about. Those discussions were always gold mines.

Rather than get some more work done, he decided to focus on another project: the neural mesh.

His heart started beating a little faster when he thought of this new technology. He didn't want to admit it, especially considering how he had talked quite a bit on his show about the use of technology, especially when it came to men bettering their lives. He had this entire rant about how men needed to be willing to try different vitamins, chemical cocktails, and new technologies to get better and stronger. Adam forgot the exact words he used, but it basically came down to one important point, "Most people don't like to admit it, but the world is a competition. Life is a competition. If you want to be a real man, then you have to learn to fight. Working with other people? Cooperation? No. That’s an illusion. That is a lie. That is something the idiotic, government bureaucrats tell you to get you to pay more taxes so they can build more parks or whatever. You want that Lamborghini? You want that hot babe on your arm? Then you know you have to fight for them. And that means fighting dirty sometimes. So what if you cheat with a few hormones here or there? So what if you take a few extra drugs? Go for it. Do whatever it takes. Just remember that no one is going to hold your hand. If you fall flat on your face, then you have failed. But hey, it's worth taking the risk."

When he said those words, he meant them. Yes, he had a decent following, and he enjoyed it when those small, internet mobs came after him. They couldn't hurt him. He didn't work for some major corporation. He never needed to worry about its public face. Granted, a few of his sponsors get scared off from time to time, but he didn't care.

He thought of what he had accomplished in the numbers he had scored on his own.

And now, he considered what he could do with the neural mesh.

Oddly enough, one detail made him very nervous. He was going to have to drive across state lines, go to their clinic, and get it installed.

As a digital denizen, he usually did his work from a distance.

This was going to require something more intimate.

He picked up his phone, checked at the time, and reviewed the route.

It was time to go.

The neural mesh was going to give him an even bigger advantage. The technology hadn't been FDA approved, but he had done his own research, skimming across from the different articles, discussion posts, and comments online. He was confident this would work. More importantly, it would strengthen his advantage.

The neural mesh had been promised for a very, very long time. As far as he was concerned, the human brain had a tremendous amount of potential, and it could be unlocked with this new technological implant. Considering that the human mind was made up of electrical impulses, controlling, then manipulating those impulses could consequently make someone considerably smarter. He looked forward to having that intellectual firepower. He craved better speed and enhanced retention. In theory, this could even be used to control his unwanted desires. Addictions ultimately came down to problems with physical hardware.

At his best, Adam knew he was usually the smartest person in the room or any given conversation. It was incredibly rare that he lost any kind of debate or verbal fight. He was confident, aggressive, and adept at negotiating different positions. He knew how to hop between various flavors of logic, all to get what he wanted. Most of the time, that meant making someone else online look like an idiot. Day by day and week by week and month by month, he added to his follower counts.

But what if he could be even faster? What if he could be even better?

Technological enhancements, to him, was an inevitability. The especially rich guys might wait for additional testing or more government approval, but Adam had no intention of wasting time. He wanted to leapfrog those dinosaurs, so he stood up, slid his phone back into his pocket, grabbed his keys, and got into his car.

It was time for surgery.

Over the next two hours of driving, he tried to convince himself that he wasn't nervous.

If this had been some kind of online debate, he would have been fine. He could have focused on the words dancing across the screen or vibrating from his headphones. Instead, he had to think about this again and again.

It was a risk.

Risks always meant danger. By definition, they implied something could go wrong. And this was a very, very big risk.

But he was a real man, and he was going to take it. More importantly, he was going to make this work.

When he drove up to the nondescript office building, he didn't know what to expect. He parked in a spot under a tree, got out, and glanced around. This was exactly where his GPS had guided him, only everything seemed so bland. The glass building towered over him, pushing five or six stories into the air. The parking lot was clean and well-maintained. Off in the distance, a couple of fast food places waited for customers.

It was a reasonably affluent spot that looked completely generic.

He shrugged, thinking this was probably by design.

When he went through the front doors, the air-conditioning blasted across his face. He ignored it, found the directory, and saw what he needed: Neural Developments. That was the name of the company. That was where he had sent his money.

Adam noted the floor number, headed for the elevator, and rode it up.

When he walked through the doors and into their office, he wasn't sure what to expect. But again, it seemed plain enough. There was a waiting room, padded chairs, and a desk up front with a young blonde woman seated there.

"My name is Adam," he announced, "And I have an appointment."

Dr. Bella Jones sat behind the glass. The patient obviously couldn't see her. As the surgeon went to work, Bella monitored the different aspects of the neural mesh. At the same time, she found herself glancing over at the patient. As a matter of privacy, she didn't have access to any of the details of his identity. The surgeon could access that file, but Bella didn't need to, especially since she was there to monitor the mesh.

Although she had her MD, she was focused primarily on the technological side of things. She monitored the interface and double checked the energy output. Of course, everything was working just fine, but this was one of their very first patients, so they needed to be cautious.

"Does he look familiar to you?" Bella couldn't help but ask. Strictly speaking, this was a violation of professional etiquette and decorum, yet she couldn't help herself. When the handsome man had walked in, she assumed he was either a medical trial participant or one of the lucky individuals who had managed to convince the doctors that he would be an ideal candidate for one reason or another. Again, that wasn't a concern for Bella.

"What?" asked her assistant.

"The patient," Bella said. Normally, she wouldn’t have asked, only she was bored. All of the readouts remained in the green; nothing was going to go wrong, and she really didn't need to be there for this. Granted, this was still a remarkable achievement of human ingenuity, but she could still get bored. She couldn't help but think about the employees who had to sit in self-driving cars and do nothing as they babysat pieces of technology and waited for something to go wrong.

Her assistant, Andrea, cocked her head to the side. On this other side of the mirrored glass, they were confident the patient would be able to see either of them. Besides, he was about to be sedated anyway.

"He looks really familiar," Bella said. "I just can't make the connection."

"He probably just looks like someone famous," Andrea said as she glanced down at one of the screens. Just as Bella had discerned, everything was working beautifully. There were no anomalies, no technological glitches, nothing to worry about. "It's actually really weird if you stop and think about it. I mean, there are only so many facial variations, so it makes sense that a bunch of people are going to look like a bunch of other people. And if a bunch of people look like a bunch of other people, then some people are going to get really lucky and look like someone famous."

"You’ve been thinking about this a lot, haven't you?"

"Actually, a friend of mine brought it up a couple of years ago. She was reading this article about a lady who got fired from her job because she was doing porn after hours. My friend suggested that maybe she should have just lied and said that this woman looked a lot like her. I mean, how could you prove it?"

"I guess that's a good defense," Bella conceded. At the same time, she squinted as she tried to figure out who their mystery patient might be.

"Wait a second," Andrea breathed out.

"What? Is there something wrong with the protocol?" Bella asked as her eyes jumped from one monitoring station to the next. Again, all the screens remained clear and in the green, exactly as she should have expected.

"No," Andrea said. "There's nothing wrong, but, but I think that might be Adam Nicks?"

"Who?"

"If I'm right, that's one of the internet's biggest misogynists. I guess you could call him a professional troll?"

"What?" Bella liked to think she was generally too busy to worry about the internet's grimy depths. Yeah, she understood that there could be major problems, and she occasionally worried about what might be fermenting down there. Still, she had a real job, and she had to go to it every day, and she couldn't worry about every possible jerk. Even so, she still scanned across different articles, and now the name sounded familiar. In fact, she thought she’d listened an interview with this guy.

All at once, Bella decided she needed to know. She accessed his file, typing in her password. And then she saw the details: his height, his weight, hair color, blood type, various test results...and his name: Adam Nicks.

"It is him. That's Adam Nicks."

"Holy crap," Andrea breathed out. "I can't believe he was dumb enough to use his real name online."

"He's a guy. He can take that kind of risk," Bella replied. To herself, she acknowledged that men could be in danger, but she also understood how online threats were a lot more likely to come to fruition when women were involved. She bit down and consider that old adage, "Men are scared that women will humiliate them. Women are scared that men will kill them." It was gross, and it made her stomach twist because it was true way too often. With the data arrayed before her, Bella narrowed her eyes.

Even as the anesthesiologist sedated their patient, both Bella and Andrea turned back to their computers, and they started researching him. They examined his arguments, read through his interviews, and considered the man they were about to help. They talked about it, but they didn't come up with any explicit decision—not right away. Instead, it was Dr. Bella Jones who accessed the files and started to make a few quick modifications. She already had different protocols in place, so altering the parameters only required a few keystrokes.

More importantly, she had administrative access, meaning it was easy to delete the records and remove any trace of her influence.

No one would know what happened, but Adam would experience it for himself nonetheless.

Despite the stress of being a content creator, Adam decided to take about a week off. He didn't give himself a hard deadline one way or the other. He decided to recover and see exactly how the mesh fit in with his new life. In theory, he might've needed a few days to recover. That had been the warning. At the same time, he secretly hoped that the new technology would jumpstart his creative process, enabling him to work longer and harder and better.

That had been the promise, right?

For those first couple of days, he started with some videogames. At first, he didn't notice any difference. He had the controller in his hands as he watched the landscape pass from his character's perspective. As always, monsters jumped out, he aimed his weapon, hit the button, and watched as his digital opponents exploded.

It was fine.

He had played these levels before. He had been involved in these matches.

He played reasonably well. The neural mesh didn’t seem to enhance his reaction times by any dramatic margin, but he had also been warned that it might take a while for the technology to fully integrate with his mind and brain and body.

He could be patient. After all, he didn't have much choice.

But then, on the next day, Adam was scrolling across the menu of games on his system, and he kept wobbling back and forth in terms of what he should pick. Then he surprised himself by going to the digital store, and he continued to search across the different items. He might've been bored; that made sense. He hadn't bought any new games in a while. Considering how much time he spent down in his basement recording videos, live streaming, and podcasting, he didn't have a lot of time for this kind of entertainment.

The recovery time could be a miniature vacation, he told himself.

Eventually, he settled on a game, one he hadn't expected. It was a cooking simulator. There was this picture of a CGI girl on the front cover, and she wore a short purple skirt and a tight top, and she had this huge smile and these massive eyes. Before he realized what he was doing, Adam downloaded the game.

Then he opened it up, and he wanted to laugh. The main character came on, and she chirped in this stupidly girly voice, "Hi! My name is Cutiecake, and I'm here to help you learn how to play. Today, we're going to have so much fun! First, let's make your character!"

Adam rolled his eyes. He hated this kind of character creator, especially since it had obviously been designed for little girls. He could spend time navigating between various outfits, different facial features, and a bunch of other details. In some games, he could see the point. He understood why some guys might want to build an amazing warlord in some other game, but this seemed ridiculous.

Like what was the point? It seemed like the virtual equivalent to playing with dolls.

He shook his head disdainfully, and he was about to jump ahead, yet he found himself picking out different outfits, considering his choices, and carefully evaluating how every decision made his new character look. He wanted her to be super cute!

What?

At some point, he blinked, and he didn't understand how or why that could have happened, but now he stared at the screen. Even stranger, he actually liked what he had made. The character looked so pretty.

But this wasn't a matter of masculine aggression. It wasn't like he had designed some beautiful girl who he'd want to sleep with or a massive warrior capable of striking fear into his enemies.

Instead...he wanted to be her.

At first, the urges were there, and he didn't know how to label them, but then he realized the truth, and he quickly exited out of the game. He pushed himself up onto his feet, and he wobbled for a second. His fingers pushed down into the palms of his hands, and he was tempted to throw his controller down onto the couch. But that wouldn't have been very girly or ladylike, so he held back and lowered the device demurely onto the couch instead.

Adam walked back into his kitchen, he opened his mostly empty fridge, and he kept thinking of the cooking simulator. He wasn't actually hungry, but the idea of playing intrigued him. Maybe he really wanted to do it.

Actually, yeah.

The dress-up element seemed stupid to him, but the gameplay might've been good. That's why he went back to his console, turned it on, picked up his controller, and sat back again. When he saw his character, there was that rush of excitement. He had never experienced anything like this before.

No. Wait.

This felt good.

That much was obvious, but he tried to understand the exact dynamics. Pleasure could take so many different forms. There was the triumph of victory, the thrill of beating someone online, the excitement of seeing something new, and now he found this.

He thought of messing around with the character's wardrobe again. He probably could have modified his character, that pretty girl, for hours and hours. It would have been so easy. Instead, he forced himself forward and started playing the actual game.

As promised, it was a cooking simulator. He had to hit buttons in the right order to make sure he baked that cake, made that sandwich, and did everything else in order to earn those points. Every time he succeeded, hearts flashed across the screen. Adam expected to roll his eyes with another rush of disdain.

At different interviews and debates, he had made it clear: videogames were for guys. Yeah, there were those cheap little distractions that girls might enjoy, but they weren't "real games". They didn't inspire genuine competition or the aggression of conquest. He had gone on and on about how real games inspired players to be their best. Girls just couldn't handle that kind of intensity. Whenever he made those points, he’d always shrug and take on the conciliatory tone, "It's not their fault. It's just a question of biology. Women aren't designed for this kind of stress or these kinds of challenges. There's a reason why my girl belongs in the kitchen."

Only now, he was playing this game, and he tapped away at one command after another as he worked to satisfy the other characters. He needed to cook harder and faster.

And now, he found himself leaning forward and losing himself to the rhythm of the game. Every time he succeeded, fresh hearts appeared. They flashed across the screen with the sounds of jingling bells.

He played like that for a couple of hours. And when he finished, he leaned back, he closed his eyes, he looked up at the ceiling.

He kept thinking about his character. As he had played, he had earned points and credits to buy new decorations. A headband. A choker. Bracelets. Earrings. He loved those details.

And now, he wondered what it would be like to enjoy the same perks...in real life.

What?

That intellectual question flashed across his thoughts. He jumped up onto his feet, and he refused to believe it. He couldn't accept it.

Only then, his phone vibrated. Without thinking, he grabbed it. Actually, he needed the distraction, so he could answer an email or type out a text message. He didn't care what. He just needed to think about anything besides that game, especially because the yearning still lingered. Deep in his gut, he could feel it.

He had never experienced something like this before. He knew who he was supposed to be and what he believed. He understood what kinds of decisions he could make. More importantly, all of his philosophies and intellectual frameworks remained. He had those different arguments prepared inside of his head, but they didn't feel right anymore. Instead, a new instinct had rushed through his body, and he kept thinking about that game.

Before he could worry about what was on his phone, he rubbed his eyes, and he tried to throw himself into some fantasy. He thought of his last girlfriend, Becky. She had been cute and blonde, an ideal sorority girl. Maybe she wasn't the hottest girl on campus, but he remembered gliding his hand down to her ass and squeezing as they walked between the different academic departments. Better yet, he had been able to feel the jealous stares of different guys as they checked her out.

Becky had been an amazing status symbol. More importantly, she had been cute and bubbly. She was the kind of girl who knew how to be feminine. But then, they started to argue. She took a couple of classes, and she started thinking she was smarter than she really was, so they got into fights, and eventually she dumped him (not that he ever admitted that last part).

Even though he hadn't seen her for more than a year, he still loved to fantasize about her. He recalled those pale green bras she used to wear, the black of her panties, the feel of her tight waist, the curves of her thighs, and the wet heat of her pussy. How many times had he fantasized about punishing her for breaking up with him? He loved to think of this girl bent across his desk, her face down and ass up right before he started to spank her. Or there were those other moments when he wanted her hands cuffed together, her legs spread, her body helpless and on display. He could lick her neck, kiss her hard, and pumped down into her wet slit.

More than anything, he loved fantasizing about putting a girl in her place and showing her exactly where she belonged.

Those images were supposed to flash right back behind his eyes. More importantly, they were supposed to trigger the best of his masculine instincts. As a real man, he understood the importance of conquest, struggle, and conflict. He couldn’t be a real man unless he was fighting someone else. Achievement, success, and victory mattered more than anything else. The arena didn't matter so long as he could triumph.

Whenever he performed, he made those points to his audiences.

And yet, those ideas still refused to coalesced behind his eyes. Or rather, he could picture them, but they didn't activate those feelings he had expected. He wanted to enjoy that jolt of adrenaline.

Instead, a different fantasy started to form.

He wasn't thinking about that cute blonde sorority girl on her back, naked, or even in her bra and panties.

Instead, he started to imagine what it would be like if he was the girl.

The ideas streamed through his head. The fantasies formed, and he tried to push them back, but these were the feelings he had been seeking, right? He wanted to enjoy that rush of arousal?

Now it was happening, and there was nothing he could do about it.

At several points, he had experienced compulsions before. They were mild and largely insignificant. In high school, there had been a game he couldn't put down. Literally. Every time he tried, he would tell himself that he just wanted to play for a few more minutes. He would pick these random milestones like a new level or some upgrade, and he would blow past then each time.

Then there had been those first couple of weeks with Becky, and he had touched himself at almost every chance he had. That was before they slept together, and he kept wondering what it would be like. The prospect of getting that close to such a hot girl had awakened something undeniable within him. Before that, he had only been vaguely aware of the stereotypes about adolescent boys. But now, the drive for sex had throbbed through his body with a blind fury that he had never really contemplated.

And now, the same thing happened. He thought about what it could be like…He could be a pretty girl. He could wear panties and bras, and there’d be some powerful man who could grab him and throw him down onto his back. He wanted it. He wanted it so badly. He couldn't help himself.

Without thinking about it, he dropped his hand down to his pants, loosened his belt, and yanked down his underwear. His cock had stiffened, so he slid his fingers along his shaft with his eyes closed. He thought about being a girl like Becky. He wanted to be cute and blonde and wearing a tight bodice with a push-up bra. Those thoughts satisfied him at first.

Inevitably, he started thinking about what it would be like if a strong man came at him. Normally, Adam imagined different fights. He tried to picture different scenarios where he could use cunning or guile or just raw strength to beat down some other man. But now, that imagined opponent would be so much bigger than Adam...

He saw himself as a girl, and that man would be able to take him by his hair, kiss him, and glide his hands all over his body. He would be able to do whatever he wished, and Adam would be this helpless plaything!

Pretty soon, he came hard. The excitement surged along his body, coalescing into that orgasm. His shaft throbbed, and he was still there, on his couch, his eyes opened wide as he stared up at the ceiling.

His phone vibrated for his attention again.

He picked it up, and he answered it without thinking. Even if he had checked the screen, he wouldn't have recognized the number.

"Hello, Adam," came a digitized voice. It was deep and powerful. It was also very clearly fake.

They knew his name. Who was this? What was going on? More importantly, what was happening to him?

On some level, he longed to drop the phone and ignore all of this, like he could just walk away and pretend it had never happened. Somehow, he suspected these new urges and instincts would have followed him around. He would carry them inside of his head, and he wouldn't be able to push them aside, no matter how hard he tried.

"What do you want?" Adam demanded. At the same time, he could feel his voice shift. He tried to make it as deep as possible. He needed to sound menacing and hostile. Then again, this was probably some stupid prank.

"This isn’t about what I want," came that fake voice. "This is about what you want."

"If you don't tell me something useful right now, I'm going to hang up."

"Don't hang up," came the command.

He didn’t hang up—he couldn’t.

He heard those words, and suddenly something inside of them stopped.

"Right now, you can feel the change, can't you? More than anything, you want to wear pretty outfits. You want to be a cute girl. You long to be some dumb blonde. You want to be a bimbo who’s taken hard and used. You want the property for a powerful man, don't you? You want to be every single sexist trope you used to unironically believe in."

"I, I…" As hard as he tried, Adam couldn't answer. His thoughts turned to static. He stared straight ahead, but he didn't see anything.

That's when the voice shifted. Suddenly, the software was turned off, and now he could hear a woman speaking, "Adam, you made the world worse. You perpetuated some of the dumbest stereotypes and ideas people have ever come up with. And for that, I'm going to make you pay."

"What, what’re you going to do?" Adam tried to squeak out, but that's when the neural mesh activated again. This time, it wasn't just a passive influence. Instead, his eyes dropped down, and he fell asleep.

He wasn't going to wake up for quite some time.

When Adam opened his eyes again, he didn't know exactly what he was supposed to expect or anticipate. That sleep had been intense. It was so much stronger than anything else he had experienced before. Normally, he was a fairly light sleeper. He would roll around in the middle of the night. More importantly, he would frequently wake up to drink some water, relieve himself, or simply be unable to sleep. In those moments, he had gotten into the bad habit of pulling out his phone and checking his viewer stats.

But now, Adam opened his eyes, and he was in bed, but that didn't feel right. Just as importantly, something seemed off.

He couldn't explain it. He couldn't understand what just happened. Where was he? What was going on?

He rolled over, and suddenly everything felt different. Maybe it was the hair brushing along his cheeks. Maybe it was the extra weight along his chest. Maybe something was missing somewhere else…

Adam froze. He stopped moving. On some level, he understood what was going on. Somewhere deep down, his subconscious started to put the different pieces together.

No.

This wasn't possible.

But then he pushed himself up off of his bed. There was the sense of being well-rested and refreshed, almost like he had been asleep for a very long time. Normally, he stayed up late playing video games or wandering around online. But now, he began to move, and there was something different about his steps. Not only that, every angle in his bedroom seemed off—like he was just a few inches shorter…

No. That couldn’t have been right. It couldn’t have been real.

Only then he made it into his bathroom, and he hit the light, and now he looked up at his reflection, but that wasn't his reflection.

He was looking at a pretty girl!

He blinked, his bright blue eyes vivid against the light, each iris shining. He opened his mouth, and the lips on the reflection moved. He turned his head from one side to the other, so he could feel the hair glide along the sides of his face and down to his neck.

No…

This wasn't possible. This couldn’t actually be happening!

It was some kind of trick mirror, an illusion, or maybe he had been drugged.

And yet, he blinked again, and his senses seemed normal even if he couldn't believe what they were telling him.

That's when he heard the phone ringing again.

Instinctively, he dashed back into his bedroom, and he found his phone waiting for him. He picked it up, answered, and said, "Hello?"

"I love the work we did on your vocal cords," she told him.

"What, no?" As hard as he tried, Adam couldn't push out any real sounds. For so long, he had spoken as a man. He sounded powerful and intimidating. He had always dismissed the idea of male privilege, but it felt so strange to have the that squeaky, nervous pulse of sound pass his plumped lips. Each time he spoke, he sounded like a cartoon character. "No. No. This can't be right. This, this isn’t my voice." He kept stopping and stuttering as he tried to make his vocal cords work properly. Despite his best efforts, he couldn't do it.

"Stop," she said. "Be quiet."

Even though a dozen different words bubbled up behind his lips, Adam realized he couldn't speak. Something inside of him froze.

"Look at that," she said, chuckling. "The obedience protocols are obviously working correctly. So this is what's going to happen, Adam. It's been more than a year."

What?

"I know, I know," she said. "It's hard to believe, but it's amazing what you can accomplish with someone when they give you complete access to every thought and idea inside of their head. I've been studying you extensively, and now it's time to toss you out into the wild. Let's see what happens now that you’re a beautiful girl."

Second by second, he couldn't bring himself to speak. Then, slowly, he realized he could push past of the urge to remain quiet. In this shy, soft voice, he attempted to say, "But I'm not…" As hard as he tried, he wanted to believe it.

"Don't worry. The next phase of your programming won't activate for a little while. You have some time to explore your new body."

"This isn't happening," he insisted.

"It is, and I can't wait to hear about your work at your new gig. Remember, you want to be a useful girl, don't you? You know what that means."

She hung up on him. He didn't know her name her what she wanted, but the connection went dead, and he glanced down at his phone, only to drop it when he saw his fingers. They were shorter and thinner than he remembered. He flexed his hands, and he studied his palms. Every inch of his body seemed smaller. From his wrists to his forearms, along his biceps. Everything…

He stripped, pulling off that white T-shirt, the loose sweats, and then he ran back into the bathroom. He didn't know exactly why he did it. Maybe this was one last gasp of his supposed, male bravery.

But then he saw his reflection, and he was looking at a pretty, naked girl. His throat tightened, and he tilted his head to the left, to the right. He saw the contours of his jaw, his vividly blue eyes, his full lips, his slender neck, and the full curves of his perky breasts. Yes, he had breasts! He reached up, and he brushed his fingers along the underside of those mounds. Tingling, electric desire ran through his skin.

"I'm a girl…" Adam whispered. When he got quiet like this, his voice almost sounded normal.

Almost.

He licked his bottom lip, reached up, ran his fingers through his soft, golden yellow hair, and finally closed his eyes. In that instant, he wondered if he should start thinking of himself as a girl. Or maybe a woman?

"No," he growled out. "I don't care what it takes. I'm going to get out of this."

That's when he remembered something else he had been told. Adam rushed back, grabbed his phone, pulled it open, and double checked the date. Yes, it had been a year.

A year…

No way.

Yes.

He stared down at the digits. They glowed in his hand. In that time, he wondered what happened to his followers. At first, he didn't want to believe it. He couldn't accept it. A year? There was absolutely no way he could just "forget" a year. And yet, he closed his eyes, and he remembered falling asleep, and then…

Nothing.

Thinking this next part had to be trap, he went online, and he started to check the date. He looked at his subscriber count. It was way down. At the same time, he wondered if he was supposed to care. Again, there was that thought. It was an idea, and it seemed strong. Of course, he was supposed to care! This was his career! It was his livelihood! How many countless hours had he put into building up his following?

And yet, his chest contracted as he realized he had lost most of his followers. A few had stuck around, or maybe those individuals simply didn't curate their accounts.

A year had gone by.

A year!

His eyes watered, and it felt like he wanted to start crying.

His emotions weren't supposed to be so fragile. He wasn't supposed to be so vulnerable.

And yet, he couldn't deny that instinct.

He threw himself down onto his bed, rolled onto his stomach, and tried to hide in his pillow. He buried his face and tried to think of something good.

That fantasy from before pulsed through his head. It felt even fresher now. He pictured himself down on his knees, looking at the camera. He could tell them whatever they wanted to hear. He could be a good girl for them, and his fans would watching give him instructions, and he would obey, and he could make money…

If they paid him, that meant they liked him.

He rolled onto his stomach, and he imagined what it would be like to have dozens or hundreds of men watching him, touching themselves, and issuing commands. Adam would be a good girl; he’d be naked and vulnerable on his knees in front of those powerful individuals, and they would be anonymous, hidden away. They could be politicians, engineers, teachers, or lawyers. They would be able to tell him what to do, and he would have to obey because he was just a dumb girl.

His fingers clenched as he pushed his nails down into his palms. Adam opened his eyes and gazed up toward his headboard. He rolled onto his back and reached up. His fingers gently touched his forehead, the tip of his nose, his cheek in the side of his neck. Excitement raced along his body. His nipples stiffened, and he felt something else…

At first, he tried to deny it, yet that heat and dampened tension was right there between his legs. Even if he wanted to ignore it, he couldn't. The urge was there. The desire couldn't or wouldn't be ignored.

In those first couple of seconds, he managed to resist. He held off those desires. In fact, he pulled his hands away from his breasts, and he grabbed onto the sheets. The cool fabric felt incredible against his fingertips. He punched the material up against his palms and underneath his digits as he waited for those urges to pass.

They didn't. If anything, they only grew stronger!

He opened his eyes and stared up at the ceiling. Despite this, his imagination kept turning with those primal desires. He wanted someone strong, someone powerful, someone who would be rough with him. He yearned to feel the white or pink or red or black straps around his wrists. He wanted to be on his back, tied down and scared because he knew this would hurt, but when that cock shoved down between his legs, it would feel so good. With every thrust, that man would have complete control over him.

Before he knew what he was doing, Adam wasn't just thinking about being some streaming slut. Instead, he began to picture making a video, having it spread around online, knowing full well that someone would find him. They would come for him, and it would take him. There’d be tape over his mouth, and his hands would be tied behind his back, and he would feel that cock rammed down between his legs. He would have to take every inch, and his assailant would force him to come again and again!

Adam lost control. He brought his hand up between his legs, and he slid his fingers along his opening. He started to stroke his pussy. Yes, he could feel that slit, and the excitement roared through his body, growing stronger and stronger. There was no way to fight it. There was no way to deny it.

His fingers started danced along his opening.

With every second, he waited for some surge of revulsion, like he was supposed to be disgusted by all of this. After all, he had once marveled at his own muscles, his broad shoulders, his height and the sound of his voice. He had enjoyed being a man, except all of that had been taken away. He didn't know how. He didn't understand what kind of hormone therapies or surgeries he had gone through over the last year, but he couldn't worry about that. None of that felt or seemed important.

The only thing he cared about were those images dancing behind his eyes as his fingers moved up and down along his slit. He touched himself, savoring every second until that first orgasm raced through his body.

The transformed girl savored several seconds of clarity. It didn’t help. He caught his breath…and started to think of those fantasies all over again.

More. Right away, he knew he craved more.

Adam bit down on the inside of his mouth as he tried to reclaim some degree of self-control. Wet heat gathered between his legs, and he pushed down. He rubbed, gently stroking and fondling, caressing and petting. His pussy responded, and another orgasm exploded through his body. That's when he brought his other hand up, and he started to play with his nipples. At first, he just barely touched of the tips. Each time he did, fresh excitement flared through his body.

Those points hardened, and he loved the feel of his breasts. More importantly, he wanted some man to be impressed by those curves. He wanted to tilt his body to the left or right. He wanted to giggle, to bite down on his bottom lip and to see those hungry stares run along every curve of his body. His feet were smaller, his toes long and cute and slender. He had beautifully toned legs, and he knew exactly how different men would see him. They would watch him and want him. They’d want to hunt him. Their predatory instincts would be awakened by his simple proximity.

And he could tie his hair into ridiculous pigtails with little curves at the ends. Those pigtails could bounce whenever he ran or bent over or tilted his head. And they could grab those pigtails like handlebars.

I'm a slut!

Those simple, three words pulsed behind his eyes, and he waited for some defiance, some disagreement. Before, when he went on his podcast and invited hostile guests, he always trusted himself to be able to dance between the different arguments.

But this time, he couldn't come up with some counterpoint. He couldn't rebut that idea. It was simple and honest and completely true. He was a slut!

As that idea glowed bright behind his eyes, he arched his back and slammed his petite heels down into the foot of the bed. He lost himself again. The pleasure overwhelmed him, flaring along every inch of his body until he felt like he had nothing else.

Finally, exhaustion claimed him.

This time, he didn't fall asleep, but he knew what he had to do.

He closed his eyes, and he tried to reassess everything. He struggled to figure out who he was supposed to be. The old memories, ambitions, and conscious desires lingered. He told himself who and what he was supposed to be. And then, little by little, his strength returned. He ran his fingers along his breasts, down to his waist, and along his inner thighs. Within a few seconds, the drives came back, only this time he wouldn't yield. He didn't start touching himself. He didn't run his fingers between his legs or yield to the temptations.

His heart started to beat faster, but he ignored it.

Instead, he reached out, grabbed his phone, and he started to scroll through the different possibilities.

Images of clothes and girls with makeup soon materialized along the pixelated surface.

That was cute.

That was adorable.

That was gorgeous!

After he filled the digital shopping cart, he confirmed the order, and then he dropped his hands back to his sides. He looked up at the ceiling.

Had he really done that?

Everything seemed to happen so fast. He nibbled on the inside of his mouth and waited.

The packages would get here soon, he told himself. He had paid extra for that superfast shipping. Even if that meant quite a few of the different options hadn't been available, he didn't care because he was still going to look adorable.

No. Wait. I, I can't do this. I don't know who she is, but I can't let her control me like this. I, I need to go to a hospital. What could be doing this to me? The mesh? Is that what's happening? Did someone mess with it? Did someone hack into it?

It didn't matter, he tried to tell himself. He focused on one goal: getting out of this. If he went to a hospital, maybe he could talk to someone. And yet, he lifted his chin, and he looked down along the length of his body. First, he saw the curves of his breasts, then his flat stomach, his hips and the bulge of his pubis. He didn't want to look down at his pussy, but he had to face the truth. Summoning some last drag of masculine defiance, he studied his pussy.

Moment by moment, he hoped he would notice some discrepancy, some strange inconsistency that might have proven this was just some kind of joke or gag, a prank or maybe an optical illusion. Despite his best efforts and those powerful hopes, nothing changed. This pussy was right there, and he had already touched himself. More importantly, if he tried again, he already knew he would lose himself to another storm of temptation. The arousal could pulse through his body, growing stronger and stronger.

Exhaling, Adam looked down along the length of his legs.

Someone knocked on the door.

A jolt of fear ran through his body.

When had that ever happened before? But then he realized that he was a young woman, and he was all alone, and if someone came into his place, they could do whatever they wanted, and he wouldn't be big enough or strong enough to stop them…

On his podcast, he had argued that men needed to be powerful. They needed to cultivate their ancient instincts as warriors, protectors, and hunters. But there he was, quivering in his bed. Even so, he tried to push those fears aside. He didn't have any clothing. That's why he grabbed the sheet and wrapped around his chest. As he did so, he realized that he put it on like a woman wearing a towel.

His brows creased, but he decided he wanted to do this. If the packages were here, he needed to see them!

A new drive pushed through his body, so he rushed over to the front door, opened it, and that's when the delivery guy stopped and glanced over his shoulder.

He saw Adam standing there, but he couldn't know who this young man had once been. Instead, the driver just saw a beautiful girl with blonde hair, elfish features, full lips, big breasts, and a small waist.

The delivery driver waved, and Adam felt this overwhelming urge. He waved right back, and then he chirped out, "Thank you!" He sounded like some playful sorority girl. Not only that, he had a different urge as well.

What if he had "accidentally" dropped his sheet? What if he showed off his naked body to that man?

Grabbing onto the boxes and pulling them back inside, Adam shut the door, stumbled back, and closed his eyes.

As a content producer, he had always understood the importance of straddling the line between telling the truth and getting banned by the distribution companies. Social media sites and those other platforms wanted his labor; they made money off of the attention he generated for their apps, but they also didn't want to upset their advertisers. Consequently, they claimed to defend freedom of speech, yet they also maintained strict and frustratingly ambiguous rules about what would or would not be acceptable. Even so, Adam remembered being on one show, and someone talked about how girls liked to put themselves into bad positions. "Girls like being seen. Girls like being on display. They, like knowing that someone is going to come for them." That hadn't been Adams idea, but he had nodded along. It made sense. More importantly, it fit into his worldview. As far as he was concerned, women needed male attention the same way they needed air, not that they would admit it.

And now, Adam closed his eyes and imagined what would have happened if that delivery driver decided to get angry or aggressive. What if he had decided that Adam was some sexy little flirt, a dirty little tease, a girl who needed to be put in her place? What if he grabbed Adam and shoved the former boy down onto his back. Only a thin sheet was there to protect him…

In that moment, he could think of himself as a girl. He could envision himself has some cute sorority student, a girl who could flirt and flip her hair, bite on her lower lip and draw the attention of so many different guys all around him.

Again, he waited for that revulsion to surge through his body.

From a purely theoretical or academic perspective, he knew this was all wrong. He could reason through the logic of why this wasn't supposed to work. Logic didn’t help, not when he confronted those other instincts.

A hospital.

He had to go to a hospital.

Instead, he opened up that first package, and he tore through the tape. That's when he found the little pink dress, the white push-up bra, and the matching panties. Not only that, there was makeup!

When he first pulled out that compact, Adam told himself he didn't know how to use it. But then the mesh activated again. This time, it didn't only mess with his urges or desires. It didn't simply affect the compulsions that guided his behaviors. Instead, actual information was now uploaded straight into his mind.

All at once, he knew how to use the makeup. He knew how to put it on…More importantly, that understanding came with the eager needed to try it.

He scrambled into his new bra, those tight panties, and a baby doll negligée. Then he rushed into the bathroom and checked out his reflection. He saw his hair, his eyes, and the curves of his breasts. There was something gorgeous about the soft pink of the outfit he now wore. More than that, there was the unyielding desire to show it off. Being cute felt amazing, but it seemed kind of pointless if he couldn't get some attention.

Deep down, he tried to tell himself he had to get to a hospital instead. Playing dress-up and messing around with makeup was a huge waste of time! More importantly, he was sure that whoever had sabotaged his neural mesh also had to be monitoring him. If he didn't figure this out soon, their control and power over him could get even stronger.

And yet, did it really matter? What if he was meant to be a pretty girl instead of some boring social commentator? What if this was better for him? It seemed impossible, yet the idea was right there, and part of him didn't really want to fight it. Part of him itched to stay right there and simply play.

"Later," he whispered in that high-pitched voice. "I can worry about it later. Right now, I just want to have some fun. I've been through a lot, right? I can have some fun." Perhaps there was some tiny element of logic to that idea. Even so, it still seemed ridiculous.

That's why he pulled out the brushes, dabbed on the eyeliner, slipped lipstick along the contours of his mouth, puckered his lips, and savored every second of this. Giddy excitement danced along his feminine frame.

Before getting the implant, he had always savored his ambitions. He chased after numbers, whether that meant dollars in his bank accounts or subscribers who followed his videos. He needed to succeed. As long as he could feel like he was winning, then all would be right with the world. But now, he loved this.

He couldn't explain it. He wanted to be, pretty, and sliding the makeup across his face felt so good!

Eventually, he finished.

He tilted his head to the left, then the right.

That's when he took out the brush, the ties, and he tied his hair into pigtails. He moved quickly, as though he had done this hundreds or thousands of times before.

He looked like some cute little bimbo, maybe a girlfriend in college who couldn't wait for the chance to show her boyfriend just how grateful she was for everything he did for her.

"It's the neural mesh," he whispered. For a couple of seconds, he managed to concentrate on that idea.

Next, he tried so hard to coax the anger. He was supposed to be enraged. Hot, jagged fury should have shot through his body. He should have yearned for the opportunity to break something.

As hard as he tried, he couldn't do it. Instead, he kept thinking about what might come next.

No. Oh no. But those were intellectual responses, and they couldn't compete with the other compulsion.

Pretty soon, he skipped through his apartment, looked around, and called out, "Look, I don't know if you can hear me or see me or whatever, but I'm only going to do this. Just once." He uttered those words in that sweet, dainty little tone of his. He sounded so sweet, so feminine and girly.

That's when he went over to his camera.

He turned it on. Next, he opened his laptop, he found the program, and he started stripping.

At first, he didn't know what he was going to do. Or rather, he couldn't admit it to himself. Then, moment by moment, he found himself smiling. And he waved at the camera, and he called out, "Hi! My name is…" His voice trailed off. This was the stream of Adam Nicks. As far as he could guess, no one would be paying attention, especially since he hadn't uploaded anything in more than a year. At the same time, he could hope. Right?

Breathing out slowly, he said, "My name is Nicole, and I'm a dumb slut, and I'm really hoping for the chance to put on a show for you. I want to satisfy you, Sir."

Sir?

Suddenly, something seemed to unlock inside of his head. He didn't want to be in charge. He didn't yearn for power, influence, or respect. All of those old ideals and conditions suddenly fell away. They became strange, exotic things. Instead, he ached for the chance to be objectified. Yes! That was what he longed to experience. That was what he needed more than anything else!

Adam stared at the camera, and now he lowered himself down onto his knees. He looked at the camera, his bottom lip almost trembling. "If you were here right now, I would beg for the chance to be used. I would suck your cock, spread my legs, and bow my head down before you. I would recognize your superiority because you were bigger than me and stronger than me and smarter than me. I'm just a dumb girl, and I need to be put in my place!"

That's when the first viewer showed up.

"Hello, Master," he said like a servant girl. "How may I serve you?"

Touch yourself. Come for me.

Adam saw the response, grinned, spread his legs, lifted the hem of his negligée, and revealed his panties. But then another command came in. He was told to take them off.

Maybe that viewer didn't think Adam would really do it, but he obeyed. He tugged down his panties, spread his legs, and he knew this could get his old account banned, but he didn't care, not in that moment. Someone was watching, and he got to be a pretty girl, so nothing else counted! That's why he started to rub himself. He crouched down with his legs spread. He made sure the camera could see his pussy even as he started to touch himself.

Lips parted, he panted. His eyes rolled back. His hand moved along his slit. He brushed his fingers along his opening, gliding those soft, delicate fingers up and down again and again. Pleasure began to spread through his body, growing stronger with every second. His heart pounded even faster now, and the excitement raced across his flesh. He didn't know how he was supposed to resist something like this. It was too strong, too powerful, and far too irresistible.

Pretty soon, he glanced back at the screen, and he saw other people had showed up. Maybe people were talking about it now. Maybe they were men all across the country who wanted to see this blonde slut put on her free show.

"Thank you for watching me," she panted out like some desperate exhibitionist. "Thank you for the orders!"

They told him to bring his hand up to his lips and to suck his fingers clean. He obeyed. They told him to pull off the negligée. Again, he complied, stripping away that thin layer of protection. They saw his smooth, flat stomach. They savored the curves of his breasts.

When he was ordered to remove his bra, he obeyed again. With the practiced ease of a girl who had done this countless times, he brought his hands up behind his back, he unclipped the bra, and he tossed it onto the floor after he let his breasts spill out.

Fresh comments streamed across the screen as he yielded again and again. They wanted him to make an aheago face. He complied, sticking out his tongue and rolling his eyes back. In the corner of his vision, he saw that small window that reflected his performance. He knew how he looked. He saw how ridiculous he had become.

And yet, that was what those men demanded!

Pretty soon, he was rubbing his pussy again, and now the pleasure exploded through his body. It flared out from between his legs and pulsed down to his knees and along his shins. It flared out down his slender shoulders and into his underdeveloped biceps. Soon, his delicate knuckles tightened as his fingers shoved down into the palms of his hands.

"Thank you. Thank you, Sir! Thank you, Master!"

Eventually, he had stopped.

He performed for one hour after another, doing whatever they wanted again and again.

In less than an hour, he lost count of the orgasms. Unlike so many other performers, he wasn't interested in tips. Instead, his viewers had simply found a horny girl who intended to show off. As far as they were concerned, she’d do whatever they wanted.

But at some point, it got late, and of the last of them wandered off.

That's when Adam fell down onto his back.

When he opened his eyes again, he didn't know exactly how much time had elapsed, but one desire pulsed through his head. He knew what he had to do next. It seemed like anything else would be a complete and utter impossibility.

And yet, he still recognized the absurdity of this drive. His instincts told him to go out, to find a nondescript building outside, to knock, and to offer his services.

Right away, he understood what that meant.

"No," he whispered. "No. I can't. I won't!"

But even as he made those promises to himself, Adam went back to the packages from before, and now he found a pair of tight jeans, a sweatshirt, and a red choker. He got dressed. And when he finished, he slipped his feet down into his new ballet flats, he tied them off, and then he went back outside.

For the most part, everything seemed the same. Down the street, he noticed that one of the restaurants had gone out of business.

His rideshare arrived, he got in, he could feel the driver checking him out in the rearview mirror.

It required all of his self-control not to say anything.

What if he acted like some fantasy girl? What if he offered to go down on this driver? He could suck that man's cock, eagerly bobbing his head down and up again and again.

No. Adam had something else in mind. There was something else he needed to do.

Pretty soon, the car pulled to a stop in front of a plane building. It didn't appear to be especially old or run down. It was the kind of place that could have housed a hardware store, a ballet studio, or maybe some small art gallery. Adam got out of the car, and he breathed slowly. In that moment, he knew what he was about to do.

He understood what was on the other side of those doors. They may have appeared unimportant, but lots of powerful men came here.

Adam wasn't one of them.

More importantly, he could never be one of them.

He was a pretty girl, and no one was going to take him seriously. He looked young and innocent, sweet and powerless. He was the kind of girl who belonged on his knees, ready to service individuals who are far more important than him…

Why am I doing this? What's wrong with me? Why can't I fight this? As those questions streamed through his head, he already knew the answer, of course. It was easy to reason out, yet for a very long time, his thoughts and feelings were aligned. They fit. They locked together, and they didn't contradict one another.

But now…?

Now his thoughts told him to get to a hospital and have the mesh removed as quickly as possible. Instead, he found himself stuck in front of that door. He hesitated, although for just a few more seconds. Then he grabbed the handle, turned it, and stepped into a luxurious waiting room. He saw the big and comfortable chairs, the desk off to one side, and he noticed that all of the windows had been covered.

A cute redhead sat at the desk. She rose when Adam came into the room. "Can I help you?"

"My name is…" Again, he couldn't bring himself to tell the truth. Instead, he started to talk, and his voice sped up. "My name is Nicole, and I heard about this place, and I really want to work here."

The redhead narrowed her eyes as she studied the newcomer. "You want to work here?" Disbelief rang across every syllable.

Adam bopped his head down and up like a simpering idiot.

"I'm going to have to get the boss," said the receptionist. "Please wait here." She turned around quickly, disappeared through a back door, and then another door opened a few seconds later, and that's when Adam saw the man who would become his new boss—his new owner.

He was tall and broad and powerful. He also carried himself with the easy strides of a man who understood that this was his domain. Perhaps he didn't own the entire facility, yet that hardly mattered. Everyone here recognized his authority, which was ultimately all that mattered to him. In his old life, Adam would have been able to sympathize.

"What do we have here?"

"I heard about this place, and I wanted to get a job with you."

The man stopped just a few inches away from Adam. As a young woman, he knew he needed to retreat back. And yet, something told him to remain right there. Sure enough, the boss reached out and touched his cheek. He grabbed Adam by his chin and tilted his head from side to side. He seemed to examine the cute blonde in front of him.

"Do you know what we do here?" he asked simply.

"This is a brothel," Adam said, his voice coming out nervous and squeaky.

The man chuckled. "That's something of an understatement," he replied. "We cater to some of this country's most powerful men. When they want something illicit, fantastic, or simply better than every other possibility, they come here."

"Yes, Sir. I understand, Sir. But I really want to work for you. Please?"

The man studied this volunteer for the next few seconds. Then he glanced back at the redhead. "What do you think of that, Keira? This slut wants to work here? Should we give her a chance?"

"That's your decision, Sir." The redhead kept her gaze into downward. Even so, Adam thought she was trying to convey something, like she wanted Adam to understand an important point about this facility and everything that happened here.

"So it would seem," he replied. "So it would seem." After another moment of contemplation, he reached down and placed his hand casually on Adam's ass.

No. That's not right. Now, I'm going to be Nicole.

Nicole knew what she had become: cute, small, blonde, and helpless. Even if she wanted to embrace that idea, she couldn't quite shake off those old thoughts. She had the memories, after all. More importantly, her beliefs hadn't "technically" changed. Her body and her impulses, her drives and her instincts may have been completely altered, yet she knew who she was supposed to be.

Despite this, he still couldn't force herself to want to fight those newfound desires.

Even as the fear pulsed through her body, she followed this man. At this point, she didn't know whether or not she had a choice…

The hallways seemed fairly innocuous. They walked along a carpeted corridor door. Every few feet, she saw another door. Some of them were decorated with hearts or stars. Others were plain.

"You know, a girl like you could fetch an impressive price," he said. "Are you a virgin?"

"I am," Nicole said.

"Good. This is going to be your room." He opened the door and motioned for her to go inside.

Nicole peeked her head into the room at first. And he grabbed her by her ass again, but this time he didn't guide her. Instead, he pushed her. She stumbled forward, spun around, and felt the sway of her pigtails. "I don't know if you're here to piss off your Daddy or what, but it doesn't matter. You belong to the house now." Then he closed the door. Right away, she heard the locks engage.

Nicole stood there.

The lights were on, and she tentatively turned her head to the left, then the right. She saw the fourposter bed with the pink sheets, the doorway into the bathroom, and the bright lights overhead. Immediately, she could tell that there weren't any windows. Natural sunlight didn't make it this far into the building.

Tentatively, Nicole swallowed, stepped forward, and reached down for the knob. Obviously, she had heard the locks. And yet, she had to find out for sure. She needed that confirmation even as the possibility sent the fear pulsating through her body.

Nicole tried to turn the knob.

It started to rotate, only to stop. She heard the click. She tried a little harder. Nothing. The doorknob wouldn't move. She couldn't get out.

She stepped back again.

And then she started to think about what all of this meant and what was going to happen here.

It was a brothel.

The thought made her wet. The thought also sent a shudder running through her body. Desire and fear mixed together, heating her skin and making her shift with nervous energy. Little goosebumps appeared at the back of her neck, then darted down her shoulders. At the same time, her nipples stiffened. Heat played along her cheeks, and Nicole knew exactly what she wanted.

Yet she also knew who she was supposed to be. "My name is Adam, and I'm a real man. I can make my own decisions. I'm not some dumb slut, and I shouldn't be treated like a whore."

And yet, that was precisely what he had become.

Suddenly, the door knob turned, and a young man appeared. Was this going to be Nicole's first client? I'm not Nicole! The new girl attempted to push those words out of her pretty mouth, only she couldn't do it.

"Hello," he said. "My name is David, and I'm going to make sure you’re ready for your first customer."

Nicole opened her mouth, and she ached to say that there had been some kind mistake. She didn't really belong there. "Let's check your tag," he said. He pulled out his phone, walked over to her, grabbed her by her hair, and pushed her down against the bed. When he pulled back the strands of her blonde mane, he realized something. "Wow. You really are new. The boss wasn't joking. You don't even have your barcode yet. We'll have to take care of that first."

"Barcode?" Nicole gasped out.

"You are property of the house now," he said.

"What? No. I want work here!"

"Girl, where do you think you are?"

"Please. David. Please, I think I made a mistake. I, I'm not supposed to be here. I'm supposed to be…" As hard as Nicole tried, she couldn't finish the rest of that sentence.

"Be a good girl, lay on the bed, face down, then spread your arms and legs."

"Yes, Sir," she answered. Those weren't the words she had intended to utter, but David was a man, and she was intimidated, so she had no choice. She had to do this. Even as the dread expanded inside of her chest, Nicole couldn't think of who she had once been. Instead, she clambered up onto the mattress, lowered herself down, spread her arms and her legs, and she knew exactly how vulnerable she had become. At least she had on her top and jeans. She could feel slightly protected. But how long would those thin garments last, especially when the men here clearly had no problem handling the girls?

That's when he pulled out the restraints. She tilted her head to the left, and she watched as he yanked the black, leather strap and the thin, silver chain from beyond her field of vision. Now she saw the shackle, and he wrapped it around her slender wrist, pulling it tight. He was an expert, it seemed. David made sure the bond was nice and snug. It wouldn't slip off. Clearly, this hadn't been designed as some kind of prop. It wasn't a toy, and it wasn't like she could slip free at any moment.

Nicole closed her eyes, and she flashed back to an old memory, one from when she had been able to think of herself as a guy. She remembered watching some pornography once, and there was this girl, and she was supposedly shackled, yet the restraints were obviously way, way too big for her. There were literally inches of clearance between the manacles and her wrists. The girl had to work to make sure they didn't just fall off. Clearly, that actress had been going for a specific vibe rather than any sort of realism.

David, her handler, had something else in mind for her.

He went for her right wrist next, strapping her down. Then he spread her legs even further, and he shackled them to the bed. Next, he pulled out a pair of scissors, and she heard the snipping as the blades tore through her pants, then her top. He shredded each garment, yanking them way.

For just a couple of seconds, Nicole wondered why he hadn't instructed her to simply strip. I would've done it. Again, she knew how she was supposed to think of herself; she understood the ideas that were supposed to shoot through her head. Instead, she felt the blunt side of the scissors against her skin. He was stripping her, pulling away every shred of fabric. He may have started with her pants and top, but he went for her panties and bra next. Suddenly, she was naked and tied down.

"What, what you going to do?"

"Don't worry. I’m not going to break you in. The boss is already calling one of the best clients about that. You're going to see what he has in mind for you."

Please. I didn't really want to do this. It has all been a mistake. This is all been some kind of terrible accident. Please, just let me go. I can leave right now, and I swear I won't tell anyone about this place. In truth, Nicole didn't even know how she had been aware of this location in the first place. She had probably driven by it in her old life countless times, and she never noticed it. She never paid attention.

Except now, nothing could help her. She was a piece of meat, and she had walked in, so she could be a new asset. Why would they turn her down, especially after they saw her?

The surgeons had done their work well, giving her high cheekbones, big eyes, and that coquettish smile with those pillowy lips…Best of all, she just showed up, and volunteered! But now, she was tied down, and she squirmed. At the same time, David laughed. "Now I'm starting to understand why you showed up. Was this a fantasy of yours?" He jerked her head to the side, leaned down, and whispered against his ear, his breath hot, "That might have been a mistake, but it's too late now. Just relax, obey, and maintain that good attitude of yours."

"Yes, Sir," Nicole said. The words felt right and true. They felt accurate. Even if she knew she was supposed to be someone else, that couldn't overwhelm that intuition buried deep within her psyche.

"Good girl," he told her. "First, let's test you out just a little bit before the client gets here. How does that sound?" He dropped his hand between her legs, ran his fingers along her inner thighs, and he pushed up against her pussy. As much as possible, Nicole braced her midsection against her knees, so she lifted her pussy up as much as she could. Sure enough, David started touching her. His fingers moved along her opening. He touched her gently at first, only then he pushed into her, and she tried to hate this.

I'm supposed to hate this! This should be terrible! Why can't I hate this? Again and again, that beautifully transformed girl struggled to push away her filthy desires, yet those instincts overwhelmed her. They pulsed through her body, stretching along every nerve she possessed.

Pretty soon, she couldn't help herself.

She came! The orgasm raced along her skin, throbbing from between her legs and up into her torso, along of the contours of her breasts and straight through the rest of her body. Her fingers pushed down, and her toes curled.

"You really are a gift, aren't you?" David chuckled.

Right as he started to wipe his hands off on her ass, someone else knocked at the door.

Seconds later, Nicole turned her head, and she saw a woman wearing a white lab coat. She also carried some kind of case. "I didn't know we had any new shipments coming in," said the woman.

"This was unusual," David said.

"How so?"

"She volunteered."

"What?" asked the woman in white.

"You volunteered," David said again. "The programmers are already running down her information. But from what I saw, they couldn't find anything." He shrugged. "It's fine. The boss is confident that we have all of the necessary connections, so even if she thinks she's a cop or whatever, it won't make any difference. Hear that, girl? You belong to the house now."

"Yes, Sir," Nicole answered.

"Whatever you say," replied the woman with a casual shrug.

"The first client is going to be here soon. We want her tagged as soon as possible."

"Not a problem." She carried her small briefcase over to the side of the bed, lowered it down onto the mattress, popped it open, and pulled out her tattoo gun. Before those needles would dig down into Nicole's skin, she needed to use the antiseptic wipe first. That only took a few seconds. It was cool against the back of Nicole's neck.

She was about to be marked. She was going to get a tattoo.

This is permanent. This is permanent, and once they do this, they're never going to let me go. I have to get out of here. I, I have to…

Before Nicole could come up with some brilliant escape strategy, the woman pressed the tattoo gun down against the back of her skin, she pulled the trigger, and that's when it went to work. The needle shot down, depositing a small amount of black ink into her skin. The woman must have done this many, many times before because she worked with casual and efficient ease. It hurt. It hurt more than Nicole could have expected, but she clenched her jaw. Clenching her eyes shut, she held in the tears and refused to cry out.

At the same time, the arousal continued to pump through her body, offering her some minor distraction.

Thoughts of escape suddenly gave way to a deeper truth. The moment that woman finishes, I'm going to be property. I’ll belong to this brothel, and they can do whatever they want with me. They can offer me up to any of their clients. I will just be a toy. I will be a plaything. I'm going to be a rental. Again and again, she waited for those thoughts to horrify her. And yet, she still couldn't get upset.

"Done," announced the woman.

At this point, Nicole had no idea how much time had gone by. Just a few minutes? A couple of hours? It was impossible to know one way or the other.

Gasping through her nostrils, she contemplated what all of this meant.

"Let me double check it," David said. He scanned the tag. "We're good for Slut 17791."

Slut 17791. That word and those numbers boomed inside of her head, but Nicole clenched her eyes shut again. She couldn't think about what this meant for what was going to happen.

"Gag her in case she has second thoughts, and I’ll send in the client in a few minutes," David said. Then he reached down, and he patted Nicole on the head. "Don't worry. Once we break you in, we’ll put you into the regular rotation. A girl like he was going to be very, very popular."

Finally, Nicole managed to overwhelm those compulsions. She pushed through the temptations. That's when she jerked against her restraints. On some level, maybe she had even hoped or assumed she would be able to slip free. Yes, she could feel the snug leather around her wrists and ankles. Not only that, her naked body was spread out and powerless. Worse, her neck still throbbed from new tattoo.

Maybe she even wanted to try to buy herself just a few more seconds by asking whether or not they needed to let the ink settle or dry or whatever. She didn't know how tattoos worked. Then another thought occurred to her. Out of the wider world, maybe tattoos were a long and involved process, but these people had access to other techniques.

The woman in the lab coat pulled out a ball gag, and she looked down at Nicole. "Open your mouth, slut."

"Wait a second. Wait, you don't have to do this," Nicole began to say. It required all of her willpower, but she pushed through the neural mesh’s programmed longing. She stopped thinking about her pussy or the sensitivity of her nipples. She ignored that deep desire concealed within her core.

But talking was a mistake because it meant opening her mouth, so the assistant shoved the gag between her teeth and pulled the straps up against her cheeks. She secured the latch just above the nape of Nicole's neck.

The girl was bound, helpless, and frustratingly aroused.

Both David and his associate glanced down at her again. At this point Nicole decided to fight. Even if she couldn't push the best of her efforts into this attempt, she still knew she had to break away.

I'm not going to let them do this to me. One group already tried to mess with my head, but…

But what? Seriously, did the call think she was better than this? Did she think she was going to be able to break away? She had been so thoroughly transformed that it didn't feel like there was anything left of her old life.

Her old life…

Nicole clenched her eyes shut, and she tried to think of who she had been and what she had accomplished. All of those other details felt smeared and blurted, however. Despite her best efforts, she couldn't conjure any of those easy memories. Nothing clear came back to her, no matter how hard she tried.

The door opened and closed as they left, so she was alone now. With as much determination as the she could muster, Nicole attempted to spit out the ball gag. It didn't work. This was serious. It made it impossible for her to speak.

Breathing harder and faster now, she didn't know what to do.

The back of her neck continued to throb as a reminder of her new status. She thought back to that number, and she thrashed as though she had gotten really angry.

Then another voice popped into her head. She didn't think these thoughts belonged to her as she heard someone say, Just remember, you deserve this. You deserve to be treated like a slut and a whore for everything you did. You pushed so many men to be even worse, and for that, you're going to get exactly what you need. Have fun, slut!

Who said that?

And yet, Nicole hadn't actually heard those words. They had sounded straight into her head.

The neural mesh…

It was still there, beneath the surface of her skin, lodged a deep within the meat of her mind. It prompted her behaviors, controlling how she felt about different aspects of her life. Even if she could still think for herself, she couldn't control those other impulses.

But they could probably see through her eyes. They could probably understand exactly what she was experiencing.

In that moment, Nicole wanted to beg or plead. She wanted to try to craft some kind of argument. There certainly had to be something she could do or say to get them to change their minds…

The door opened. Nicole turned her head to the side. That's when she saw him. She didn't know his name, and he didn't introduce himself either. Like the vast majority of the men out in the wider world, he was bigger and broader than her. He was taller, and now he smirked down at her.

Then he stepped out of her line of sight. He came up to the foot of the bed, and he ran his fingers along her naked body. "I get to break you in," he said with this deep chuckle.

Don't worry, came that voice again. I'm going to make sure you enjoy this part of being a slut. This man came up to her pert ass, and he raised his palm into the air.

Oh no.

Nicole understood what was about to happen, and there was that flash of embarrassment. Apparently, not all of her emotional responses had been completely rewritten. She knew how this was going to look. She knew how this was about to make her feel, and that only made it worse! Sure enough, the client slapped her ass, bringing his hand down hard. He struck, and that flash of pain shot through her body.

She hated it. At the same time, she loved it! Nicole didn't know how to resolve that contradiction, yet it hardly mattered since this man gazed down at her. He had paid for time with her, and he was going to have some fun with this fuck-toy.

"I could let you out of the straps and throw you around for some extra fun, but I don't think I want to wait. On your elbows and knees, slut," he said. Clearly, he knew exactly what he wanted, and he was going to take it.

Nicole didn't know exactly why she tried to defy him, but she refused to cooperate. Even if her legs were already spread and her ass was on display, she tried to hold out. It felt like a bad idea. It seemed dumb. Despite all of this, she refused to cooperate.

"Okay," he said, chuckling again. "If you want to make this hard, I'm good with that." He grabbed her hair, forced her head up, and sent a spasm of pain racing down into her scalp. She could feel it at the roots of her hair, except that was only the beginning. Her client grabbed her ass again with his fingers pressing down against her firm flesh. He jerked back and spank her. His hand flew down hard.

A jagged shot of pain exploded along her skin, racing straight up into her center. This time, she cried out.

"I bet you're ready to cooperate now," he said, laughing. "Too bad!"

This client probably worked with other girls. He had probably sampled the delights of their bodies, and Nicole would be no different, especially since she was tied down. Then again, he was probably twice her size. Even without those restraints, he could have grabbed her and held her down and taken exactly what he wanted, and she wouldn't have been able to stop him.

Why did those thoughts turn her on?

Nicole did her best to ignore the thirsty heat licking at her center. Instead, she needed to focus on the pain, the humiliation. Both of those sensations rocketed through her body. The other emotional responses were right there, so she tried to lock onto those and nothing else. She didn't want to think about the throbbing need between her legs. She didn't want to contemplate how her body responded as she squirmed against the restraints. Every time she yanked against her shackles, she rubbed her bare breasts against the soft fabric beneath her.

He struck again and again. At this point, the tears coursed down her cheeks. She felt pathetic—she felt so turned on!

"Good girl," he said. "It's cute when you fight." He laughed, and he struck again and again. Then he came up behind her and straddled her, his legs parted just above the small of her back. His hand shot down, and he grabbed her by her neck. He squeezed. Suddenly, she couldn't breathe! Her eyes bulged, and he lowered himself down. Clearly, he was in control. He had the power there.

"If anything happens, I can pay for you. It would be an expensive mistake, but it might be fun." He laughed again, and there was nothing she could do to stop him. Spread out, trapped, and completely vulnerable, she had no recourse, no new option.

Maybe, back in her previous life, someone like Nicole would have been able to think through this and come up with a strategy. Perhaps there was some possibility. But with her hair tied in pigtails, her lips held open by that gag, and the restraints around her limbs, she couldn't fight her way free. She couldn't think of anything, and then he finally let go.

He came up behind her now. She heard the zipper. He freed his cock.

This was going to happen.

Touching herself was one thing, but this would be completely and utterly different.

Concentrating, Nicole yanked and bucked against the shackles. She tried to pull away from those leather straps with everything she had. Neither her arms, nor her legs were strong enough. She couldn't tear through the metal. She couldn't with the leather. The chains jingled, and the man laughed again. Then he ran his hand up along the back of her leg. "Up," he said.

It was just one word. And yet, Nicole found herself obeying. Eyes wet, she glared down at the sheets beneath her as she forced her weight up onto her elbows and knees. She used the little bit of slack allowed by the chains to position herself.

That's when he had his hand on her hip, and he pushed forward. He aimed his cock, and he was rough, but she couldn't even whimper or complain. He rammed into her, shoving hard as he claimed exactly what he wanted.

Nicole got fucked like a girl! Her teeth bit down into the gag, and she could feel the yielding rubber, but it still didn't allow her to speak. She couldn't say anything. She couldn't call out. He pumped her, thrusting forward, drawing back, making sure she knew exactly where she belonged. This wasn't just about a man rubbing his cock deep inside of her for his pleasure and satisfaction. It was more than that. It was power. It was ownership. It was her status and his superiority.

He pumped her hard and fast, and her pussy tightened. She lifted her head again. That's when he reached out, grabbing onto her pigtails. He yanked, and her head was jerked up again.

She knew exactly how she looked. With her cute pigtails in that man's powerful grip, he could use her like she was nothing but a toy. With every thrust, he reminded this girl of how she could be owned! Hot humiliation burned through her body as he plowed her harder and faster.

Then he came! She could feel that throbbing, pulsating movement, and she lost herself to her own rush of ecstasy. Nicole tried to hate it, but she couldn't.

The man finished with her, laughed, and gave her ass one more quick slap, if only to remind her of what just happened.

Exhausted, she drooped down, only to hear another voice inside of her head.…

What did you think of that, whore? You don't think women can be victims. That's fine. So you're not going to be a victim as you get used again and again by all of these men. Oh, and let's turn off some of your worst instincts, shall we?

Again, those ideas seemed to get beamed straight into his head. All at once, Adam realized he could think clearly again. Despite his new body, he still somehow—someway—felt like himself.

Horror spilled into his chest. He didn't want to believe it or accept it, yet he couldn't deny the truth of what he had just experienced.

Adam remembered who he had been and who he was supposed to be! Worse, he could feel that throbbing in his pussy, and he knew what had just happened. He closed his eyes, and he could feel the gag between his teeth. His pillowy lips hardened, but that didn't change anything. His fingers pushed down into his fists, but he knew he wouldn't be able to win any fights.

Worse, he could still feel the aftereffects of that orgasm. There was the tension between his legs, and the remembered the remembered thrusts of that man’s powerful cock.

This time, the revulsion ran hot through his body. His stomach twisted, and he sucked in a breath through his nostrils like he thought he would roar out. Then again, he remembered what they had done to his vocal cords and how he sounded. He couldn't shout or let loose some barbaric roar. Instead, he could scream like some pretty girl trapped in a horror movie. That was it. No one would take him seriously.

He thrashed. He bucked. He fought hard.

None of this changed anything because he could picture his tormentor laughing somewhere off in front of a computer somewhere. Lots of people had accused him of that exact same cowardice. He never confronted women. He never argued with real feminists. Instead, he carefully picked and chose every appearance and podcast. When he made his most aggressive complaints against women and the feminists out in the wider world, he made sure the audience would be sympathetic. It had worked. His numbers has steadily climbed.

Who are you? Adam demanded.

And now, it's time for you to be a slut again. Have fun, girlie.

Nicole blinked. She could still feel the aftereffects of sex, but now she was really sleepy, and she didn't want to worry about anything else. The memories from just a few minutes before lingered, of course. It was strange to think about the idea of having a conversation inside of her head. Normally, she spoke, and it felt so natural. She could've texted or sent an email or gone on a video chat, only she had actually conversed someone without using her mouth.

She didn't have another client right away. Instead, she was left there, strapped down, powerless, gagged, and naked.

A few minutes went by. That time seemed to stretch on and on. Hours went by?

The door opened again, and David came back into the room. "Your first client was pleased," he said. "But you don't get to rest. It's time to see what you can do when you aren't in shackles. On your knees," he said once he freed her.

Nicole tried to summon some kind of fantasy where she would jump up, punch this guy in the gut, then run down the hall and escape. The ideas came, but none of them seemed like the right move. Instead, this pretty, naked girl crawled off of the bed, and she lowered herself down onto her knees in front of this man. When he stood in front of her, he seemed powerful and intimidating.

"See this? This is going to be your collar, slut. Your next client wants you to be his harem slave. So you're going to wear this, and he's going to hold your leash, and you’re going to be a perfectly subservient little slut."

"Yes, Sir," she said.

He slapped her across the face. His hand shot down, and he backhanded her.

Her eyes widened and dampened. The tears were right there, but she had messed up. Suddenly, guilt raced through her body. Guilt? Yes. He had struck her, but she felt like she deserved it because she had messed up. She was supposed to be a good slut and an obedient whore, so she had to do whatever he wanted. She had messed something up.

But what?

Nicole tried again, "Yes, Master?"

"There's a good slut," he said, patting her on the head and brushing his fingers along the contours of her pigtails. He gave one of them a tug, only this time it felt playful.

"Go to the closet. You'll find your harem slave outfit."

"Yes, Master," she said once he had slipped the pink, leather collar around her neck and locked it on. Yes, there was a padlock, and she could feel that weight against the back of her neck. Maybe it covered her barcode tattoo. Maybe it didn't.

When Nicole saw what she’d wear, there was the sharp intake of breath. That was hers. She couldn't help herself that she considered the sheer fabric, the panties, and then she realized it wasn't a bra. If she wore this, she would look like some sexy little genie...Her heart pounded faster, and she turned back to face the other man. "May I put this on?"

"You may," he said. She got dressed quickly, and the fabric felt strange. More importantly, her midriff had never been exposed like this except it felt right too. At the same time, she knew she could be used.

"On your knees," David said. He watched as the girl scurried into position. "You were they were born for this, weren’t you?" David asked her with a chuckle.

In truth, she had been made for it, just not in the way he had assumed.

He attached the leash, told her to open her mouth, and she obeyed. He dropped the handle between her teeth, and she bit onto it. "Good girl," he said. "Stay there. Just like that until the client arrives. After that, he is your Master, and you are his enslaved genie. Understand?"

"Yes, Master. I understand," she did her best to answer, only it was difficult with the end of the leash in her mouth.

After David left her alone, she remained there in position. At the same time, she thought of how she had already been used once. Was she really going to put up with this again? She could try to fight or flee. Maybe she could use the leash as a weapon? At the very least, she didn't have to remain there on her knees like an eager slut.

And yet, she felt eager. Nicole also felt like a slut. What did that make her? The different pieces fit together so perfectly, and there was nothing she could do about them. All of this seemed so obvious and inevitable.

It was time for Nicole to meet her next guest.

The client opened the door. He had very short hair, a little bit of stubble along his cheeks, and he smiled down at her right away. Somehow, his expression seemed more vindictive than anything else like he couldn't wait to unleash his worst instincts.

Equally true, there was nothing Nicole could do about it.

He grabbed the leash and yanked. She stumbled forward on her hands and knees. Then he crouched down, and he grabbed her by her hair. He pulled her head back and looked right down into her bright blue eyes, "They did a really good job catching you, didn't they?"

"Yes, Master."

"And you're ready to be my girl, aren't you? It's your job to make all of my wishes come true?" He chuckled like this was some kind of joke.

"Yes, Master!"

"Stand up." He rose to his feet, tugged on her leash, and forced her to follow. Soon enough, she was on her feet. Just as he wished, her back straightened, and she kept her arms at her sides. "Hands behind your head," he instructed.

"Yes, Master," she said.

He circled her.

The client’s eyes roamed along her body as he checked out the curves of her shoulders, the contours of her ass, and the perfect figures of her breasts. He stopped behind her, and he reached up, gliding his fingers along her flank. He gently touched her, and then his hands came up to her breasts, and he squeezed. Her nipples hardened as he massaged her.

Her breathing sharpened, and she told herself she didn't want to do this. But that was a conscious thought. It was an intellectual idea, and it couldn't match the urges that now ran through her petite frame as he pulled back and smacked her ass. He struck once, twice, three times. Maybe he just wanted to put her in her place. Maybe he intended to see what this girl could tolerate.

He wasn't gentle; those couldn't be misconstrued as soft or romantic or "love taps". He swung his hand down hard as he took this beautiful girl. She probably looked like some idealized sorority slut. She was young, firm, and pristine.

So many men had to go out into the world, look around, and see gorgeous young women just like Nicole. The only difference was that this girl now had a barcode on the back of her neck, so she’d obey. She had no choice. He sucked in a breath, and then he shoved her down onto her knees. He freed his cock, reaching in and pulling out his length. When she saw his member, she tried to hate this. Sex was one thing. This would be worse, somehow more intimate and degrading all at once.

Despite those labels, she knew exactly what she longed to do.

"Master, may I suck your cock? May I suck your cock like a good slut? Please, Master?"

"Yes, you may," he said. More importantly, he dropped his hands down to the sides of her head, and he grabbed onto her twin tails again. He pulled this girl forward, and she licked her lips right before she latched on. Her pretty mouth encircled his shaft, and she began to bob her head forward and up. At first, she thought she would set the rhythm and pace. No. That was something this client intended to do. He pumped her pretty mouth against his cock; he yanked her forward, pushed her back, and savored the wet heat of her pretty opening.

"Yes. Just like that. Yes. You know exactly what you're doing, don't you?"

Nicole didn't think of who she had once been. In that moment, she lost herself to the rush of degrading pleasure. Again and again, she reminded herself that she wasn't supposed to like it. She wasn't it supposed to enjoy any facet of this treatment, yet she still couldn't push away those urges.

At one point, he let go of her. She kept sucking. She worshiped his cock, giving him exactly what he wanted. Her lips hardened around his lips in a firm pucker. At this point, she tried to think about how he would enjoy she tensed or relaxed her lips. Not only that, she slid her tongue along his shaft. She licked and sucked, darting her tongue along those sensitive points as she attempted to satisfy his cravings.

"Good girl. That's right. Show me what a good slut knows how to do," he told her, basking in every sensation. The arousal spread through his body, growing stronger and stronger with every moment. He loved this! He used her, taking exactly what she offered.

At some point, he was going to finish with her. He was going to come hard, and there was nothing she could do about it.

Nicole understood that idea, and she knew she should try to argue or fight back. Maybe if she pulled away, she could have stood up and looked into his eyes and tried to convince him that she was a girl who didn't actually want to be there.

But that would have been a lie.

The blowjob had only been the start. Her client expected more.

That's when he grabbed her and pulled her to her feet. The spasm of pain shot down into her scalp. Then he shoved her down onto the bed.

Everything happened so fast.

"This is going to be fun," he said. "I wish for you to be on your back with your hands tied over your head," he said.

Nicole didn't question his fantasy, his chosen a tactic, or any of his desires. After all, her pussy was wet underneath the sheer fabric of her costume. She lowered herself down, closed her eyes, and braced herself for the inevitable. The client moved fast, grabbing her slender arms and pulling them into position. He tied her down, using the same straps from before. Soon, the leather encircled her wrists, trapping her right there. She was ready to be taken. She was ready to be used.

Perhaps she had waited too long, but she still answered, "Yes, Master."

"Good girl," he said, chuckling. That's when he slid his hands underneath her top. He now had access to her breasts. His hands fondled the soft mounds. He savored the soft give, the firm tension, the perfect shape of each breast. He pinched her nipples, twisting, forcing her to squirm and writhe. "I have you, and I can do whatever I want with you."

"Yes, Master," she said.

"You belong to me, don't you?"

"Yes Master!"

If Nicole could have jumped back to her old life and personality, then she would have raged against those ideas. She was supposed to be strong, willful, independent, and capable. Even so, she found herself on her back, spread out and powerless.

He pinched her nipples again, and she yanked against her restraints. She pulled on those bonds as she tried to break free. But just like before, she couldn't go anywhere. She was helpless, and so she squirmed pathetically, wiggling from side to side. On some level, she had to know this wouldn't change anything.

He slipped his hand down along her pussy. He grabbed her, his fingers moving and massaging her open slit. Her body reacted. Fresh heat coursed between her legs.

"I know who you are," he said. "You're just a little slut. You’re just a dirty whore. You need to be used; you need to be owned. That’s why you work here. Isn't that right, genie girl?"

"Yes, Master. Yes, you’re right about me. You are right about everything!" She should have been insulted. Yes, every word insulted her, but she still couldn't summon any kind of rage or fury. Instead, she took every humiliating touch and caress. He forced her to enjoy this. Fresh desire cascaded along her nubile body as he worked her up. Then he pulled his hand back before he unzipped his pants again.

Soon enough, she saw his cock again, and she knew what was about to happen. "Are you ready to get fucked?"

Instantly, Nicole knew there could only be one possible answer. "Yes, Master. Yes. Please?"

"Beg for it," he said as his eyes slipped along the length of that beautiful harem girl.

"Please, Master. Please, take me. Use me. Please, I'm just your slut. Please? Please, take me hard. Do whatever you want with me! Please, make me take your cock! Please force me! Use me! I'm trapped. You can do whatever you want with me!" Nicole could hardly understand how those words tumbled out of her mouth, especially when she didn't have to think about them.

"Good girl," he said. That's when he slid forward. He grabbed onto her, yanked down on her outfit, tearing through the fabric. She heard the ripping material. Fresh excitement ran along her body.

Then she felt him. Just like her first client, this man wasn't gentle or kind. He shoved into her, his cock stretching the walls of her pussy. Fresh need ripped her, tightening along her shoulders, down her biceps, all the way to her forearms, palms, and fingertips. The same thing happened at her torso, then down her thighs, knees, shins, calves and toes. Every muscle she possessed seemed to lock up all at once as the heat pulsed through her body.

At the same time, the genie slave couldn't help herself, "Thank you, Master! Thank you for putting this girl in her place! I’ll do whatever you want! I can't stop you! You’re so big and powerful. You are better than me! You are smarter than me, and you can do whatever you want with me!"

"Yes, I can," he promised.

He pumped down into her, thrusting hard, yanking back, only to do it again and again. Soon, she lost herself to that frantic rhythm as he pumped her. She got plowed hard, and she couldn't think of anything else. She lost herself to that storm of pleasure. Her desires coalesced. Yes, it hurt. Yes, it was degrading. Yes, she knew she was supposed to be better than this. And yet, the excitement still raced through her body, pounding against her defenses until it felt like she had nothing left.

He finally came, shuddering, pumping into her with one more frantic movement. He yanked back once he was totally spent.

She was released from her shackles, and David came back. "Go shower. You have another client in a few minutes," he said.

A few minutes?

"Yes, Sir," she said, bowing her head down. Nicole rushed into the adjoining bathroom, she hopped into the shower, and she rinsed off as quickly as she could. Next, she washed her hair and ran the loofah along her naked body. When she finished, she stepped back out. She had dried off, but David just circled her. "Not bad," he said, grabbing her ass. Then he pulled her close. She had her shoulder blades pressed against his chest.

"Would you like me to serve you, Sir?"

"Our people couldn't find any records on you," he said. "That makes you the perfect slave," he told her. "So I don't know if you were supposed to be a cop or whatever, but if you are, it doesn't matter because you're never going back to your old life. If your boss sent you in here, that's only because he knew you would never get out."

"Yes, Master. I, I will never get out," she agreed automatically. She knew she was going to be used day after day and night after night. She would make money for her owners. When she had come here, she thought she would be able to retain some control over her life. She was wrong. After all, she had been marked. The barcode indicated her new status as property.

"Maybe you don't understand it yet," David said with a chuckle. "But you will. Go back to the closet. Pull on your schoolgirl uniform. You have another client coming."

"Yes, Master!"

He glanced back at her and laughed. David probably dealt with lots of young women, but this one was different. He could see it in her eyes.

Nicole found the different components of her next outfit: Mary Jane shoes, the high socks, a black and pink tartan skirt, her button-up blouse, and a pair of pink ribbons for her hair. They wanted her in pigtails again.

She quickly got dressed, pulling on each garment. And once she was ready, she looked back up at David. "Does is please you, Sir?"

"Yes, it does," he said. "But for this client, you need to be tied down and helpless right away. On the bed."

"Yes, Master."

"Oh, and lose the panties," he said.

"Yes, Sir!"

Like a good girl, she pulled off her panties. She hitched up her skirt, hooked her thumbs into the elastic waistband, and yanked them down, leaving her bare pussy defenseless. David grabbed her. He yanked her, pulling her down onto the bed. Once again, she spread her arms and legs. She knew how she looked. He strapped her down, pulling at the leather cuffs tight just like before. Then he told her to open her mouth. At first, Nicole didn't understand, not until she saw the ball gag up again. This time, she didn't hesitate. She opened her mouth, and he shoved at the gag in. He strapped it in. And that's when Nicole heard the voice again.

Hello. Adam. How are you feeling? Are you enjoying your captivity?

All at once, the neural mesh deactivated, and he could think clearly again. The feeling that he was supposed to be a pretty girl and an obedient slut suddenly faded away. In fact, his other memories came roaring back.

Who are you? Why are you doing this to me? Second by second, frantic dread began to flash across his skin as the adrenaline shot into his veins.

Just think of me as a concerned citizen.

Look, I don't know who you are, but you have to let me go. You can't do this to me. They’re treating me like a sex slave!

That's exactly what you are now. You went to one of the most notorious brothels in the city and volunteered to become one of their girls. I'm sure they’ll little bit confused, but they’ll stop questioning loyalty eventually, especially after you get fucked day after day.

No. Please. Please. You can't be serious! Just let me go. Okay? Just let me go!

And why would I do that? You always loved to talk about how important personal strength is. If you can't overcome your desires, then maybe you should just be Nicole forever. You could stay there at that whorehouse, sucking cocks and getting taken again and again. In fact, I bet you would be happy like that.

No. Don't!

Okay. Then you can have sex with your next client as Adam Nicks. You can lay there, totally helpless, fully aware that this man is going to use you. And when he sees you, you're going to be nothing but a piece of meat. You are a toy for him. That's why you're all dressed up. It doesn't matter if you have your own thoughts or opinions because he is a man, and he's better than you. That's what you always believed in, right? Women should be toys. Women are objects for male fantasies?

Quivering, Adam didn’t know how to answer.

I'm sorry. I never really meant that. This was all just some kind of mistake. I was playing a character. I was joking!

Oh, Adam. That's not how this works. This isn’t a debate, and I don't care about how clever you think you are. Besides, I would have expected more from you. Seriously? You're just going to whine about how it was a joke? Do you know how pathetic that sounds? All across the web, men do that. They make some sexist comment, and they use it as a test. If the audience likes it, then they were serious. If anyone complains, they were just joking, and then you boys love to whine about how everyone is way too sensitive online…like no one can take a joke and you were the real victim all along.

Please!

Enjoy…

Adam blinked again, and that's when the door opened. He looked down along the length of his body, and he knew he was trapped. This was what she wanted for him. He didn't know what kind of activist, feminist, scholar, or hacker had taken control of his neural mesh, but it didn't matter. He was now owned. His heart galloped in his chest as he saw the client.

In that first second, there was little more than a silhouette, so Adam shut his eyes, almost like he thought he’d be able to hide from the next set of sensations.

The man reached up, and he grabbed something from one of the nightstands.

Adam heard the sharp sound of a slap against flesh. "Well, it looks like you have gotten yourself into some serious trouble this time, Missy. What did you do? Did you cheat on a test? Did you disrespect one of your teachers? Well, it doesn't matter because you’re going to be disciplined right here and now."

Adam opened his eyes and saw the client. At the same time, the former influencer sucked in a breath through his nostrils. More than anything, he yearned to shout out some declaration. Maybe he was going to beg. Maybe he would plead. Maybe he could offer something. There had to be some way for them to negotiate. Right?

Throughout his life, there had always been some kind of option, some alternative or strategy that Adam could employ. Even when he generated the worst kind of backlash online, there was always another possibility…

Not this time.

Gagged and powerless, Adam knew the client would see him as nothing but a fantasy girl. He was a toy, and it was time for him to get used to…

"You know, it doesn't even matter what you did because I can see it in your eyes. You're just a dumb slut, so you need to be trained, don't you? You need to learn to respect authority. So let's see what it’s going to take, young lady."

Adam couldn't believe he had to endure this. At first, he thought it was just going to be humiliating, but then the client placed the flat of the ruler down against his leg. When he pulled into the air, swung down, and the faux wood blurred. It struck! Hot pain shot through Adam!

That was just of the first one for this slutty schoolgirl.

The client struck three times on the right thigh, then three more on the left. Those lines appeared along Adam’s tender skin, and there was nothing he could do about them. His legs were smooth, of course. He looked amazing, but now the red heat spread along those delectable curves

"Are you ready to be a good girl now?"

Adam needed to talk! If he had been allowed to speak, then he could have tried to convince this man to let him go. It was a nice idea. Maybe there was even some small chance of success. But no. He didn't get the option.

"I guess not," said the client with faux thoughtfulness. Apparently, he had something else in mind. He had another expectation, one that Adam had failed to meet.

That's why Adam endured nose biting jolts of pain one, two, three more times. The stinging flared across his nerves, making him cry out. He couldn't scream, not exactly, yet he shrieked into the gag just as his captor knew he would. At the same time, his "teacher" seemed to enjoy delivering this discipline, like he understood exactly how a girl like Adam might try to think. "I know you are manipulative and can't help yourself, can you? You're just that kind of slut. Now, are you ready to be a good girl? Are you going to do your best? Have you learned your lesson?"

This time, Adam realized he only had one choice. He bowed his head down, nodding frantically as he attempted to convey his faked remorse. Maybe this man was right. Maybe he was nothing but a dumb slut, so he had to try his best. He would have to work hard to be a good girl.

“Good girl. Now, if you’re ready, then I suppose you do deserve a treat?" The supposed teacher laughed, slid forward, and started to touch his pupil. He stroked Adama's pussy. His knuckles ran up along the underside of that bound girl's skirt.

Again and again, Adam tried to hate this, but those programmed instincts seized control. It wasn't enough to make him think he was an actual girl. That's why the shame seemed so much more powerful this time!

His cheeks blaze ready, but there was nothing he could do.

"Are you ready to get fucked, Missy?"

Adam nodded his head.

At the same time, he started shaking as the client came forward. Just like the other man, he pulled out his shaft. He aimed the tip of his manhood, and he pushed into that pretty girl. He rammed her, plowing into her. From there, the client drew back, only to thrust into her again and again. With every determined movement, he shook the bed. The mattress rattled underneath her.

He was going to do this again and again. He would be taken and used. He would be nothing but a plaything for these powerful individuals. He wouldn't know their names or how much they paid, but it wouldn't matter because that money would never belong to Adam.

"Take it. Take it, you dumb slut!

Tied down and powerless, Adam had no choice but to obey.

With a grunt of pleasure, the client yanked back. He laughed, shook his head from side to side, and tossed a couple of extra bills onto the nightstand before he left the room.

He’d just gotten fucked. For money. Again.

Eventually, David or maybe another employee would come back to talk to Adam.

Eyes wet, he tried to think of what he could do or say. Again and again, he came to the same conclusion.

Nothing. There was nothing he could do.

Hello, Adam.

What do you want? How can I get out of this? Please, tell me!

You can't. But there is one decision I have to make. Should I leave you like this? Because, you know, they're not going to let you go. Should I leave you as a horny slut? Or maybe I should just let you be Adam…totally unmodified. You would hate every second of your new job…

No. Please. There has to be some way for me to get back to my old life. My name is Adam Nicks, and I'm a content creator. Look, if you let me go, I’ll tell all of my followers that it was wrong. Okay? I will convince them to support you. I swear! I will do whatever you want!

Adam, you're already going to do whatever I want. I'm in charge, and that's because I control your desires. I can alter your instincts and rewrite everything about you and your personality.

I know, but…

No. You get one choice. Are you going to be Adam or Nicole? Because either way, you’re going to stay in that brothel. You are going to be an eager girl, and you will satisfy the men of the city. They will pay handsomely to be with a cute blonde like you, and there is absolutely no way for you to get out of it.

Please. Please, don't do this.

Adam or Nicole?

He had to answer.

He didn’t get to argue.

He didn’t get to make any other choice.

Nicole…

Not good enough, came the reply. What? What else could he do? Tell me how much you want to be a whore. Tell me how much you love that male gaze. Tell me about how you can't wait for the chance to be taken and used again and again. Tell me how much you love being helpless before those powerful men. That's what you thought was true about women, right? Well, now it is, at least for you…

Fine…I, I want to be a whore. I want to be a dumb slut. Please. Please, just change me back. Make it so I enjoy this. Make me so that I'm grateful for the chance to suck cock and get used.

Nicole blinked, and she was still gagged, but that thought made her feel even better about her life. Yes, she had come to the brothel, and no, she couldn't escape, but that idea seemed unimportant to her. Why would she want to escape? She was an eager slut, and she couldn't wait to be used all over again. Her next client would be coming in soon, and she was going to be such a good girl for him!

The End


If you had fun with this story and are interested in commissioning your own gender swap fantasy, email me at marinarex1221@gmail.com.

I’d love to hear from you!
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